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PREFACE 

OF    THE 

PUBLISHER  OF  THE  SURREPTITIOUS  EDITION, 

^735- 


J  UE  prefume  ive  want  no  apology  to  the  reader  for 

this  publication,  but  fome  may  he  thought  needful 
to  Mr.  Pope  :  however,  he  cannot  think  our  offence  fo 
great  as  theirs,  who  firjl  feparatcly  publifloed  what  ive 
have  here  but  collected  in  a  better  for  ?n  and  order.  At 
for  the  Letters  we  have  procured  to  be  added,  they  ferve 
hut  to  complete,  explain,  and  fometimes  fet  in  a  true  light , 
ihofe  others,  which  it  was  not  in  the  writer* s  or  our 
power  to  rccal. 

This  colledion  hath  been  owing  to  feveral  cabinets : 
fome  drawn  from  thence  by  accidents,  and  others  (even 
of  thofe  to  Ladies')  voluntarily  given.  It  is  to  one  of  that 
fx  we  are  beholden  for  the  whole  corrcfpondence  between 
II.  C.  Efq.  which  Letters  being  lent  her  by  that  Gentle- 
man, fc  took  the  liberty  to  print ;  as  appears  by  the  fol- 
lowing, which  we  fhall  give  at  length,  both  as  it  is 
fomclhing  curious,  and  as  it  may  fcrve  for  an  apology  for 
Qurfclvcs. 

TO 


xvUi  PREFACE  TO  THE 


TO  HENRY  CROMWELL,   ESQ^ 

June  2;,  1727. 

A  FTER  fo  long  a  filence  as  the  many  and  great  op- 
preffions  I  have  fighed  under  have  occafioned, 
one  is  at  a  lofs  how  to  begin  a  letter  to  fo  kind  a 
friend  as  yourfelf.  But  as  it  was  always  my  refolu- 
tion,  if  I  mud  fink,  to  do  it  as  decently  (that  is,  as 
filently)  as  I  could  j  fo  when  I  found  myfclf  plunged 
into  unforefeen  and  unavoidable  ruin,  I  retreated  from 
the  world,  and  in  a  manner  buried  myfelf  in  a  difmal 
place,  where  1  knew  none,  and  none  knew  me.  In 
this  dull  unthinking  way,  I  have  protracled  a  linger- 
ing death  (for  life  it  cannot  be  called)  ever  fince  you 
faw  me,  fequeflered  from  company,  deprived  of  my 
books,  and  nothing  left  to  converfe  with,  but  the  let- 
ters  of  my  dead  or  abfent  friends ;  among  which 
latter  I  always  placed  yours  and  Mr.  Pope's  in  the  firft 
rank.  I  lent  fome  of  them  indeed  to  an  ingenious 
perfon,  who  was  fo  delighted  w^ith  the  fpecimen,  that 
he  importuned  me  for  a  fight  of  the  refl:,  which  having 
obtained,  he  conveyed  them  to  the  prefs,  1  muft  not 
fay  altogether  with  my  confent,  nor  wholly  without 
it.  1  thought  them  too  good  to  be  lofl  in  oblivion, 
and  had  no  caufe  to  apprehend  the  difobliging  of  any. 
The  PubHc,  viz.  all  pcrfons  of  tafte  and  judgment, 
would  be  pleafed  with  fo  agreeable  an  amufcment ; 
Mr.  Cromwell  could  not  be  angry,  fince  it  was  but 

juflice 
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juflice  to  his  merit,  to  publlfli  the  folemn  and  private 
profefTions  of  love,  gratitude,   and  veneration,  made 
him  by  fo  celebrated  an  author  ;  and  fmcerely  Mr, 
Pope  ought  not  to  refent  the  publication,  lince  the 
early  pregnancy  of  his  genius  was  no  difhonour  to  his 
charader.     And  yet,  had  either  of  you  been  afked, 
common  modefly  vvould  have  obliged  you  to  refufe, 
what  you  would  not  be  difpleafed  with,  'if  done  with- 
out your  knowledge.     And  befides,  to  end  all  dif- 
pute,  you  had  been  pleafed  to  make  me  a  free  gift 
of  them,  to  do  what  1  pleafed  with  them  ;  and  every 
one  knows,  that  the  perfon  to  whom  a  letter  is  ad- 
drefled,  has  the  fame  right  to  difpofe  of  it,  as  he  has 
of  goods  purchafcd  with  his  money.     I  doubt  not  but 
your  generofity  and  honour  will  do  me  the  right,  of 
owning  by  a  line  that   I  came  honedly  by  them.     I 
flatter  myfelF,  in  a  few  months  I  fliall  again  be  vifible 
to   the   v.orld  ;    and   whenever   through   good  provi- 
dence that  turn  fnall  happen,  I  fliall  joyfully  acquaint 
you  v.ith  ir,  there  being  none  more  truly  your  obliged 
fervant,  liian.  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 

>:.  THOMAS. 

p.  S.  A  Letter,  Sir,  direcled  to  IMrs.  Thoma;?, 
to  be  left  at  my  houie,  will  be  fafely  tranfmitted  to 
her,  by 

Yours,  etc. 

E.  CURLL. 
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MR.    CROMWELL    TO    MR.    POPE. 

Epfom,  July  6,   1727, 

TTHiEK  thefe  Letters  were  firfl  printed,  I  wondered 
how  CltII  could  come  by  them,  and  could 
not  but  lau'^h  at  the  pompous  title ;  fmce  whatever 
you  wrote  to  me  was  humour,  and  familiar  raillery. 
>\s  foon  as  I  came  from  Epfom,  I  heard  you  had 
been  to  fee  me,  and  I  writ  vou  a  fhort  letter  from 

WilTs,  that  1  longed  to  fee  you.     Mr.  D s,  about 

that  time,  charged  mc  with  giving  them  to  a  miftrefs, 
which  I  pofitively  denied  :  not  in  the  lead,  at  that 
time,  thinking  of  it  ;  but  fome  time  after,  finding  in 
the  News-papers  Letters  from  Lady  Packington,  Lady 
Chudleigh,  and  Mr.  Norris,  to  the  fame  Sappho,  or 
E.  T.  I  begin  to  fear  that  I  was  guilty.  I  have  never 
feen  thefe  Letters  of  Curll*s,  nor  would  go  to  his  fhop 
about  them  ;  I  have  not  feen  the  Sappho,  alias  E.  T. 

thefe  feven  years. Her  writing.  That  I  gave  her 

V/7/,  to  do  what  Jhe  would  with  'cm,  is  draining  the 
point  too  {cXY.  I  thought  not  of  it,  nor  do  I  think 
flie  did  then  ;  but  fcvere  neccflity,  which  catches  hold 
of  a  twig,  has  produced  all  this  ;  which  has  lain  hid, 
and  forgot  by  mc  fo  many  years.  Curll  fent  me  a 
letter  laft  week,  dcfiring  a  pofitive  anfvver  about  this 
matter,  but  finding  I  would  give  him  none,  he  went 

to 
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to  E.  T.  and  writ  a  poftfcript  in  her  long  romantic 
letter,  to  direft  my  anfwer  to  his  houfe;  but  they 
not  expe£ting  an  anfwer,  fent  a  young  man  to  me, 
whofe  name,  it  feems,  is  Pattifon.  I  told  him  I 
fhould  not  write  any  thing,  but  I  believed  it  might  be 
fo  as  (be  writ  in  her  letter.  I  am  extremely  concerned 
that  my  former  indifcretion  in  putting  them  into  the 
hands  of  this  Pretieufc,  (hould  have  given  you  fo 
much  diflurbance ;  for  the  lafl:  thing  1  fliould  do 
would  be  to  difoblige  you,  for  whom  I  have  ever  pre- 
ferved  the  greatell  efteem,  and  fhall  ever  be.  Sir, 
Your  faithful  Friend,  etc. 

HENRY  CROMWELL. 


MR.   CROMWELL   TO    MR.    POPE. 

Allguft    T,   172;. 

rpHouGH  I  writ  my  long  narrative  from  Epfoin, 
till  I  was  tired,  yet  I  was  not  fatisfied  ;  lefl  any 
doubt  fliould  reft  upon  your  mind.  I  could  not  make 
proteftations  of  my  innocence  of  a  grievous  crime  ; 
but  I  was  impatient  till  I  came  to  town,  that  1  might 
fend  you  thofe  Letters,  as  a  clear  eviilence  that  I  was 
a  pcrfeft  ftranger  to  all  their  proceeding.  Should  1 
have  proteltcd  againft  it,  after  the  priming,  it  ini^uht 
have  been  taken  for  an  attempt  to  decry  his  pcrchale  ; 
vol.  VII.  b  and 
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and  as  the  little  exception  you  have  taken  has  ferved 
him  to  play  his  game  upon  us  for  thefe  two  years,  a 
new  incident  from  me  might  enable  him  to  play  it  on 

for  two  more. The  great  value  flie  exprefles  for 

all  you  write,  and  her  pafTion  for  having  them,  I  be- 
lieve, was  what  prevailed  upon  me  to  let  her  keep 
them.  By  the  interval  of  twelve  years  at  leafl,  from 
her  pofllffion  to  the  time  of  printing  them,  'tis  mani- 
feft,  that  I  had  not  the  lead  ground  to  apprehend 
fuch  a  defign  :  but  as  people  in  great  ftraits  bring 
forth  their  hoards  of  old  gold  and  mod  valued  jewels ; 
fo  Sappho  had  recourfe  to  her  hid  treafure  ot  Letters, 
and  played  ofF  not  only  yours  to  me,  but  all  thofe  to 
herfelf  (as  the  Lady's  lad  (take)  into  the  prcfs. — /is 
for  me,  I  hope  when  you  fliall  coolly  confider  the 
many  thoufand  inftances  of  our  being  deluded  by  the 
females,  fmce  that  great  original  of  Adam  by  Eve, 
you  will  have  a  more  favourable  thought  of  the  un- 


defigning  error  of 


Your  faithful  Friend,  etc. 

HENRY  CROMWELL.. 


Nozv  ffjali  our  apdcpi  for  this  public atkn  he  as  il 
received  as  ihc  Ladf  s  funis  to  ha^:^'  been  by  the  Gctitleiiieu 
concerned ;  'jcc  f:all  ai  It'qfc  have  her  Comfort,  if  liiwc^ 
thanked  by  the  rcjl  of  the  •world.  Nor  has  Mr.  P. 
hirifelf  any  great  caife  to  ilnnk  it  Vni'.clj  rfiuce  to  his 

modtjly 
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modejlj  or  rejlediion  on  his  judgment^  when  we  take  care 
to  inform  the  Public,  that  there  are  few  Letters  of  his 
in  this  Colledion,  which  were  not  written  under  twenty 
years  of  age  :  on  the  other  hand,  we  doubt  not  the  reader 
will  be  much  more  fur pri-zed  to  find,  at  that  early  period, 
fo  much  variety  offiyle,  affeding  fentiment,  and  jufinefs 
of  criticifm,  in  pieces  which  mufi  have  been  writ  in  hafle, 
very  few  perhaps  ever  reviewed,  and  none  intended  for 
the  eye  of  the  Public. 
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PREFACE 

PREFIXED  TO  THE 

FIRST  GENUINE  EDITION  in  ^ARTO, 


T  F  what  is  here  offered  to  the  reader,  fhould  happen 
in  any  degree  to  pleafe  him,  the  thanks  are  not 
due  to  the  Author,  but  partly  to  his  friends,  and 
partly  to  his  enemies  :  it  was  wholly  owing  to  the 
affe£lion  of  the  former,  that  fo  many  Letters,  of 
which  he  never  kept  copies,  were  preferved  ;  and  to 
the  malice  of  the  latter,  that  they  were  produced  in 
this  manner. 

He  had  been  very  difagreeably  ufed,  in  the  publi- 
cation of  fome  Letters  written  in  his  youth,  which  fell 
into  the  hands  of  a  woman  who  printed  them,  without 
his,  or  his  correl'pondents'  confent,  in  1727.  This 
treatment,  and  the  apprehenfion  of  more  of  the  fame 
kind,  put  him  upon  recalling  as  many  as  he  could 
from  thofc  who  he  ima^^ined  had  kept  any.  He  was 
furry  to  fmd  the  number  fo  great,  but  immediately 
Icllencd  it  by  burning  three  parts  in  four  of  them  : 
the  rcll  he  fparcd,  not  in  any  preference  of  their  flyle 
or  writing,  but  merely  as  ihey  preferved  the  memory 

of 
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of  fome  friendflilps  which  will  ever  be  dear  to  him, 
or  fet  in  a  true  light  fome  matters  of  faft,  from  which 
the  fcribblers  of  the  times  had  taken  occafion  to  afperfe 
eiiher  his  friends  or  himfelf.  He  therefore  layed  by 
the  Originals,  together  with  thofe  of  his  correfpond- 
ents,  and  caufed  a  copy  to  be  taken  to  depofit  in  the 
library  of  a  noble  friend  ;  that  in  cafe  either  of  the 
revival  of  llanders,  or  the  publication  of  furreptitious 
Letters,  during  his  life  or  after,  a  proper  ufe  might 
be  made  of  them. 

The  next  year,  the  pofthumous  works  of  Mr.  Wy- 
cherley  were  printed,  in  a  way  difreputable  enough 
to  his  memory.  It  was  thought  a  juflice  due  to  him, 
to  fhew  the  world  his  better  judgment ;  and  that  it 
was  his  laft  refolution  to  have  fuppreffed  thofe  Poems. 
As  fome  of  the  Letters  which  had  pafled  between  him 
and  our  Author  cleared  that  point,  they  were  publifhed 
in  1729,  with  a  few  marginal  notes  added  by  a  friend. 

IF  in  thefe  Letters,  and  in  thofe  which  were  printed 
v/ithour  his  confcnt,  there  appear  too  much  of  a  ju- 
venile ambition  of  wit,  or  aileclation  of  gaiety,  he 
may  reafonably  hope  it  will  be  conildcred  to  lu/jcm, 
nr.d  at  icbaf  age,  he  was  guiltv  of  it,  as  well  as  how 
foon  it  was  over.  The  rcfl^  every  judge  of  writing 
will  fee,  were  by  no  means  efforts  of  the  genius,  but 
emanations  of  the  heart ;  and  tills  alone  may  induce 
-any  candid  reader  to  believe  their  publication  an  a«ft 
of  necefTity,  nuher  than  of  vanity. 

It  is  notorious,  how  many  volumes  have  been  pub- 
lifiicd  under  the  title  of  his  Correfpondence,  with  pro- 
mi  fes 
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mifes  ftill  of  more,  and  open  and  repeated  offers  of 
encouragement  to  all  perfons  who  fhould  fend  any 
Letters  of  his  for  the  prefs.  It  is  as  notorious  what 
methods  were  taken  to  procure  them,  even  from  the 
Publifher's  own  accounts  in  his  Prefaces,  viz.  by 
tranfafting  with  people  in  neceffities  %  or  of  aban- 
doned '' charaders,  or  fuch  as  dealt  without  names 
in  the  "  dark.  Upon  a  quarrel  with  one  of  thefe  lalt, 
he  betrayed  himfelf  fo  far,  as  to  appeal  to  the  Public 
in  Narratives  and  Advertifements  :  like  that  Irifli 
highwayman  a  few  years  before,  who  preferred  a  bill 
againfl  his  companion,  for  not  fharing  equally  in  the 
money,  rings,  and  watches,  they  had  traded  for  in 
partnerfiiip  upon  Hounflow-heath. 

Several  have  been  printed  in  his  name  vi^hich  he 
never  writ,  and  addreiled  to  perfons  to  whom  they 
never  were  written  "^ :  counterfeited  as  from  Bifhop 
Atterbury  to  him,  which  neither  that  Bifhop  nor  he 
ever  faw " ;  and  advertifed  even  utter  that  period  when 
it  was  made  felony  to  corrcfpond  with  him. 

I  know 

*  Set-  tlie  Pit  face  to  Vcl.  1.  of  a  Book  called  Mr.  Pope's 
Literary  Corrilpoiiclciice. 

"   Pol'.fcript  t»  the  I'r^facL  to  Vol.  1',". 

'■   Narrative  and  Ar.'.cdotes  h.UTc  \\A.  IJ. 

'   111  Vol.  III.    Letter,  from  Mr.  Pope  to  Mr..  Plouht,  etc. 

'  Vol.  II.  of  l.e  fame,  Svo.  p.  20.  ?.:\d  at  tiie  -swd  of  the  Edi- 
tion of  In..  L,ct;.;,s  111  121110.  hv  t}'.,-  hoc]iii.lLri  of  L.i.idoii  i.iiJ 
WelhuihiLr  ;  ;i:.J  '.  f  tt;e  lall  Ldi.iou  in  1  2:.  o.  prir:ed  for  T. 
l.'ooper,  1  72j. 
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I  know  not  how  it  has  been  this  Author's  fate,  whortl 
both  his  fituation  and  his  temper  have  all  his  life  ex- 
cluded from  rivalling  any  man,  in  any  pretenfion^ 
(except  that  of  pleafing  by  Poetry,)  to  have  been  as 
much  afperfed  and  written  at,  as  any  Firft  Minifter 
of  his  time  :  pamphlets  and  news-papers  have  been 
full  of  him,  nor  was  it  there  only  that  a  private  man, 
who  never  troubled  either  the  world  or  common  con- 
verfation  with  his  opinions  of  Religion  or  Govern- 
ment, has  been  reprefented  as  a  dangerous  member 
of  Society,  a  bigotted  Papifl,  and  an  enemy  to  the 
eftablifhment.  The  unwarrantable  publication  of  his 
Letters  hath  at  ls:iil  done  him  this  fervice,  to  fhow  he 
has  conftantly  enjoyed  the  friendfhip  of  worthy  men  ; 
and  that  if  a  catalogue  were  to  be  taken  of  his  friends 
and  his  enemies,  he  needs  not  to  blufh  at  either.  Many 
of  them  having  been  written  on  the  mod  trying  oc- 
currences, and  all  in  the  opennefs  of  friendfhip,  are 
a  proof  what  were  his  real  ftntiments,  as  ihey  flowed 
warm  from  the  heart,  and  frelh  fiorn  the  occafion  ; 
v/ithout  the  lead  thought  that  ever  the  world  fliould 
be  witnels  lo  them.  Had  he  late  down  with  a  defign 
to  draw  his  own  piclurc,  he  could  not  have  done  it 
fo  truly  •,  for  whoever  fiis  for  it  (whether  to  himfelf 
or  another)  will  inevit.ibly  fmd  the  features  more 
compofed,  than  his  appear  in  thefe  Letters.  But  if: 
an  author's  hand,  like  a  painter's,  be  more  diftin- 
guifliable  in  a  flight  ikctch  than  in  a  fnnihed  picture, 
this  very  carelefincfs  vail  malie  them  the  better  known 

from 
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from  fuch  counterfeits,  as  have  been,  and  may  be 
imputed  to  him,  either  through  a  mercenary  or  mali« 
cious  defjgn. 

We  hope  it  is  needlefs  to  fay,  he  is  not  accountable 
for  feveral  pafTages  in  the  furreptitious  editions  of 
thofe  Letters,  which  are  fuch  as  no  man  of  common 
fenfe  would  have  publiihed  himfelf.  The  errors  of 
the  prefs  were  almoft  innumerable,  and  could  not  but 
be  extremely  multiplied  in  fo  many  repeated  editions, 
by  the  avarice  and  negligence  of  piratical  printers,  to 
not  one  of  whom  he  ever  gave  the  lead  Title,  qr 
any  other  encouragement  than  that  of  not  profecuting 
them. 

For  the  Chafms  in  the  correfpondence,  we  had  not 
the  means  to  fupply  them,  the  Author  having  deftroyed 
too  many  Letters  to  preferve  any  Series.  Nor  would 
he  go  about  to  amend  them,  except  by  the  omiffions 
of  fome  paifages,  improper,  or  at  leafh  impertinent, 
to  be  divulged  to  the  Public  :  or  of  fuch  entire  Let- 
ters, a3  were  either  not  his,  or  not  approved  of  by 
him. 

1  le  has  been  very  fparing  of  thofe  of  his  friends, 
and  thought  it  a  refpecl  fliown  to  their  memory,  to 
fnpprefs  .n  particular  fuch  as  were  inoll  in  his  favour. 
As  it  is  not  to  Vanity  but  to  FrkndJJyip  that  he  intends 
this  IMonument,  he  would  fave  his  enemies  the  nior- 
titiciition  of  fliowing  any  further  how  well  their  Bet- 
ters have  thought  of  him  :  and  at  the  fame  lime  lecure 
|Vom  their  cenfure  his  living  friends,  who  (he  pro- 
miles 
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mifes  them)  fhall  never  be  put  to  the  blufh,  this  way 
at  lead,  for  their  partiality  to  him. 

But  however  this  Colleftion  may  be  received,  we 
cannot  but  lament  the  Caiife,  and  the  NeceJJtty  of  fuch 
a  publication,  and  heartily  wifh  no  honcft  man  may 
be  reduced  to  the  fame.     To  ftate  the  cafe  fairly  in 
the  prefent  fituation.     A  bookfeller  advertifes  his  in- 
tention to  publifh  your  Letters  :  he  openly  promifes 
encouragement,  or  even  pecuniary  rewards,  to  thofe 
who  will   help  him  to  any  5  and  engages  to  infert 
whatever  they  fhall  fend.     Any  fcandal  is  fure  of  a 
reception,  and  any  enemy  who  fends  it  fcreened  from 
a  difcovery.    Any  domeftic  or  fervant,  who  can  fnatch 
a  letter  from  your  pocket  or  cabinet,  is  encouraged  to 
that  vile  practice.     If  the  quantity  falls  fhort  of  a  vo- 
lume,  any  thing  elfe  fhall  be  joined  with  it  (more 
efpecially  fcandal)  which  the  collector  can  think  for 
his  interefl,  all  recommended  under  your  Name  :  you 
have   not  only  I'hcft    to    fear,    but   Forgery.     Any 
Bookfeller,  though  confcious    in   what   maimer  they 
were  obtained,   not  coring  what  n^say  be  the  confe- 
quence  to  your  Fame  or  (^liet,  will  fell  and  difperfe 
them  in  town  and  country.     The  better  your  Repu- 
tation is,  the  more  your  name  will  caufc  them  to  be 
demanded,  and  confequeuily   the  niorc  you   will  be 
injured.     The  injury  is  of   fuch  a  nature,  as  tlic  Law 
(which   does  not   punilh    for   Intcntlnni)   cannot  pre- 
vent ;  and  when   done,  may  puniPn,  but  not  redrefs. 
You  arc  'hercfM-t.-  rcdueeJ,  eiiher  to  ^wx^z^  into  a  pcr- 
4  icnal 
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fonal  treaty  with  fuch  a  man,  (which,  though  the  rea- 
dieft,  is  the  meaneft  of  all  methods,)  or  to  take  iuch 
other  meafures  to  fupprefs  them,  as  are  contrary  to 
your  Inclination,  or  to  publifh  them,  as  are  contrary 
to   your  Modefty.     Otherwife  your  Fame  and  your 
Property  fufFer  alike ;  you  are  at  once  expofed  and 
plundered.     i\s  an  Author^  you  are  deprived  of  that 
Power,  which  above  all  others  conftitutes  a  good  one, 
the  power  of  rejeiSling,  and  the  right  of  judging  for 
yourfelf,  what  pieces  it  may  be  moft  ufeful,  enter- 
taining, or  reputable  to  publifli,  at  the  time  and  in  the 
manner  you  think  beft.     As  a  Man,  you  are  deprived 
of  the  right  even  over  your  own  Sentiments,  of  the 
privilege  of  every  human  creature  to  divulge  or  con- 
ceal them  ;  of  the  advantage  of  yourfecond  thoughts; 
and  of  all  the  benefit  of  your  Prudence,  your  Can- 
dour,   or  your   Modefly.     As    a   Member  of  Soc'ieiVy 
you  are  yet  more  injured  ;  your  private  condu6t,  your 
domeflic  concerns,  your  family  fecrets,  your  pailions, 
your  tendernelTes,  your  weaknefTes,   are   expofed  to 
the   Mifconflruclion   or  Refentment  of  fome,  to  the 
Cenfure  or  Impertinence  of  the  whole   world.     The 
printing  private  Letters  in  fuch  a  manner,  is  the  word 
fort  ot  betraying  Converfalion,  as  it  has  evidently  the 
molt  extcnfive,  and  the  mod  lading,  ill  confequences. 
It  is  the  highed  Offence  againd  Society,  as  it  renders 
the  moft  dear  and  intimate  intercourf'e  of  friend  with 
friend,  and  tlie  moft  neccllary  commerce  of  man  with 
man,  unfafc,  and  to  be  dreaded,     lb  open  Letters  is 

eftecmed 
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cfteemed  the  greateft  breach  of  honour :  even  to  look 
into  them  already  opened  or  accidentally  dropt,  is  held 
an  ungenerous,  if  not  an  immoral  aft.  What  then 
can  be  thought  of  procuring  them  merely  by  fraud, 
;md  the  printing  them  merely  for  lucre  ?  We  cannot 
but  conclude  every  honefl  man  will  wilh,  that,  if  the 
Laws  have  as  yet  provided  no  adequate  remedy,  one 
at  lead  may  be  found,  to  prevent  fo  great  and  grow- 
ing an  evil, 
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MR.  POPE, 

AMD 

SEVERAL  OF  HIS  FRIENDS. 


Quo  Defiderio  veteres  revocamus  AmoreS) 

At  que  olim  amifTas  flemus  Amicitias !  Catvll. 
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IT  appears,  from  Mrs.  Thomas  and  Cromwell's  Letters,  that 
the  original  caufe  of  the  publication  of  Pope's  Letters  to  Crom- 
well, was  owing  to  Mrs.  Thomas's  dillrefled  circumftances. 

The  account  is  natural,  and,  T  have  no  doubt,  true  ;  though 
Mrs.  Thomas  (fatirifed  afterwards  in  the  Dunciad  as  Curl's 
Corinna)  feems  to  have  been  hardly  dealt  with,  in  being  thus 
forfaken  by  all  her  admirers  in  the  hour  of  need ;  among  whom 
had  been  many  of  high  ftation  and  influence,  as  well  as  Cromwell 
and  Pope,  both  of  whom  fpeak  of  her,  fometimes  under  the 
name  of  Sappho,  and  fometimes  with  her  own  name,  in  terms  of 
friendfhip,  as  \vc\\  as  admiration.  Be  this  as  it  may,  there  is  no 
doubt  the  firft  publication  of  the  correfpondence  was  owing  to  the 
circumftancc  (he  defcribes. 

There  is  a  mj^/hry  hangs  over  the  tranfa£lion,  to  which  the 
publication  of  Pope's  later  correfpondence  is  owing.  Curl  pub- 
liflied  the  Letters,  and  was  fummoned  before  the  Houfe  of  Lords. 
In  the  mean  time,  Pope  was  very  loud  in  his  expreflions  of  abhor- 
rence of  a  tranfadtion  that  difclofed  private  feehngs.  Johnfon 
feems  to  think  this  was  art  znd  Jine/Ze  in  Pope,  and  that,  wifhing 
to  fhew  how  amiable  he  was  in  hfe,  he  himfelf  was  moft  concerned 
in  the  affair.  I  am  clearly  of  this  opinion.  One  argument  appears 
almoft  incontrovertible :  The  Letters  brought  to  Curl  were  carefully 
amended  ;  at  lead,  thofe  pafTages  were  omitted,  which  betrayed 
particular  want  of  delicacy,  as  may  be  feen  by  comparing  the  real 
J^etter,  fent  to  Lady  M.  W.  Montagu,  with  that  pubiifhed,  as  from 
the  original,  in  1735.  Who  would  have  done  this,  but  Pope  him- 
felf ? 

In  the  Appendix  to  this  Volume,  will  be  feen  the  ftatement  of 
the  tranfadtion,  as  firll  pubiifhed,  when  the  unauthorlfed  edition 
came  out ;  that  the  reader  may  form  his  opinion. 


"Warton 
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Warton  informs  us,  that  in  the  Bodleian  Library,  among 
Ravvlinfon's  books  and  papers,  is  a  large  Quarto  of  thcfe  Letters, 
the  original  copies,  with  the  poll-mark  on  mod  of  them,  which 
Mrs.  Thomas  delivered  to  Curl,  and  which  Rawlinfon  procured 
from  Curl.  He  fays,  "  On  a  comparifon,  carefully  made,  it 
appears  that  Curl  had  omitted  fome,  mutilated  others,  and  blended 
two  together." 

With  refpeft  to  this  CoUeftion,  he  obferves  j  uftly,  "  thatthofc 
are  beft  which  are  written  by  the  perfons  that  have  been  moft 
converfant  in  the  world,  and  knew  moll  of  life  ;  that  thofe  of 
our  Author  feem  evidently  dcfigned  for  the  public  eye,  and  are 
fometimes  inconfiftent  with  the  facility  and  unrcfervedncfs  that 
ought  to  take  place,  and  be  predominant  in  a  friendly  and  familiar 
correfpondence  :"  of  which  kind  he  quotes  "  the  Letters  of  three 
celebrated  Ladies,  Madame  de  Sevigne,  Madame  Maintenon,  and 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu,  as  mallerpieces  ;"  as  •'  alfo  the  cor- 
refpondence betwixt  Boileau  and-  Racine,  publifl^ed  by  his  fon  :" 
and  we  muft  join  with  him  in  lamenting,  that  Sprat  did  not  publifh  a 
large  colleftion  of  his  friend  Cowley's  Letters,  which  he  had  in  his 
pofleffion,  efpecially  as  he  himfelf  fays,  '*  /'/  ivas  a  tvay  of  ivriting 
in  'which  Co'wley  particularly  excelled^  as  in  thefe  he  al'Vjays 
exprejfed  the  native  tendernefs  and  innocent  gaiety  of  his  heart. ^* 
That  Gray  was  a  better  writer  of  Letters  than  Pope,  there  can  be 
no  doubt. 

It  has  been  obferved,  that  in  the  article  of  Letter-writing,  the 
Englifli  have  few  fo  gocd  writers  as  the  French.  There  ceriaiiilv 
are  not  fuch  copious  collrflions  in  the  Englidi  la-guagc. 

Lady  Montagu's,  wliich  have  been  collected  and  publiHicd  fnice 
Warton's  obfervations,  are  eminently  intcrelling,  ovvnig  to  the  eafe 
of  the  flyle  ;  the  delicate  and  humourous  touches  of  charafler  ;  the 
lively  tone  of  dcfcription,  where  it  is  incidentally  ufed  ;  and,  above 
all,  the  intercll  excited  by  feeing,  as  it  were  before  our  eyes,  tljc 
pifture  of  vivacity,  youth,  beauty,  and  fadiion,  fading  into  age  : 
in  accompanying  the  fame  perfon  through  ^the  viciflitudes  of  life, 
and  partaking  in  her  feelings,  as  a*  mother  and  grandmother, 
whom  we  had  admired  in  the  fplendour  of  youth,  flation,  lalciu^. 
and  beauty. 

In  remarks  prefixed  to  the  correfpondence  of  the  late  amiii/if^ 
Cowpcr,  Mr.  Hayley,  fpeaking  of  epiilolary  writtrs,  vindicates  !(•<- 
Englljh  from  the  rcHedlions  of  Warton  and  Mclnunii.    He  quotes,  •;■- 
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eminent  examples  of  epiftolary  language,  "  the  Letters  of  Sir  Philip 
Sydney, — the  Letters  of  Eflex,  the  favourite  and  viftim  of  Eliza- 
beth,— and  particularly,  of  Anne  Boleyn,  to  Henry  VIIL  To 
Madame  Scvigne  he  oppofes  Lady  Ruffel,  and  Lady  Marj- 
Wortley  Montagu." 

Hayley  has  alfo  taken  fome  pains  to  vindicate  thechara£ierof  Pope, 
as  a  Letier-iunter ;  but  the  Public  have  pronounced,  and  1  think 
juftly.  His  Letters  in  general  are  not  written  fo  naturally  as  thofe 
of  Gay,  Swift,  and  Bolingbroke :  yet  he  delights  in  the  idea  of 
♦*  pouring  out  himfelf,"  as  he  calls  it ;  whereas  (and  I  will  not 
fpsi-ak  merely  of  thofe  written  in  youth,  the  faults  of  which  he 
acknowledges,)  they  appear  in  general  as  much  the  refult  of  labour 
(after  many  efforts  rendered  more  eafy  perhaps)  as  his  Verfes. 
They  want  that  charm,  which  no  elegance  of  language  can  atone 
for — nature.  Cowper,  therefore,  very  properly  dcfignates  him  as 
a  Maker  of  Letters.  He  fat  down  gravely  and  folemnly,  to  (hew 
hinifdf  magnanimous,  warm-hearted,  fincere,  candid,  humane,  See. 
Like  &\\  prof^lforst  wliat  he  fays  he  often  fays  in  direcl  oppofition 
to  what  he  fetls.  At  leaft,  when  he  fays,  "  Thefe  trtjles  dillurb 
me  not  at  all ;" — '*  I  write  jull  what  comes  into  my  head ;" — 
"  I  pour  out  my  heart,"  &c. — a  fevere  judge  of  chanifter  would 
think  he  felt  quite  the  reverfe  ;  though,  whillt  writing  in  his  ftudy, 
contemplating  his  laurel  circus,  &c.  from  the  window,  where  ha 
had  nothing  to  dillurb  him,  he  might,  in  a  moment  of  triumphant 
fclf-applaiife,  think,  "  What  a  happy,  hberal,  friendly,  lar.diii 
lehigt  am  //" 

The  Letters  of  Cowper,  alfo  a  Poet,  form  a  perfect  contraft  to 
Pope's.  In  the  one,  I  think  I  fee  a  mindy//m«^  to  be  great,  and 
nffed'tng  to  be  unafFeCted  ;  in  the  other,  we  contemplate,  not  the 
^u<.//6«j-loftinefs,  b;it  the  pUyfiilncfs  of  a  n.ind  tuilura'/y  hfiy.,  tlirow- 
ing  at  random  a  ray  of  fweetncfs,  cheerfulnefs,  and  tendernefs,  upon 
whatever  fuhjtft  occurs,  mixed  occafionally  with  fevetcr  touches  of 
wifdom,  and  a  mournful,  but  Icldom  angry,  furvey  of  the  follies  of 
mankind.  Wc  fee  the //.n/'v/ ln'.mour,  tnir.gk'd  with  melancholy, 
and  the  melancholy,  mingled  with  kindncfs,  focial  feeling-;,  finccrity, 
^nd  tendernefs. 

1  cannot  clofe  this  parallel  without  one  remark.  Becaufe 
Warton  and  Johirfon  have  fpoken  as  they  felt  of  Pope, 
Hayley  accufes  them  of  vnjrltndl'mep.  There  are  certain  fa3s 
which  ought  to  have  certain  judgments  pronounced  on  them,  by 
<rvcry  one  who  afTiimes,  as  his  guide,  truth  and  fidelity.     If  Pope 

»  ■>  ha;. 
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has,  m  many  inflances,  exhibited  undoubted  marks  of  dupUctiyt 
ought  they  who  exprefs  their  feelings,  to  be  called  unfriendly  ?  I 
can  fay  confidently,  1  have  no  bias  but  ihat  on  the  fide  of  Truth. 
I  do  not  obje£l  to  the  fentiments  of  thofe  who  imagine  that  Pope's 
Letters  evince  Jincerity,  candour^  Sec.  but  I  cannot  admit  that  thofe 
who  think  otherivife  ought  to  be  called  unfriendly.  I  will  fay,  if  I 
had  readxkoie  Letters,  nvithout  knowing  the  author,  or  his  charaSer, 
I  fliould  have  thought  him  different  from  what  he  has  endeavoured 
to  depicture  himfelf  j  and  feeling  this,  I  have  no  hefitation  to 
avow  it. 

I  do  not  deny  that  many  of  the  Letters  are  written  with  elo- 
quence. Thofe  are  the  bell,  that  difplay  his  filial  affeftion,  and 
his  friendfhip :  but  the  egotifm,  the  afFefted  contempt  of  every 
body  but  thofe  of  his  own  coterie,  the  eafe  that  is  laboured,  and 
the  'warmth  that  \s.  fiudied,  make  them  infinitely  lefs  intereftmg 
than  the  Letters  of  Gay,  Jervis,  or  Arbuthnot.  In  all  other 
»-efpefts,  I  will  join  freely  in  opinion  with  Mr.  Hayley  : 

"  The  I^etters  of  Pope  are  valuable  in  many  points  of  view  : 
they  exhibit  extraordinary  fpecimens  of  mental  power,  and  a  con- 
templative fpirit  in  very  eaiiyj^jouth  ;  they  (hew  the  progrefs  of  a 
tender,  powerful,  and  irritable  mind,  in  its  acquaintance  with 
polifhed  life  ;  the  delights  it  enjoyed,  the  vexations  it  endured, 
the  infirmities  it  contradtd,  and  the  virtues  it  exerted,  in  a  long 
career  of  memorable  enmities,  and  of  friendfhips  more  worthy  of 
unfading  remembrance." 

To  this  account  it  may  be  added,  that  the  Letters  of  the  firfl 
Lord  Strafford  are  fome  of  the  fineft  fpecimens  in  the  Englifh  Ian- 
guage,  of  fimpUcity,  energy  of  thought,  and  unadorned  flrength  of 
cxprcfilon. 
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MR.    WYCHERLEY% 

From  the  Year  1704  to  17 10. 
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Binfield  in  Windfor  Foreft,  Dec.  26,  1704^. 
Tt  was  certainly  a  great  fatisfaftion  to  me  to  fee 
■■'  and  converfe  with  a  Man,  whom  in  his  writings 
I  had  fo  long  known  with  pleafure ;  but  it  was  a  high 

addition 

*  If  one  were  to  judge  of  this  fet  of  Letters  by  the  manner 
of  thinking  and  turn  of  expreffion,  one  ftiould  conclude  they  had 
been  all  mif-titled  ;  and  that  the  letters  given  to  the  boy  of  fixteen, 
were  written  by  the  man  of  feventy,  and  fo  on  the  contrary  ; 
fuch  fober  fenfe,  fuch  gravity  of  manners,  and  fo  much  judg- 
ment and  knowledge  of  compofition,  enlivened  with  the  fpright- 
linefs  of  manly  wit,  diftinguifh  thofe  of  Mr.  Pope :  while,  on 
the  other  hand,  a  childifh  jealoufy,  a  puerile  affectation,  an  at- 
tention and  lying  at  catch  for  turns  and  points,  together  with  a 
total  ignorance  and  contempt  of  order,  of  method,  and  of  all 
relation  of  the  parts  to  one  another  to  compofe  a  reafonable 
whole,  make  up  the  charafter  of  thofe  of  Mr.  Wycherley.  How- 
ever, thofe  ingredients  in  the  CharaAers  of  the  two  diftant  ages 
of  hfe,  which  Cicero  makes  Cato  fo  much  commend,  "  Ado- 
*'  lefcens  in  quo  Senile  aliquid,  Senex  in  quo  eft  Adolefcens  aH- 
"  quid,"   fcem  to  have  been  the  cement  of  their  friend/hip, 

Warburton. 
*  The  author's  age  then  Sixteen.  Pope. 
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addition  to  It,  to  hear  you,  at  our  very  firfl:  meeting, 
doing  juftice  to  your  dead  friend  Mr.  Dry  den.  1  was 
not  fo  happy  as  to  know  him :  Virgilium  tantum  vidi ". 
Had  I  been  bom  early  enough,  I  muft  have  known 
and  loved  him :  For  I  have  been  aflured,  not  only 
by  yourfelf,  but  by  Mr.  Congreve  and  Sir  William 
Trumbul,  that  his  perfonal  Qualities  were  as  amiable 
as  his  poetical,  notwithllanding  the  many  libellous 
mifreprefentatlons  of  them,  agalnfl  which  the  former 
of  thefe  Gentlemen  has  told  me  he  will  one  day  vin- 
dicate him  ^.  I  fuppofe  thofe  Injuries  were  begun  by 
the  violence  of  Party,  but  'tis  no  doubt  they  were 
continued  by  envy  at  his  fuccefs  and  fame  ^ :  And 
thofe  Scriblers  who  attacked  him  in  his  latter  times, 
were  only  like  gnats  in  a  fummer  evening,  which 
are  never  very  troublefome  but  In  the  fineft  and  moft 
glorious  feafon  ;  for  his  fire,  like  the  fun's,  fhined 
cleareft  towards  its  fetting. 

You  mufl  not  therefore  Imagine,  that  when  you 
told  me  my  own  performances  were  above  thofe 
Critics,  I  was  fo  vain  as  to  believe  it  j  and  yet  I  may 

not 

*  When  a  very  young  Boy,  he  prevailed  with  a  friend  to  carry 
him  to  a  CofFee-houfe  which  Drj-den  frequented  ;  where  he  had 
the  fatisfadlion  he  here  fpeaks  of.  Warburton. 

*  He  fincc  did  fo,  in  his  dedication  to  the  Duke  of  New., 
caftle,  prefixed  to  the  duodecimo  Edition  of  Dryden's  Plays, 
1727.  Pope. 

*  The  faft  feems  to  have  been  juft  the  reverfe.  One  of  the 
firft  Satire*  againft  him  was  the  Duke  of  Buckingham's  Re- 
^earfal ;  and  one  of  the  laft,  Montague's  parody  of  his  Hhid  and 

Panther.  Warbvrton. 
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not  be  fo  humble  as  to  think  myfelf  quite  below  their 
notice.  For  critics,  as  they  are  birds  of  prey,  have 
ever  a  natural  inclination  to  carrion  :  and  though  fuch 
poor  writers  as  I  are  but  beggars,  no  beggar  is  fo 
poor  but  he  can  keep  a  cur,  and  no  author  fo  beg- 
garly but  he  can  keep  a  critic.  I  am  far  from  think- 
ing the  attacks  of  fuch  people  either  any  honour  or 
difhonour  even  to  me,  much  lefs  to  Mr.  Dryden.  I 
agree  with  you  that  whatever  leiTer  Wits  have  rifen 
fmce  his  death,  are  but  like  flars  appearing  when  the 
fun  is  fet,  that  twinkle  only  in  his  abfence,  and  with 
the  rays  they  have  borrowed  from  him.  Our  wit  (as 
you  call  it)  is  but  refledlion  or  imitation,  therefore 
fcarce  to  be  called  ours.  True  Wit,  I  believe,  may 
be  defined  a  juflnefs  of  thought,  and  a  facility  of 
expreflion ;  or  (in  the  mid  wives  phrafe)  a  perfed 
conception,  with  an  eafy  delivery  ^  However,  this 
is  far  from  a  complete  definition  ;  pray  help  me  to  a 
better  ^,  as  I  doubt  not  you  can. 

I  am,  etc. 

'  This  is  no  definition  of  wit  at  all,  but  of  good  writing  in 
general.  War  burton. 

'-  Mr.  Locke  had  given  a  better.  But  his  Effay  was  not  to 
our  young  poet's  tafte.  He  had  met  with  it  early  ;  but  he  ufed 
to  fiv,  he  had  then  no  rdifh  for  it.  Warburton. 
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LETTER    n. 

FROM    MR.   WYCHERLEY. 

Jan.  25,  1704-5. 

T  HAVE  been  fo  bufy  of  late  in  correding  and 
tranfcribing  fome  of  my  madrigals  for  a  great 
man  or  two  who  defired  to  fee  them,  that  I  have  (with 
your  pardon)  omitted  to  return  you  an  anfwer  to 
your  raoft  ingenious  letter  :  fo  fcriblers  to  the  public, 
like  bankers  to  the  public,  are  profufe  in  their  volun- 
tary loans  to  it,  whilft  they  forget  to  pay  their  more 
private  and  particular,  as  more  juft  debts,  to  the  beft 
and  neareft  friends.  However,  I  hope  you,  who 
have  as  much  good-nature  as  good  fenfe,  (fince  they 
generally  are  companions  *",)  will  have  patience  with 
a  debtor  who  has  an  inclination  to  pay  you  his  obli- 
gations, if  he  had  wherewithal  ready  about  him ;  and 
in  the  mean  time  fhould  confider,  when  you  have 
obliged  me  beyond  my  prefent  power  of  returning 
the  favour,  that  a  debtor  may  be  an  honefl;  man,  if 
he  but  intends  to  be  juft:  when  he  is  able,  though  late. 
But  I  fliould  be  lefs  juft:  to  you,  the  more  I  thought 

I  could 

''  Good-nature  and  good  fenfe,  it  feems,  generally  are  companions ^ 
yet  under  the  different  names  of  'w'lt  and  humanity  they  fcldom  ac' 
company  each  other.  But  they  might  keep  company  or  not, 
jull  as  they  pleated,  for  the  Writer  was  gone  in  fearch  of  Wit- 
ticifms.  War  BURTON. 
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I  could  make  a  return  to  fo  much  profufenefs'  of  Wit 
and  humanity  together ;  which,  though  they  feldom 
accompany  each  other  in  other  men,  are  in  you  fo 
equally  met,  I  know  not  in  which  you  moft  abound. 
But  fo  much  for  my  opinion  of  you,  which  is,  that 
your  Wit  and  Ingenuity  is  equalled  by  nothing  but 
your  Judgment  or  Modefty,  which  (though  it  be  to 
pleafe  myfelf)  I  mufl  no  more  offend  than  I  can  do 
either  right. 

Therefore  I  will  fay  no  more  now  of  them,  than 
that  your  good  wit  never  forfeited  your  good  judg- 
ment, but  in  your  partiality  to  me  and  mine  ;  fo  that 
if  it  were  poflible  for  a  hardened  fcribler  to  be  vainer 
than  he  is,  what  you  write  of  me  would  make  me 
more  conceited  than  what  1  fcrible  myfelf:  yet,  I 
mufl  confefs,  I  ought  to  be  more  humbled  by  your 
praife  than  exalted,  which  commends  my  little  fenfe 
with  fo  much  more  of  yours,  that  I  am  difparaged 
and  difheartened  by  your  commendations  j  who  give 
me  an  example  of  your  wit  in  the  firfl  part  of  your 
letter,  and  a  definition  of  it  in  the  laft  j  to  make 
writing  well  (that  is,  like  you)  more  difficult  to  me 
than  ever  it  was  before.  Thus  the  moi^  great  and  jufl 
your  example  and  definition  of  wit  are,  the  lefs  I  am 
capable  to  follow  them.  Then  the  beft  way  of  (hew- 
ing my  judgment,  after  having  ken  how  you  write, 
is  to  leave  off  writing ;  and  the  befl  way  to  fliew  my 
friendfliip  to  you,  is  to  put  an  end  to  your  trouble, 
and  to  conclude.  Yours,  etc. 
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LETTER    m. 

March  25,  1765* 
Tl/'HEN    I   write  to   you,  I   forefee   a  long   letter, 
and   ought  to  beg  your  patience  before-hand ; 
for  if  it  proves  the  longeft,  it  will  be  of  courfe  the 
worft  I  have  troubled  you  with.     Yet  to  exprefs  my 
gratitude  at  large  for   your  obliging   letter,    is   not 
more  my  duty  than  my  interefl ;  as  fome  people  will 
abundantly  thank  you  for  one  piece  of  kindnefs,  to 
put  you  in  mind  of  beftowing  another.     The  more 
favourable  you  are  to  me,  the  more  diftin6lly  I  fee 
my  faults :  Spots  and  blemifhes,  you  know,  are  never 
fo   plainly   difcovered   as   in   the   brightefl  funfhine. 
Thus  I  am  mortified  by  thofe  Commendations  which 
were  defigned  to  encourage  me  :  for  praife  to  a  young 
wit,  is  like  rain  to  a  tender  flower  *  ;  if  it  be  mode- 
rately beftowed,  it  chears  and  revives  ;  but  if  too  la- 
vifhly,  over-charges  and  deprefles  him.     Mod  men 
in  years,  as  they  are  generally  difcouragers  of  youth, 
are   like   old   trees,  that,  being  pad   bearing  them- 
felves,    will  fuffer  no  young  plants  to  flourifh  beneath 
them  :  but,  as  if  it  were  not  enough  to  have  out- 
done all  your  coevals  in  wit,  you  will  excel  them  in 

good- 

*  The  perpetual  attempt  to  be  witty  and  brilliant;  the  accu- 
mulation  of  limile  upon  fimile  ;  the  point,  the  ant'ithefxs,  the  cant 
of  fatire,  and  fcverity  on  authors,  and  critics,  and  women,  are 
fufficienily  difgufting  in  the  Letters  of  this  vain  old  man. 

Warton. 
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good-nature  too.  As  for  my  green  effays'',  if  you 
find  any  pleafure  in  them,  it  muft  be  fuch  as  a  man 
naturally  takes  in  obferving  the  firft  (hoots  and 
buddings  of  a  tree  which  he  has  raifed  himfelf ;  and 
'tis  impoflible  they  fhould  be  efleemed  any  otherwife, 
than  as  we  vakie  fruits  for  being  early,  which  never- 
thelefs  are  the  moft  infipid,  and  the  worft:  of  the 
year.  In  a  word,  I  muft  blame  you  for  treating  me 
with  fo  much  compliment,  which  is  at  beft  but  the 
fmoke  of  friendfliip.  I  neither  write  nor  converfe 
with  you,  to  gain  your  praife,  but  your  affeiSlion. 
Be  fo  much  my  friend  as  to  appear  my  enemy,  and 
tell  me  my  faults,  if  not  as  a  young  man,  at  leaft^  as 
an  unexperienced  Writer.  I  am,  &c. 


LETTER     IV. 
FROM    MR.    WYCHERLEY. 

March  29,  1 705. 

XT^ouR  letter  of  the  twenty- fifth  of  March  I  have 
received,  which  was  more  welcome  to  me  than 
any  thing  could  be  out  of  the  country,  though  it 
were  one's  rent  due  that  day  ;  and  I  can  find  no 
fault  with  it,  but  that  it  charges  me  with  want  of 
fincerity,  or  juftice,  for  giving  you  your  due  ;  who 
Ihould   not  let  your  modefty  be   fo  unjult  to  your 

merit, 

''  1  lis  Paftorals,  written  at  fixtcen  years  of  age.  Fori. 
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merit,  as  to  rejed  what  is  due  to  it,  and  call  that 
compliment,  which  is  fo  fhort  of  your  defert,  that  it 
is  rather  degrading  than  exalting  you.  But  if  com- 
pliment be  the  fmoke  only  of  friendfhip,  (as  you 
fay,)  however,  you  mull  allow  there  is  no  fmoke  but 
there  is  fome  fire  ;  and  as  the  facrifice  of  incenfe 
offered  to  the  Gods  would  not  have  been  half  fo  fweet 
to  others,  if  it  had  not  been  for  its  fmoke ;  fo  friend- 
fhip, like  love,  cannot  be  without  fome  incenfe,  to 
perfume  the  name  it  would  praife  and  immortalize. 
But  fmce  you  fay  you  do  not  write  to  me  to  gain 
my  praife,  but  my  affeftion,  pray  how  is  it  poffible 
to  have  the  one  without  the  other  ?  we  mull  admire 
before  we  love.  You  affirm,  you  would  have  me  fo 
much  your  friend  as  to  appear  your  enemy,  and  find 
out  your  faults  rather  than  your  perfedions  ;  but 
(my  friend)  that  v/ould  be  fo  hard  to  do,  that  I,  who 
love  no  difficulties,  can't  be  perfuaded  to  it.  Befides, 
the  vanity  of  a  fcribler  is  fuch,  that  he  will  never 
part  with  his  own  judgment  to  gratify  another's ; 
efpecially  when  he  mufl  take  pains  to  do  it :  and 
though  I  am  proud  to  be  of  your  opinion,  when  you 
talk  of  any  thing  or  man  but  yourfelf,  I  cannot  fuifer 
you  to  murder  your  fame  with  your  own  hand,  with- 
out oppofing  you ;  efpecially  when  you  fay  your  laft 
letter  is  the  worfl:  (fince  the  longell)  you  have  favoured 
me  with ;  which  1  therefore  think  the  befl ;  as  the 
longefl:  hfe  (if  a  good  one)  is  the  belt  j  as  it  yields 
the  more  variety,  and  is  the  more  exemplary ;  as  a 

chearful 
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chearful  fummer's  day,  though  longer  than  a  dull 
one  in  the  winter,  is  lefs  tedious  and  more  entertain- 
ing. Therefore  let  but  your  friendfhip  be  like  your 
letter,  as  lading  as  it  is  agreeable,  and  it  can  never 
be  tedious,  but  more  acceptable  and  obliging  to 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     V. 
FROM    MR.    WYCHERLEY. 

April  7,  1705. 

T  HAVE  received  your's  of  the  fifth,  wherein  your 
modefty  refufes  the  jufl:  praifes  I  give  you,  by 
which  you  lay  claim  to  more,  as  a  bifhop  gains  his 
bilhopric  by  faying  he  will  not  epifcopate  ;  but  I  muft 
confefs,  whilft  I  difpleafe  you  by  commending  you,  I 
pleafe  myfelf ;  jufl  as  incenfe  is  fweeter  to  the  offerer 
than  the  deity  to  whom  *tis  offered,  by  his  being  fo 
much  above  it :  For  indeed  every  man  partakes  of 
the  praife  he  gives,  when  it  is  fo  jultly  given. 

As  to  my  enquiry  after  your  intrigues  with  the 
Mufes,  you  may  allow  me  to  make  it,  fince  no  old 
man  can  give  fo  young,  fo  great,  and  able  a  favourite 
of  theirs,  jealoufy.  I  am,  in  my  enquiry,  like  old 
Sir  Bernard  Gafcoign,  who  ufed  to  fay,  that  when  he 
was  grown  too  old  to  have  his  vifits  admitted  alone 
by  the  ladies,  he  always  took  along  with  him  a  young 

man 
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man  to  enfure  his  welcome  to  them :  for  had  he 
come  alone  he  had  been  reje£ted,  only  becaufe  his 
vifits  were  not  fcandalous  to  them.  So  I  am  (like  an 
old  rook,  who  is  ruined  by  gaming)  forced  to  live  on 
the  good  fortune  of  the  puftiing  young  men,  whofc 
fancies  are  fo  vigorous  that  they  enfure  their  fuccefs 
in  their  adventures  with  the  Mufes,  by  their  ftrength 
of  imagination. 

Your  papers  are  fafe  in  my  cuftody  (you  may  be 
fure)  from  any  one's  theft  but  my  own  *,  for  *tis  as 
dangerous  to  truft  a  fcribler  with  your  wit,  as  a 
gamefler  with  the  cuftody  of  your  money. — If  you 
happen  to  come  to  town,  you  will  make  it  more 
difficult  for  me  to  leave  it,  who  am  Your,  etc. 


LETTER     VI. 

April  30,  1705. 

T  CANNOT  contend  with  you  :  You  mud  give  me 
leave  at  once  to  wave  all  your  compliments,  and 
to  collect  only  this  in  general  from  them,  that  your 
defign  is  to  encourage  me.  But  I  feparate  from  all 
the  reft  that  paragraph  or  two,  in  which  you  make 
me  fo  warm  an  offer  of  your  friendfhip.  Were  I 
polTeired  of  that,  it  would  put  an  end  to  all  thofe 
fpeeches  with  which  you  now  make  me  blufh  ;  and 
change  them  to  wholefome  advices,  and  free  fenti- 

ments. 
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ments,  which  might  make  me  wifer  and  happier.  I 
know  'tis  the  general  opinion,  that  friendfliip  is  befl 
contrafted  *  betwixt  perfons  of  equal  age  ;  but  I  have 
fo  much  intereft  to  be  of  another  mind,  that  you 
muft  pardon  me  if  I  cannot  forbear  telling  you  a  few 
notions  of  mine  in  oppofition  to  that  opinion. 

In  the  firft  place  'tis  obfervable,  that  the  love  we 
bear  to  our  friends,  is  generally  caufed  by  our  find- 
ing the  fame  difpofitions  in  them,  which  we  feel  in 
ourfelves.  This  is  but  felf-love  at  the  bottom : 
whereas  the  afFedion  betwixt  people  of  different  ages 
cannot  well  be  fo,  the  inclinations  of  fuch  being 
commonly  various.  The  friendfliip  of  two  young 
men  is  often  occafioned  by  love  of  pleafure  or  vo- 
luptuoufnefs,  each  being  defirous,  for  his  own  fake, 
of  one  to  affifl  or  encourage  him  in  the  courfes  he 
purfues ;  as  that  of  two  old  men  is  frequently  on  the 
fcore  of  fome  profit,  lucre,  or  defign  upon  others. 
Now,  as  a  young  man,  who  is  lefs  acquainted  with 
the  ways  of  the  world,  has  in  all  probability  lefs  of 
intereft  ;  and  an  old  man,  who  may  be  weary  of 
himfelf,  has,  or  fhould  have,  lefs  of  felf-love  ;  fo  the 
friendfhip  between  them  is  the  more  likely  to  be  true, 
and  unmixed  with  too  much  felf  regard.  One  may 
add  to  this,  that  fuch  a  friendfliip  is  of  greater  ufe 
and  advantage  to  both  ;  for  the  old  man  will  grow 
gay  and  agreeable  to  pleafe  the  young  one  ;  and  the 
young  man  more  difcreet  and  prudent  by  the  help  of 

*    Lady  Montagu,  fny?,   Pope  paid   his  court  to   old   men,  in 
hopes  of  lcgv.i;ies. 

vol..  vu.  c  the 
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the  old  one :  fo  it  may  prove  a  cure  of  thofe  epide- 
mical difeafes  of  age  and  youth,  fournefs  and  mad- 
nefs.  I  hope  you  will  not  need  many  arguments  to 
convince  you  of  the  poflibility  of  this  ;  one  alone 
abundantly  fatisfies  me,  and  convinces  to  the  heart, 
which  is,  that  '  young  as  I  am,  and  old  as  you  are, 
I  am  your  entirely  afFe£tionate,  etc. 


LETTER    Vn. 

June  2j,  1705. 
1  SHOULD  believe  myfelf  happy  in  your  good  opi- 

nion,  but  that  you  treat  me  fo  much  in  a  flyle  of 
compliment.  It  hath  been  obferved  of  women,  that 
they  are  more  fubjed;  in  their  youth  to  be  touched 
with  vanity,  than  men,  on  account  of  their  being 
generally  treated  this  way  ;  but  the  weakeft  women 
are  not  more  weak  than  that  clafs  of  men,  who  are 
thought  to  pique  themfelves  upon  their  Wit.  The 
world  is  never  wanting,  when  a  coxcomb  is  accom- 
plifliing  himfelf,  to  help  to  give  him  the  finifhing 
flroke. 

Every  man  is  apt  to  think  his  neighbour  over- 
flocked  with  vanity,  yet  I  cannot  but  fancy  there  are 
certain  times,  when  mofl  people  are  in  a  difpofition 
of  being  informed  j   and  'tis  incredible  what  a  vail 

good 

'  Mr.  Wychcrley  was  at  this  time  about  fcventy  years  old, 
Mr.  Pope  under  fevcntecn.  Warton. 
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good  a  little  truth  might  do,  fpoken  in  fuch  feafons. 
A  fmall  alms  will  do  a  great  kindnefs  to  people  in 
extreme  neceffity. 

I  could  name  an  acquaintance  of  yours,  who 
would  at  this  time  think  himfelf  more  obliged  to 
you  for  the  information  of  his  faults,  than  the  con- 
firmation of  his  follies.  If  you  would  make  thofe 
the  fubjeft  of  a  letter,  it  might  be  as  long  as  I  could 
wifh  your  letters  always  were. 

I  do  not  wonder  you  have  hitherto  found  Tome 
difficulty  (as  you  are  pleafed  to  fay)  in  w'riting  to  me, 
iince  you  have  always  chofen  the  talk  of  commend- 
ing me  :  take  but  the  other  way,  and,  I  dare  engage, 
yoii  will  find  none  at  all. 

As  for  my  verfes,  which  you  praife  fo  much,  I 
may  truly  fay  they  have  never  been  the  caufe  of  any 
vanity  in  me,  except  what  they  gave  me  when  they 
firfl:  occafioned  my  acquaintance  with  you.  But  I 
have  feveral  times  fince  been  in  danger  of  this  vice ; 
as  often,  I  mean,  as  1  received  any  letters  from  you. 
*Tis  certain,  the  greatefl  magnifying  glafles  in  the 
world  are  a  man's  own  eyes,  when  they  look  upon 
his  own  perfon ;  yet  even  in  thofe,  I  cannot  fancy 
myfelf  fo  extremely  like  Alexander  the  Great,  as 
you  wculd  perfuade  me.  If  I  muft  be  like  him,  'tis 
you  will  make  m.e  fo,  by  complimenting  mc  into  a 
better  opinion  of  myfelf  than  I  deferve.  They  made 
him  think  he  was  the  fon  of  Jupiter,  and  you  aiTure 
me  I  am  a  man  of  parts.     But  is  thi?  all  vou  can  fay 

c  2  to 
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to  my  honour  ?  you  faid  ten  times  as  much  before, 
when  you  callM  me  your  friend.  After  having  made 
me  believe  I  poflefs'd  a  fhare  in  your  affeftion,  to 
treat  me  with  compliments  and  fweet  fayings,  is  like 
the  proceeding  with  poor  Sancho  Pancho :  they  per- 
fuaded  him,  that  he  enjoyed  a  great  dominion,  and 
then  gave  him  nothing  to  fubfifl  upon  but  wafers  and 
marmalade.  In  our  days  the  greateft  obligations  you 
can  lay  upon  a  Wit,  is  to  make  a  fool  of  him.  For 
as  when  madmen  are  found  incurable,  wife  men  give 
them  their  way,  and  pleafe  them  as  well  as  they 
can ;  fo  when  thofe  incorrigible  things,  Poets,  are 
once  irrecoverably  be-mus'd,  the  beft  way  both  to 
quiet  them,  and  fecure  yourfelf  from  the  effeds 
of  their  frenzy,  is  to  feed  their  vanity ;  which 
indeed,  for  the  moil  part,  is  all  that  is  fed  in  a 
Poet. 

You  may  believe  me,  1  could  be  heartily  glad 
that  all  you  fay  were  as  true,  applied  to  me,  as  it 
would  be  to  yourfelf,  for  feveral  weighty  reafons  j 
but  for  none  fo  much  as  that  I  might  be  to  you 
what  you  deferve ;  whereas  I  can  now  be  no  more 
than  is  confiftent  with  the  fmall  though  utmoft  capa- 
city of,  etc. 
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LETTER     VIII. 

0&.  26,  1705. 
T  HAVE  now  changed  *  the  fcene  from  the  town  to 
the  country  ;  from  WilFs  coffee-houfe  to  Wind- 
for  Foreft.  I  find  no  other  difference  than  this,  be- 
twixt the  common  town-wits,  and  the  downright 
country-fools,  that  the  firft  are  pertly  in  the  wrong, 
with  a  little  more  flourifh  and  gaiety  ;  and  the  laft 
neither  in  the  right  nor  the  wrong,  but  confirmed  in 
a  flupid  fettled  medium  betwixt  both.  However, 
methinks,  thefe  are  mofl  in  the  right,  who  quietly 
and  eafily  refign  themfelves  over  to  the  gentle  reign 
of  dulnefs,  which  the  Wits  muft  do  at  laft,  though 
after  a  great  deal  of  noife  and  refiftance.  Ours  are 
a  fort  of  modeft  inoffenfive  people,  who  neither  have 
fenfe  nor  pretend  to  any,  but  enjoy  a  jovial  fort  of 
dulnefs  :  They  are  commonly  known  in  the  world  by  • 
the  name  of  honeft,  civil  gentlemen:  They  live  much 
as  they  ride,  at  random  ;  a  kind  of  hunting  life, 
purfuing  with  earneflnefs  and  hazard  fomething  not 
A\'orth  the  catching ;  never  in  the  way,  nor  out  of 
it.  I  can't  but  prefer  folitude  to  the  company  of  all 
thefe ;  for  though  a  n>an*s  felf  may  poffibly  be  the 
worft  fellow  to  converfe  with  in  the  world,  yet  one 

would 

*  In  this  Letter  he  has  excelled  Wychcrlcy  in  his  own  way  of 
ftriving  to  be  always  witty  and  fatirical.  Warton. 
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would  think  the  company  of  a  perfon  whom  we 
have  the  greateft  regard  to  and  affection  for,  could 
not  be  very  unpleafant.  As  a  man  in  love  with  a 
miftrefs,  defires  no  converfation  but  hers,  fo  a  man 
in  love  with  himfelf .  (as  moft  men  are)  may  be  bed 
pleafed  with  his  own.  Befides,  if  the  truefl  and 
mofl;  ufeful  knowledge  be  the  knowledge  of  our- 
felves,  folitude  conducing  moll  to  make  us  look  into 
ourfelves,  fhould  be  the  moll  inflrudive  (late  of  life. 

We  fee  nothing  more  commonly,  than  men,  who, 
for  the  fake  of  the  circumftantial  part  and  mere  out- 
fide  of  life,  have  been  half  their  days  rambling  out 
of  their  nature,  and  ought  to  be  fent  into  folitude  to 
fludy  themfelves  over  again.  People  are  ufually 
fpoiled,  inftead  of  being  taught,  at  their  coming 
into  the  world  ;  whereas,  by  being  more  converfant 
with  Obfcurity,  without  any  pains,  they  would  natu- 
rally follow  what  they  were  meant  for.  In  a  word, 
if  a  man  be  a  coxcomb,  Sohtude  is  his  belt  School ; 
and  if  he  be  a  fool,  it  is  his  befl  Sanduary. 

Thefe  are  good  reafons  for  my  own  Hay  here,  but 
I  wifh  I  could  give  you  any  for  your  coming  hither, 
except  that  1  earneflly  invite  you.  And  yet  I  can't 
help  faying  I  have  fuffered  a  great  deal  of  difcontent 
that  you  do  not  come,  though  I  fo  little  merit  that 
you  ihould. 

I  muft  complain  of  the  fhortnefs  of  your  lall. 
Thofe  who  have  mofl  wit,  like  thofe  who  have  moft 
money,  are  generally  mofl  fparing  of  either. 
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LETTER    IX. 

FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY. 

Nov.  5,  1705. 
X70URS  of  the  26th  of  Odober  I  have  received, 
as  I  have  always  done  yours,  with  no  little  fatif- 
fadlion,  and  am  proud  to  difcover  by  it,  that  you 
find  fault  with  the  fhortnefs  of  mine,  which  I  think 
the  bed  excufe  for  it :  And  though  they  (as  you  fay) 
who  have  mofl  wit  or  money  are  mod  fparing  of 
either  ;  there  are  fome  who  appear  poor  to  be  thought 
rich,  and  are  poor,  which  is  my  cafe.  I  cannot  but 
rejoice  that  you  have  undergone  fo  much  difcontent 
for  want  of  my  company  :  But  if  you  have  a  mind  to 
punifli  me  for  my  fault  (which  I  could  not  help)  de- 
fer your  coming  to  town,  and  you  will  do  it  efFe£lu- 
ally.  But  I  know  your  charity  always  exceeds  your 
revenge,  fo  that  1  will  not  defpair  of  feeing  you,  and, 
m  return  to  your  inviting  me  to  your  foreft,  invite 
you  to  my  foreft,  the  town ;  where  the  beafts  that 
inhabit,  tame  or  wild,  of  long  ears  or  horns,  purfue 
one  another  either  out  of  love  or  hatred.  You  may 
have  the  pleafure  to  fee  one  pack  of  blood-hounds 
purfue  another  herd  of  brutes,  to  bring  each  other  to 
their  fall,  which  is  their  whole  fport :  Or  if  you  atfeft 
a  lefs  bloody  chace,  you  may  fee  a  pack  of  fpaniels, 
called  lovers,  in  a  hot  purfuit  of  a  two-legged  vixen, 

c  4  who 
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who  only  flies  the  whole  loud  pack  to  be  fingled  out 
by  one  dog,  who  runs  mute  to  catch  her  up  the 
fooner  from  the  reft,  as  they  are  making  a  noife  to 
the  lofs  of  their  game.  In  fine,  this  is  the  time  for 
all  forts  of  fport  in  the  town,  when  thofe  of  the 
country  ceafe ;  therefore  leave  your  forefts  of  beafts 
for  ours  of  brutes,  called  men,  who  now  in  full  cry 
(packed  by  the  court  or  country)  run  down  in  the 
houfe  of  commons  *  a  deferted  horned  beaft  of  the 
Court,  to  the  fatisfaftion  of  their  fpeftators :  Befides, 
(more  for  your  diverfion,)  you  may  fee  not  only  the 
two  great  play-houfes  of  the  nation,  thofe  of  the  lords 
and  commons,  in  difpute  with  one  another ;  but  the 
two  other  play-houfes  in  high  conteft,  becaufe  the 
members  of  one  houfe  are  removed  up  to  t*other,  as 
it  is  often  done  by  the  court  for  reafons  of  ftate.  In- 
fomuch  that  the  lower  houfes,  I  mean  the  play-houfes, 
are  going  to  act  tragedies  on  one  another  without 
doors,  and  the  Sovereign  is  put  to  it  (as  it  often  hap- 
pens in  the  other  two  houfes)  to  filence  one  or  both, 
to  keep  peace  between  them.  Now  I  have  told  you 
all  the  news  of  the  town. 

1  am,  etc. 

*  Perhaps  he  here  alludes  to  the  difmiffal,  about  this  time,  of 
Sir  Nathan  Wright,  who  had  been  Keeper  of  the  Great  Seal. 
For  an  account  of  the  feuds  of  the  tw  o  Theatres,  that  of  Drury 
Lane,  and  that  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  fee  Gibber's  very  en. 
tertaining  Life,  vol.  i. 
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LETTER     X. 

FROM    Mil.    WYCHERLEY. 

Feb.  5,   1705-6. 

T  HAVE  received  your  kind  letter,  with  my  paper' 
to  Mr.  Dryden  corrected.  I  own  you  have  made 
more  of  it  by  making  it  lefs,  as  the  Dutch  are  faid  to 
burn  half  the  fpices  they  bring  home,  to  inhance 
the  price  of  the  remainder,  fo  to  be  greater  gainers 
by  their  lofs  (which  is  indeed  my  cafe  now).  You 
have  pruned  my  fading  laurels  of  fome  fuperfiuous, 
faplefs,  and  dead  branches,  to  make  the  remainder 
live  the  longer  ;  thus,  like  your  mafter  Apollo,  you 
are  at  once  a  poet  and  a  phyfician. 

Now,  Sir,  as  to  my  impudent  invitation  of  you  to 
the  town,  your  good  nature  was  the  firft  caufe  of  my 
confident  requeft  ;  but  excufe  me,  I  muft  (I  fee)  fay 
no  more  upon  this  fubje£l,  fmce  I  fmd  you  a  little 
too  nice  to  be  dealt  freely  with  ;  though  you  have 
given  me  fome  encouragement  to  hope,  our  friend- 
fliip  might  be  without  fliynefs,  or  criminal  modefty ; 
for  a  friend,  like  a  miltrefs,  though  he  is  not  to  be 
mercenary,  to  be  true,  yet  ought  not  to  refufe  a 
friend's  kindnefs  becaufe  it  is  fmall  or  trivial :  I  have 
told  you  (I  think)  what  a  Spanifh  lady  faid  to  her 

poor 

'  The  fame  which  was  printed  in  the  year  J  7  17,  in  a  mifcellany 
of  Bern.  Lintot's,  and  in  the  porthunioiis  works  of  Mr.  Wycher- 
ley.  Warburton. 
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poor  poetical  gallant,  that  a  C)ueen,  if  fhe  had  to  do 
with  a  groom,  would  exped  a  mark  of  his  kindnefs 
from  him,  though  it  were  but  his  curry-comb.  But 
you  and  I  will  difpute  this  matter  when  I  am  fo 
happy  as  to  fee  you  here ;  and  perhaps  it  is  the  only 
difpute  in  which  I  might  hope  to  have  the  better  of 
you. 

Now,  Sir,  to  make  you  another  excufe  for  my 
boldnefs  in  inviting  you  to  town,  I  defigned  to  leave 
with  you  fome  more  of  my  papers  (fmce  thefe  return 
fo  much  better  out  of  your  hands  than  they  went 
from  mine) ;  for  I  intended  (as  I  told  you  formerly) 
to  fpend  a  month  or  fix  weeks  this  fummer,  near 
you  in  the  country.  You  may  be  aiTured  there  is 
nothing  I  defire  fo  much,  as  an  improvement  of  your 
friendfliip. 


LETTER     XI. 

April  TO,  i-c6, 
T)  Y  one  of  your*s  of  the  lafl  month,  you  defire  me 
to  Med:,  if  polfible,  fome  things  from  the  ""  firfl 
volume  of  your  Mifcellanies,  which  may  be  altered 
fo  as  to  appear  again.  I  doubted  your  meaning  in 
this ;  whether  it  was  to  pick  out  the  bed  of  thofe 
verfes  (as  thofe  on  the  Idlenefs  of  bufinefs,  on  Igno- 
rance, 

"  Printed  in  folio,  in  the  year  1704.  Pqpe. 
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ranee,  on  Larzinefs,  etc.)  to  make  the  method  and 
numbers  exaft,  and  avoid  repetitions  ?  For  though 
(uponr  reading  them  upon  this  occafion)  I  beheve, 
they  might  receive  fuch  an  alteration  with  advantage ; 
yet  they  would  not  be  changed  fo  much,  but  any  one 
would  know  them  for  the  fame  at  firft  fight.     Or  if 
you  mean  to  improve  the  worfl  pieces  ?  which  are 
fuch,  as,  to   render  them  very  good,  would  require 
great  addition,  and  almoll  the  entire  new  writing  of 
them.     Or,  laftly,  if  you  mean  the  middle  fort,  as 
the  Songs  and  Love-verfes  ?  For  thefe  will  need  only 
to  be  fhortened,  to  omit  repetition  ;  the   words   re- 
maining very  little  different  from  what  they  were  be- 
fore.    Pray  let  me  know  your  mind  in  this,  for  I  am 
utterly  at  a  lofs.     Yet  I  have  tried  what  I  could  do  to 
fome  of  the  longs,  and  "  the  poems  on  Lazinefs,  and 
Ignorance,  but  can't  (even  in  my  own  partial  judg- 
ment) think  my  alterations  much  to  the  purpofe.     So 
that  I  mud  needs  defire  you  would  apply  your  care 
wholly  at  prefent  to  thofe  which  are  yet  unpublifhed, 
of  which   there   are  more  than  enough   to  make  a 
confiderable  volume,  of  full  as  good  ones,  nay,  I  be- 
lieve, of  better  than  any  in  Vol.  I.  which  I  could  wifti 
you  would  defer,  at  leail  till  you  have  finiflied  thefe 
that  are  yet  unprinted. 

I  fend  you  a  fample  of  fome  few  of  thefe  ;  namely, 
the  verfes  to  Mr.  Waller  in  his  old  age ;  your  new 
ones  on  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  and  two  others. 
f  have  done  all  that  I  thought  could  be  of  advantage 

to 
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to  them:  Some  I  have  comra£led,  as  we  do  fun- 
beams,  to  improve  their  energy  and  force ;  fome  I 
have  taken  quite  away,  as  we  take  branches  from  a 
tree,  to  add  to  the  fruit ;  others  1  have  entirely  new 
expreffed,  and  turned  more  into  poetry.  Donne 
(like  one  of  his  fuccefTors)  had  infinitely  more  wit 
than  he  wanted  verfification ;  for  the  great  dealers  of 
wit,  like  thofe  in  trade,  take  lead  pains  to  fet  off 
their  goods  ;  while  the  haberdafhers  of  fmall  wit  fpare 
for  no  decorations  or  ornaments.  You  have  com- 
miffioned  me  to  paint  your  fhop,  and  I  have  done  my 
beft  to  brufli  you  up  like  your  neighbours  °.  But  I 
can  no  more  pretend  to  the  merit  of  the  produdlion, 
than  a  midwife  to  the  virtues  and  good  qualities  of 
the  child  fhe  helps  into  the  light. 

The  few  things  I  have  entirely  added,  you  will  ex- 
cufe ;  you  may  take  them  lawfully  for  your  own,  be- 
caufe  they  are  no  more  than  fparks  lighted  up  by 
your  fire :  and  you  may  omit  them  at  laft,  if  you 
think  them  but  fquibs  in  your  triumphs. 

I  am,  etc. 

*  Several  of  Mr.  Pope^s  lines,  yery  eafy  to  be  diftinguiflicd, 
may  be  found  in  the  Poflhumous  Editions  of  Wycherley's  Poems  ; 
particularly  in  ihofe  on  Solitude^  tn  ih  Pul!':c,  and  on  the  Mixed 
Life,  Warburtov. 
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LETTER    XII. 

FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY. 

Nov.  I  f.  1707. 
T  RECEIVED  yours  of  the  9th  yefterday,  which  has 
(like  the  reft  of  your  letters)  at  once  pleafed  and 
inftrufted  me ;  fo  that  I  affure  you,  you  can  no  more 
write  too  much  to  your  abfent  friends,  than  fpeak  too 
much  to  the  prefent.  This  is  a  truth  that  ail  men 
own,  who  have  either  feen  your  writings,  or  heard 
vour  difcourfe ;  enough  to  make  others  (hew  their 
judgment,  in  ceafmg  to  write  or  talk,  efpecially  to 
you,  or  in  your  company.  However,  I  fpeak  or 
write  to  you,  not  to  pleafe  you,  but  myfelf ;  fince  I 
provoke  your  anfwers ;  which,  whilft  they  humble 
me,  give  me  vanity  ;  though  I  am  leflened  by  you, 
even  when  you  commend  me  ;  fmce  you  commend 
my  little  fenfe  with  fo  much  more  of  yours,  that  you 
put  me  out  of  countenance,  whilft  you  would  keep 
me  in  it.  So  that  you  have  found  a  way  (againft 
the  cuftom  of  great  wits)  to  (hew  even  a  great  deal  of 
good-nature  with  a  great  deal  of  good  fenfe. 

I  thank  you  for  the  book  you  promifed  me,  by 
which  I  find  you  would  not  only  correal  my  lines, 
but  my  life. 

As  to  the  damned  verfes  I  cntrufted  you  with,  I 
hope  you  will  let  them  undergo  your  purgatory,  to 
fave  them  from  other  people's  daiiniing  them  :  fince 

the 


30  LETTERS   TO    AND 

the  critics,  who  are  generally  the  firft  damned  in  this 
life,  like  the  damned  below,  never  leave  to  bring 
thofe  above  them  under  their  own  circumflances.  I 
beg  you  to  perufe  my  papers,  and  feled  what  you 
think  beft  or  moft  tolerable,  and  look  over  them 
again  ;  for  I  refolve  fuddenly  to  print  fome  of  them, 
as  a  hardened  old  gamefter  will  (in  fpite  of  all  former 
ill  ufage  by  fortune)  pu(h  on  an  ill  hand  in  expe6l- 
ation  of  recovering  himfelf ;  efpecially  fmce  I  have 
fuch  a  Croupier  ot  Second  to  (land  by  me  as  Mr. 
Pope. 


LETTER    XIII. 

Nov.  20,  1707. 
•\  TR.  Englefyld  being  upon  his  journey  to  London, 
tells  me  I  muft  write  to  you  by  him,  which  I 
do,  not  more  to  comply  with  his  defire,  than  to  gra- 
tify my  own ;  though  I  did  it  fo  lately  by  the  meffen- 
ger  you  fent  hither :  1  take  it  too  as  an  opportunity 
of  fending  you  the  fair  copy  of  the  poem  °  on  Dul- 
nefs,  which  was  not  then  finifiied,  and  which  I  fhould 
not  care  to  hazard  by  the  common  poll.  Mr.  Engle- 
fyld is  ignorant  of  the  contents,  and  I  hope   your 

prudence 

°  The  original  of  it  in  blots,  and  with  figures  of  the  References 
from  copy  to  copy,  in  Mr.  Pope's  hand,  is  yet  extant,  among 
other  fuch  Broiiillons  of  Mr.  Wychcrlcy'<J  Poems,  corre6kd  by 
him.  Warburton. 
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prudence  will  let  him  remain  fo,  for  my  fake  no  lefs 
than  your  own :  fince,  if  you  fliould  reveal  any  thing 
of  this  nature,  it  would  be  no  wonder  reports  fhould 
be  raifed,  and  there  are  fome  (I  fear)  who  would  be 
ready  to  improve  them  to  my  difadvantage.  I  am 
forry  you  told  the  great  man,  whom  you  met  in  the 
court  of  requefls,  that  your  papers  were  in  my 
hands  ;  no  man  alive  fliall  ever  know  any  fuch  thing 
from  me  ;  and  I  give  you  this  warning  befides,  that 
though  yourfelf  (hould  fay  I  had  any  ways  affifted 
you,  I  am  notwithflanding  refolved  to  deny  it. 

The  method  of  the  copy  1  fend  you  is  very  differ- 
ent from  what  it  was,  and  much  more  regular :  for 
the  better  help  of  your  memory,  I  defire  you  to  com- 
pare it  by  the  figures  in  the  margin,  anfwering  to  the 
fame  in  this  letter.  The  poem  is  now  divided  into 
four  parts,  marked  with  the  literal  figures  i,  2,  3,  4. 
The  firfl  contains  the  praife  of  Dulnefs,  and  fhews 
how  upon  feveral  fuppofitions  it  pafTes  for  i.  religion  ; 
2.  philofophy  ;  3.  example  ;  4.  wit ;  and  5.  the  caufe 
of  wit,  and  the  end  of  it.  The  fecond  part  contains 
the  advantages  of  Dulnefs;  ifl,  in  bufmefs;  and 
2dly,  at  Court,  where  the  fimilitudes  of  the  Bias  of 
a  bowl,  and  the  Weights  of  a  clock,  are  diredtly 
tending  to  the  fubjeft,  though  introduced  before  in  a 
place  where  there  was  no  mention  made  of  thofe  ad- 
vantages (which  was  your  only  obje£tion  to  my  add- 
ing them).  The  third  contains  the  happinefs  of  Dul- 
nefs in  all  flations,  and  fliews  in  a  great  many  parti- 

7  culars. 
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culars,  that  it  is  fo  fortunate  as  to  be  efleemed  fome 
good  quality  or  other  in  all  forts  of  people  ;  that  it  is 
thought  quiet,  fenfe,  caution,  policy,  prudence,  ma- 
jefty,  valour,  circumfpe£tion,  honefty,  &c.  The 
fourth  part  I  have  wholly  added,  as  a  climax  which 
fums  up  all  the  praife,  advantage,  and  happinefs  of 
Bulnefs  in  a  few  words,  and  ftrengthens  them  by  the 
oppofition  of  the  difgrace,  difadvantage,  and  unhap- 
pinefs  of  Wit,  with  which  it  concludes  ^ 

Though  the  whole  be  as  Ihort  again  as  at  firft, 
there  is  not  one  thought  omitted,  but  what  is  a  repe- 
tition of  fomething  in  your  firfl  volume,  or  in  this 
very  paper :  Some  thoughts  are  contracted,  where 
they  feemed  encompalTed  with  too  many  words  ;  and 
fome  new  expreffed  or  added,  where  I  thought  there 
wanted  heightening,  (as  youMl  fee  particularly  in  the 
Simile   of  the   clock-weights  *•,)  and  the  verification 

through- 

'  This  is  totally  omitted  in  the  prefeiit  Edition  :  Some  of  the 
lines  are  thefe  : 

•*  Thus  Duhiefs,  the  fafe  opiate  of  the  mind. 

The  lall  kind  refuge  weary  wit  can  find  ; 

Fit  for  all  Rations,  and  in  each  content, 

Is  fatisfy'd,  fccure,  and  innocent; 

No  pains  it  takes,  and  no  offence  it  gives, 

Unfcar'd,  unhated,  undillurb'd  it  lives,"  Sec.  Warburtos. 
*  It  was  originally  thus  expreffed: 

*'  As  clocks  run  fafteft  when  mod  lead  is  on." 

in  a  letter  of  Mr.  Pope's  to  Mr.  Wycherley,  dated  April  3,  170';, 
and  in  a  Paper  of  verfcs  of  his,  To  the  Author  of  a  Poem  called 
Succtffio,  wliich  got  out  in  a  Mifcellany  in  1712  three  years  be- 
fore Mr.  Wycherley  died,  and  two  after  he  had  laid  afide  the 
VI hole  dcfign  of  publifliing  any  poems.  Pope. 

Thefe 
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throughout  is,  I  believe^  fuch  as  nobody  can  be 
fhocked  at.  The  repeated  permilTions  you  give  me 
of  dealing  freely  with  you,  will  (I  hope)  excufe  what 
I  have  done :  for  if  I  have  not  fpared  you  when  I 
thought  fe verity  would  do  you  a  kindnefs,  I  have 
not  mangled  you  where  I  thought  there  was  no  abfb- 
lute  need  of  amputation.  As  to  particulars,  I  can 
fatisfy  you  better  when  we  meet ;  in  the  mean  time 
pray  write  to  me  when  you  can,  you  cannot  too 
often. 


LETTER    XIV. 

FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY. 

Not.  a  2,  1707. 
-you  may  fee  by  my  ftyle,  I  had  the  happinefs 
and  fatisfadion  to  receive  yefterday,  by  the 
hands  of  Mr.  Englefyld,  your  extreme  kind  and 
obliging  letter,  the  20th  of  this  month ;  which,  like 
all  the  reft  of  yours,  did  at  once  mortify  me,  and 
make  me  vain  ;  fmce  it  tells  me,  with  fo  much  more 
wit,  fenfe,  and  kindnefs  than  mine  can  exprefs,  that 
my  letters  are  always  welcome  to  you.  So  that  even 
whilft  your  kindnefs  invites  me  to  write  to  you,  your 

wit 

Thefe  two  fimilies  of  the  Bias  of  a  Bowl,  and  the  IVe'i^hts  of  a 

Clod,  were  at  length  put  into  the  iw^  book  of  the  Ditnciad.    And 

thus  we  have  the  hiftoiy  of  rheir  birth,  fortunes,  and  linal  eftabhfh- 

meiit.  Warburton. 
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wit  and  judgment  forbid  me  ;  fince  I  may  return  yoU 
a  letter,  but  never  an  anfwer. 

Now,  as  for  your  owning  your  afliftance  to  me, 
in  overlooking  my  unmufical  numbers,  and  harfher 
fenfe,  and  correfting  them  both  with  your  genius,  or 
judgment ;  I  muft  tell  you,  I  always  own  it  (in  fpite 
of  your  unpoetic  modefty)  who  would  do  with  your 
friendfhip  as  your  charity ;  conceal  your  bounty  to 
magnify  the  obligation ;  and  even  while  you  lay  on 
your  friend  the  favour,  acquit  him  of  the  debt :  But 
that  {hall  not  ferve  your  turn;  I  will  always  own, 
it  is  my  infallible  Pope  has,  or  would  redeem  me 
from  a  poetical  damning,  the  fecond  time  j  and  fave 
my  rhymes  from  being  condemned  to  the  critics 
flames  to  all  eternity  j  but  (by  the  faith  you  profefs, 
you  [know  your  works  of  fupererogation,  transferred 
upon  an  humble  acknowledging  fmner,  may  fave 
even  him  j  having  good  works  enough  of  your  own 
befides,  to  enfure  yours,  and  their  immortality. 

And  now  for  the  pains  you  have  taken  to  recom- 
mend my  Dulnefs,  by  making  it  more  methodical,  I 
give  you  a  thoufand  thanks ;  fince  true  and  natural 
dulnefs  is  fhewn  more  by  its  pretence  to  form  and 
method,  as  the  fprightlinefs  "■  of  wit  by  its  defpifing 
both.  I  thank  you  a  thoufand  times  for  your  re- 
peated  invitations  to  come  to   Binfield  :     You  will 

find, 

*  "By  Jprig/:tlinefs  he  muft  mean  extravagance  of  <wit.  For  fob er 
wit  would  no  more  defpife  method  than  it  would  defpife  <words,  or 
any  other  vehicle  it  ufes,  to  make  itlelf  feen  to  advantage. 

Warburton. 
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find,  it  will  be  as  hard  for  you  to  get  quit  of  my  mer- 
cenary kindnefs  to  you,  as  it  would  be  for  me  to  de- 
ferve,  or  return  yours :  However,  it  fhall  be  the  en- 
deavour of  my  future  life,  as  it  will  be  to  demonftrate 

myfelf. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XV. 

Nov.  29,  1707. 
fpHE  compliments  you  make  me,  in  regard  of  any 
inconfiderable  fervice  I  could  do  you,  are  very 
unkind,  and  do  but  tell  me  in  other  words,  that  my 
friend  has  fo  mean  an  opinion  of  me,  as  to  think  I 
exped  acknowledgments  for  trifles ;  which  upon  my 
faith  I  Ihall  equally  take  amifs,  whether  made  to  my- 
felf or  to  any  other.  For  God's  fake  (my  dear 
friend)  think  better  of  me,  and  believe  I  defire  no 
fort  of  favour  fo  much,  as  that  of  ferving  you  more 
confiderably  than  I  have  been  yet  able  to  do. 

I  fliall  proceed  in  this  manner  with  fome  others  of 
your  pieces ;  but  fmce  you  defire  I  would  not  deface 
your  copy  for  the  future,  and  only  mark  the  repeti- 
tions ;  I  mud,  as  foon  as  I  have  marked  thefe,  tran- 
fcribe  what  is  left  on  another  paper ;  and  in  that, 
blot,  alter,  and  add  all  I  can  devife,  for  their  im- 
provement. For  you  are  fenfible,  the  omifllon  of 
Repetitions  is  hut  one,  and  the  eafiefi:  part,  of  yours 
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and  my  defign  j  there  remaining  befides  to  re£lify  the 
Method,  to  conneft  the  Matter,  and  to  mend  the  Ex- 
preflion  and  Verfification.  I  will  go  next  upon  the 
poems  of  Solitude,  on  the  Public,  and  on  the  mixt 
Life ;  the  Bill  of  Fare,  the  Praifes  of  Avarice,  and 
fome  others. 

I  mud  take  notice  of  what  you  fay  of  "  my  pains 
*'  to  make  your  dulnefs  methodical ;"  and  of  your 
hint,  "  that  the  fprightlinefs  of  wit  defpifes  method." 
This  is  true  enough,  if  by  wit  you  mean  no  more 
than  fancy  or  conceit ;  but  in  the  better  notion  of 
wit,  confidered  as  propriety,  furely  method  is  not 
only  neceffary  for  perfpicuity  and  harmony  of  parts, 
but  gives  beauty  even  to  the  minute  and  particular 
thoughts,  which  receive  an  additional  advantage  from 
thofe  which  precede  or  follow  in  their  due  place.  You 
remember  a  Hmile  Mr.  Dryden  *  ufed  in  converfation, 
of  feathers  in  the  crowns  of  the  wild  Indians,  which 
they  not  only  choofe  for  the  beauty  of  their  colours, 
but  place  them  in  fuch  a  manner  as  to  refle£l  a  luflre 
on  each  other.  I  will  not  difguife  any  of  my  fenti- 
ments  from  you ;  to  methodize  in  your  cafe,  is  fall 
as  neceffary  as  to  ftrike  out ;  otherwife  you  had  better 
deftroy  the  whole  frame,  and  reduce  them  into  fmgle 
thoughts  in  profe,  like  Rochefoucault,  as  I  have 
more  than  once  hinted  to  you. 

*  This  beautiful  fitnile  is  worth  recording,  for  its  jiiftnefs  and 
elegance.     His  poems  have  not  a  better.  Warton. 
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LETTER    XVI. 

FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY. 

Feb.  28,  1707-8. 
T   HAVE  had  yours  of  the  23d  of  this  inftant,  for 

which  I  give  you  many  thanks,  fince  I  find  by  it, 
that  even  abfence  (the  ufual  bane  of  love  or  friend- 
fhip)  cannot  leflen  yours,  no  more  than  mine.  As 
to  your  hearing  of  my  being  ill,  I  am  glad,  and  forry 
for  the  report :  in  the  firft  place,  glad  that  it  was  not 
true  ;  and  in  the  next,  forry  that  it  fhould  give  you 
any  difturbance,  or  concern  more  than  ordinary  for 
me ;  for  which,  as  well  as  your  concern  for  my 
future  well-being  or  life,  I  think  myfelf  mofl:  eternally 
obliged  to  you  ;  afluring,  your  concern  for  either 
will  make  me  more  careful  of  both.  Yet  for  your 
fake  I  love  this  life  fo  well,  that  I  {hall  the  lefs  think 
of  the  other  ;  but  it  is  in  your  power  to  enfure  my 
happinefs  in  one  and  the  other,  both  by  your  fociety, 
and  good  example,  fo  not  only  contribute  to  my 
felicity  here,  but  hereafter. 

Now  as  to  your  excufe  for  the  plainnefs  of  your 
ftyle,  I  mull  needs  tell  you,  that  friendlliip  is  much 
more  acceptable  to  a  true  friend  than  wit,  which  is 
generally  falfe  reafoning  ;  and  a  friend's  reprimand 
often  fhews  more  friend  fliip  than  his  compliment : 
nay  love,  which  is  more  than  friendfliip,  is  often  feen 
by   our  friends  correction   of  our  follies  or  crimes. 

D  3  Upon 
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Upon  this  teft  of  your  friendfhip  I  intend  to  put  you 
when  I  return  to  London,  and  thence  to  you  at  Bin- 
field,  which,  I  hope,  will  be  within  a  month. 

Next  to  the  news  of  your  good  health,  I  am  pleafed 
with  the  good  news  of  your  going  to  print  feme  of 
your  poems,  and  proud  to  be  known  by  them  to  the 
public  for  your  friend  ;  who  intend  (perhaps  the  fame 
way)  to  be  revenged  of  you  for  your  kindnefs ;  by 
taking  your  name  in  vain  in  fome  of  my  future  ma- 
drigals :  yet  fo  as  to  let  the  world  know,  my  love  or 
efteem  for  you  are  no  more  poetic  than  my  talent  in 
fcribling.  But  of  all  the  arts  of  fidion,  I  defire  you 
to  believe  I  want  that  of  feigning  friendfhip,  and  that 
I  am  fincerely 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XVIL 

FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY. 

May  13,   1708. 

T  HAVE  received  yours  of  the  firfl  of  May.  Your 
pafloral  mufe  outfhines  in  her  modefl  and  natural 
drefs  all  Apollo's  court-ladies,  in  their  more  artful, 
laboured,  and  coftly  finery.  Therefore  I  am  glad  to 
find  by  your  letter  you  defign  your  country-beauty  of 
a  mufe  fliall  appear  at  court  and  in  public  :  to  out- 
fhine  all  the  farded,  lewd,  confident,  affedted  Town- 
dowdies, 
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dowdies,  who  aim  at  being  honour'd  only  to  their 
fliame:  but  her  artful  innocence  (on  the  contrary) 
will  gain  more  honour  as  flie  becomes  public  j  and, 
in  fpite  of  cuftom,  will  bring  modefty  again  into 
fafhion,  or  at  lead  make  her  fifter-rivals  of  this  age 
blufh  for  fpite,  if  not  for  fhame.  As  for  my  ftale, 
antiquated,  poetical  pufs,  whom  you  would  keep  in 
countenance  by  faying  fhe  has  once  been  tolerable, 
and  would  yet  *pafs  mufter  by  a  little  licking  over ; 
it  is  true,  that  (like  moft  vain  antiquated  jades  which 
have  once  been  paflable)  Ihe  yet  affefts  youthfulnefs 
in  her  age,  and  would  flill  gain  a  few  admirers  (who 
the  more  fhe  feeks  or  labours  for  their  liking,  are 
but  more  her  contemners).  Neverthelefs  fbe  is  re- 
folved  henceforth  to  be  fo  cautious  as  to  appear  vexy 
little  more  in  the  world,  except  it  be  as  an  Attendant 
on  your  Mufe,  or  as  a  foil,  not  a  rival  to  her  wit,  or 
fame :  fo  that  let  your  Country-gentlewoman  appear 
when  ihe  will  in  the  world  %  my  old  worn-out  jade 
fcf  a  loft  reputation  fhall  be  her  attendant  into  it,  to 
procure  her  admirers  j  as  an  old  whore,  who  can  get 

no 

*  This,  and  what  follows,  is  a  full  confutation  of  John  Dennis 
and  otheris,  who  afierted  that  Mr,  Pope  wrote  thefe  verfcs  on  him- 
felf  (though  publifhed  by  Mr.  Wycherley  fix  years  before  his 
death).  We  find  here,  it  was  a  voluntary  ad  of  his,  promifed 
before-hand,  and  written  while  Mr.  Pope  was  abfent.  The  firil 
Broiiillon  of  thofe  verfes,  and  the  fecond  Copy  with  corrcftions, 
are  both  yet  extant  in  Mr.  Wycherley's  own  hand  :  In  another  of 
his  Letters  of  May  i8,  lyoS,  are  thefe  words :  "  I  have  made  a 
*«  damn'd  Compliment  in  verfe  upon  the  printing  your  Paftorals, 
'*  which  you  {hall  fee  when  you  fee  me."  Poi-t. 
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no  more  friends  of  her  own,  bawds  for  others,  to 
make  fport  or  pleafure  yet,  one  way  or  other,  for 
mankind.  I  approve  of  your  making  Tonfon  your 
mufe's  introdudor  into  the  world,  or  mafter  of  the 
ceremonies,  who  has  been  fo  long  a  pinip,  or  gentle- 
man-ufher  to  the  Mufes. 

I  wifli  you  good  fortune  j  fince  a  man  with  ftore 
of  wit,  as  ftore  of  money,  without  the  help  of  good 
fortune,  will  never  be  popular ;  but  I  wilh  you  a 
great  many  admirers,  which  will  be  fome  credit  to  my 
judgment  as  well  as  your  wit,  who  always  thought 
you  had  a  great  deal,  and  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XVm. 

FROM    MR.    WYCHERLEY. 

May  17,  1709. 
T  MUST  thank  you  for  a  book  of  your  Mifcellanies, 
which  Tonfon  fent  me,  I  fuppofe,  by  your  order  ; 
and  all  I  can  tell  you  of  it  is,  that  nothing  has  lately 
been  better  received  by  the  public  than  your  part  of 
it.  You  have  only  difpleafed  the  critics  by  pleafmg 
them  too  well ;  having  not  left  them  a  word  to  fay  for 
themfelves,  againft  you  and  your  performances ;  fo 
that,  now  your  hand  is  in,  you  muft  perfevere,  till 
my  prophecies  of  you  be  fulfilled.     In  earneft,  all  the 

beft 
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beft:  judges  of  good  fenfe  or  poetry,  are  admirers  of 
yours  ;  and  like  your  part  of  the  book  fo  well,  that 
the  reft  is  liked  the  worfe.  This  is  true  upon  my 
word,  without  compliment :  fo  that  your  firft  fuccefs 
will  make  you  for  all  your  life  a  poet,  in  fpite  of  your 
"wit ;  for  a  poet's  fuccefs  at  firft,  like  a  gamefter's  for- 
tune at  firft,  is  like  to  make  him  a  lofer  at  laft,  and 
to  be  undone  by  his  good  fortune  and  merit. 

But  hitherto  your  Mifcellanies  have  fafely  run  the 
gauntlet,  through  all  the  coffee-houfes  j  which  are 
now  entertained  with  a  whimfical  new  news-paper, 
called  the  Tatler,  which  I  fuppofe  you  have  feen* 
This  is  the  neweft  thing  I  can  tell  you  of,  except  it 
be  of  the  Peace,  which  now  (moft  people  fay)  is  draw- 
ing to  fuch  a  conclufion,  as  all  Europe  is,  or  muft 
be  fatisfied  with  ;  fo  Poverty,  you  fee,  which  makes 
peace  in  Weftminfter-hall,  makes  it  likewife  in  the 
camp  or  field,  throughout  the  world.  Peace  then  be 
to  you,  and  to  me,  who  am  now  grown  peaceful, 
and  will  have  no  conteft  with  any  man,  but  him  who 
fiiys  he  is  more  your  friend  or  humble  fervant,  than 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XIX. 


May  20,  1709. 
T  AM  glad  you  received  the  Mifcellany ',  if  it  were 
only  to  fhew  you  that  there  are  as  bad  poets  in  this 
nation  as  your  fervant.  This  modern  cuftom  of  ap- 
pearing in  mifcellanies,  is  very  ufeful  to  the  poets, 
who,  like  other  thieves,  efcape  by  getting  into  a  crowd, 
and  herd  together  like  Banditti,  fafe  only  in  their 
multitude.  Methinks  Strada  has  given  a  good  de- 
fcription  of  thefe  kind  of  colletlions ;  Nullus  hodie 
mortalmn  aut  nafc'itur^  aut  moriiur,  aut  praliatur,  aut 
rujiicaiury  aut  abit  peregre,  aut  reditu  aut  nubit,  out  eji, 
aut  no7i  eji,  {nam  etiam  mortuis  ijii  canunt)  cut  non  illi 
exemplo  aidant  Epicedia,  Gencthliaca,  Protreptica,  Pa- 
negyrica,  Epithalamia,  Vaticinia^  Propemptica,  Soterica, 
Paranetica  Nanias,  Nugas.  As  to  the  fuccefs,  which, 
you  fay,  my  part  has  met  with,  it  is  to  be  attributed 
to  what  you  was  pleafed  to  fay  of  me  to  the  world  ; 
which  you  do  well  to  call  your  prophecy,  fmce  what- 
ever is  faid  in  my  favour,  mull:  be  a  prediclion  of 
things  that  are  not  yet  j  you,  like  a  true  Godfather, 
engage  on  my  part  for  much  more  than  ever  I  can 
perform.  My  pafloral  Mufe,  like  other  country  girls, 
is  but  put  out  of  countenance,  by  what  you  courtiers 
fay  to  her ;  yet  I  hope  you  would  not  deceive  me  too 
far,  as  knowing  that  a  young  fcribler's  vanity  needs 

'  Jacob  Toofon's  fixth  Vol.  of  Mifcellany  Poems.  Pope. 

no 
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no  recruits  from  abroad :  for  Nature,  like  an  indul- 
gent mother,  kindly  takes  care  to  fupply  her  fons  with 
as  much  of  their  own,  as  is  neceflary  for  their  fatif- 
faftion.  If  my  verfes  fiiould  meet  with  a  few  flying 
commendations,  Virgil  has  taught  me,  that  a  young 
author  has  not  too  much  reafon  to  be  pleafed  with 
them,  when  he  confiders  that  the  natural  confequence 
of  praife  is  envy  and  calumny. 

—  Si  ultra  placitum  laudarit,  baccare  frontein 
Cingite,  ne  vati  noceat  mala  lingua  future. 

When  once  a  man  has  appeared  as  a  poet,  he  may 
give  up  his  pretenfions  to  all  the  rich  and  thriving 
arts :  thofe  who  have  once  made  their  court  to  thofe 
miflrefles  without  portions,  the  Mufes,  are  never  like 
to  fet  up  for  fortunes.  But  for  my  part,  1  Ihall  be  fa- 
tisfied  if  I  can  lofe  my  time  agreeably  this  way,  with- 
out lofmg  my  reputation :  as  for  gaining  any,  I  am 
as  indifferent  in  the  matter  as  Falilaff  was,  and  may 
fay  of  fame  as  he  did  of  honour,  "  If  it  comes,  it 
'*  comes  unlook'd  for;  and  there's  an  end  on't." 
I  can  be  content  with  a  bare  faving  game,  without 
being  thought  an  eminent  hand  (with  which  title 
Jacob  has,  gracioufly  dignified  his  adventurers  and 
volunteers  in  poetry).  Jacob  creates  poets,  as  Kings 
fometimes  do  knights,  not  for  their  honour,  but  for 
their  money.  Certainly  he  ought  to  be  eilcemed  a 
worker  of  miracles^  who  is  grown  rich  by  poetry. 
Wliat  Authors  lofe,  their  BookfcUcrs  have  won, 
So  Pimps  grow  rich,  while  Gallants  are  uudoine. 

I  am  your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XX. 

FROM   MR.  WYCHERLEV. 

May  26,  1709. 

npHE  laft  I  received  from  you  was  dated  the  2  2d  of 

May.      I  take  your  charitable  hint  to  me  very 

kindly,  wherein  you  do  like  a  true  friend,  and  a  true 

chriftian,  and  I  fhall  endeavour  to  follow  your  advice, 

as  well  as  your  example. As  for  your  wifliing  to 

fee  your  friend  an  Hermit  with  you,  I  cannot  be  faid 
to  leave  the  world,  fmce  I  fhall  enjoy  in  your  conver- 
fation  all  that  I  can  defire  of  it ;  nay,  can  learn  more 
from  you  alone,  than  from  my  long  experience  of  the 
great,  or  little  vulgar  in  it. 

As  to  the  fuccefs  of  your  poems  in  the  late  Mifcel- 
lany,  which  1  told  you  of  in  my  laft ;  upon  my  word 
I  made  you  no  compliment ",  for  you  may  be  affured 
that  all  fort  of  readers  like  them,  except  they  are 
writers  too ;  but  for  them  (I  muft  needs  fay)  the 
more  they  like  them,  they  ought  to  be  the  lefs  pleafed 
with  them  :  fo  that  you  do  not  come  off  with  a  bare 
faving  game  (as  you  call  it)  but  have  gained  fo  much 

credit 

"  The  *'  old  Scribler,"  as  Johnfon  calls  WyclK-rlcy,  feeins  to 
have  paid  in  compliments  for  the  trouble  Pope  took  in  vevifing  and 
mending  his  Verfes.  Pope,  however,  got  tired  at  laft  both  of  the 
taflv  and  the  reward  ;  and  molt  probably  he  meant  Wychttley  in 
the  lines  in  the  EfTay  on  Criticifnr-. : 

" the  lall  dull  droppings  of  the  brain.'''' 
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credit  at  firft,  that  you  muft  needs  fupport  it  to  the 
laft :  fince  you  fet  up  with  fo  great  a  flock  of  good 
fenfe,  judgment,  and  wit,  that  your  judgment  enfures 
all  that  your  wit  ventures  at.  The  fait  of  your  wit 
has  been  enough  to  give  a  relifh  to  the  whole  infipid 
hotch-potch  it  is  mingled  with ;  and  you  will  make 
Jacob's  ladder  "  raife  you  to  immortality,  by  which 
others  are  turned  off  {hamefully  to  their  damnation 
(for  poetic  thieves  as  they  are),  who  think  to  be  faved 
by  others  good  works,  how  faulty  foever  their  owii 
are  :  but  the  cofFee-houfe  wits,  or  rather  anti-wits,  the 
critics,  prove  their  judgments  by  approving  your 
wit ;  and  even  the  news-mongers  and  poets  will  own, 
you  have  more  invention  than  they ;  nay  the  detrac- 
tors or  the  envious,  who  never  fpeak  well  of  any 
body  (not  even  of  thofe  they  think  well  of  in  their 
abfence)  yet  will  give  you  even  in  your  abfence  their 
good  word  ;  and  the  critics  only  hate  you,  for  being 
forced  to  fpeak  well  of  you  whether  they  will  or  no  : 
All  this  is  true  upon  the  word  of 

Your,  etc. 

"   Meaning  Jacob  Tonfon,  with  an  indecent  allufion  to  Scrip- 
ture. 
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LETTER    XXI. 
FROM   MR.  WYCHERLEY. 

Aug.  II,  1709. 
Ti  TY  Letters,  fo  much  inferior  to  yours,  can  only 
make  up  their  fcarcity  of  fenfe  by  their  number 
of  lines  ;  which  is  like  the  Spaniards  paying  a  debt  of 
gold  with  a  load  of  brafs  money.  But  to  be  a  Plain 
Dealer"^,  I  muft  tell  you,  I  will  revenge  the  raillery  of 
your  Letters  by  printing  them  (as  Dennis  did  mine  ''), 
without  your  knowledge  too,  which  would  be  a 
'  revenge  upon  your  judgment  for  the  raillery  of  your 
wit ;  for  fome  dull  rogues  (that  is,  the  moft  in  the 
world)  might  be  fuch  fools  as  to  think  what  you  faid 
of  me  was  in  earnefl :  It  is  not  the  firft  time  your 
great  wits  have  gained  reputation  by  their  paradoxical 
or  ironical  praifes  ;  your  forefathers  have  done  it, 
Erafmus  and  others.  For  all  mankind  who  know  me 
mufl  confefs,  he  mufl  be  no  ordinary  genius,  or  little 
friend,  who  can  find  out  any  thing  to  commend  in 
me  ferioufly  ;  who  have  given  no  fign  of  my  judg- 
ment but  my  opinion  of  yours,  nor  mark  of  my  wit, 
but  my  leaving  off  writing  to  the  public  now  you  are 

begin- 

*  Alluding  to  his  own  Play,  fo  called. 

^'  Dennis  publifiied  his  corrcfpondence  with  Wycherley,  Dry  den, 
Congreve,  &c.  Thefe  Letters  may  be  found  in  the  fccond 
volume  of  Tom  Brown.  "What  is  fingukr,  Drydcn  fpeaks  of 
Dennis,  as  the  only  perfon  who  could  write  a  Pindaric  ode ! 
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beginning  to  (hew  the  world  what  you  can  do  by  yours : 
whofe  wit  is  as  fpiritual  as  your  judgment  infallible : 
in  whofe  judgment  I  have  an  implicit  faith,  and  (hall 
always  fubfcribe  to  it  to  fave  my  works,  in  this  world, 
from  the  flames  and  damnation. — Pray,  prefent  my 
moft  humble  fervice  to  Sir  William  Trumbull ;  for 
whom  and  whofe  judgment  I  have  fo  profound  a  re- 
fpeft,  that  his  example  had  almofl  made  me  marry  % 
more  than  my  nephew's  ill  carriage  to  me ;  having 
once  refolved  to  have  revenged  myfelf  upon  him  by 
my  marriage,  but  now  am  refolved  to  make  my  re- 
venge greater  upon  him  by  His  marriage. 


LETTER    XXIT. 
FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY. 

April  I,   1710. 

T  HAVE  had  yours  of  the  30th  of  the  laft  month, 
which  is  kinder  than  I  defire  it  fhould  be,  fmce  it 
tells  me  you  could  be  better  pleafed  to  be  fick  again 
in  Town  in  my  company,  than  to  be  well  in  the 
Country  without  it ;  and  that  you  are  more  impatient 
to  be  deprived  of  happinefs  than  of  health.  Yet,  my 
dear  friend,  fet  raillery  or  compliment  afide,  I  can 
bear  your  abfence  (which  procures  your  health  and 

eafe) 

'  Wycherlcy  married  after  this,    almoil  in  art'uulo  moriis,  on 
purpofc  to  diliiiherit  his  oephcvv. 
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6afe)  better  than  I  can  your  company,  when  you  are 
in  pain  :  for  I  cannot  fee  you  fo  without  being  fo  too. 
Your  love  to  the  Country  I  do  not  doubt,  nor  do 
you  (I  hope)  my  love  to  it  or  you,  fmce  there  I  can 
enjoy  your  company  without  feeing  you  in  pain  to 
give  me  fatisfaftion  and  pleafure;  there  I  can  have 
you  without  rivals  or  difturbers  j  without  the  too 
civil,  or  the  too  rude :  without  the  noife  of  the  loud 
or  the  cenfure  of  the  filent :  and  would  rather  have 
you  abufe  me  there  with  the  truth,  than  at  this  dif- 
tance  with  your  compliment :  fmce  now,  your  bufi- 
nefs  of  a  friend,  and  kindnefs  to  a  friend,  is  by  find- 
ing fault  with  his  faults,  and  mending  them  by  your 
obliging  feverity.  I  hope  (in  point  of  your  good- 
nature) you  will  have  no  cruel  charity  for  thofe 
papers  of  mine,  you  are  fo  willing  to  be  troubled 
with ;  which  I  take  moll  infinitely  kind  of  you,  and 
fhall  acknowledge  with  gratitude,  as  long  as  I  live. 
No  friend  can  do  more  for  his  friend  than  preferving 
his  reputation  (nay,  not  by  preferving  his  life)  fince 
by  preferving  his  life  he  can  only  make  him  live  about 
threefcore  or  fourfcore  years ;  but  by  preferving  his 
reputation  he  can  make  him  live  as  long  as  the  world 
lafts  ;  fo  fave  him  from  damning,  when  he  is  gone  to 
the  devil.  Therefore,  I  pray,  condemn  me  in  pri- 
vate, as  the  Thieves  ''do  their  accomplices  in  Newgate, 
to  fave  them  from  condemnation  by  the  public.     Be 

moft 

''  This  is  a  well-known  matter  of  faft.  The  prifoncrs  before 
their  trial,  try  each  other  in  Newgate,  and  by  that  meansj  judjc 
whether  they  are  likely  to  be  acquitted  or  condemned. 
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moft  kindly  unmerciful  to  my  poetical  faults,  and  do 
with  my  papers,  as  you  countiy-gentlemen  do  with 
your  trees,  flafli,  cut,  and  lop  off  the  excrefcences 
and  dead  parts  of  my  withered  bays,  that  the  little  re- 
mainder may  live  the  longer,  and  increafe  the  value 
of  them  by  diminifhing  the  number.     I  have  troubled 
you  with  my  papers  rather  to  give  you  pain  than 
pleafure,    notwithftanding   your    compliment  which 
fays   you  take   the   trouble  kindly :    fuch    is    your 
generofity  to  your  friends,  that  you  take  it  kindly  to 
be  defired  by  ihem  to  do  them  a  kindnefs ;  and  you 
think  it  done  jto  you,  when  they  give  you  an  oppor 
tunity  to  do  it  them.     Wherefore  you  may  be  fure  to 
be  troubled  with  my  letters  out   of  intereft,  if  not 
kindnefs  j  fince  mine  to  you  will  procure  yours  to 
me :  fo  that  I  write  to  you  more  for  my  own  fake 
than  yours  ;  lefs  to  make  you  think  I  write  well,  than 
to  learn  from  you  to  write  better.     Thus  you  fee  in- 
tereft in  my  kindnefs,  which  is  like  the  friendfliip  of 
the  world,  rather  to  make  a  friend  than  be  a  friend  ; 
but  I  am  yours,  as  a  true  Plain-dealer. 


v  uii.  vir. 
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LETTER    XXIII. 

FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY. 

April  II,  1710. 

TF  I  can  do  part  of  my  bufmefs  at  Shrewfbury  in  a 
fortnight's  time  (which  I  propofe  to  do)  I  will  be 
foon  after  with  you,  and  trouble  you  with  my  com- 
pany for  the  remainder  of  the  fummer  :  In  the  mean 
time  I  beg  you  to  give  yourfelf  the  pains  of  altering, 
or  leaving  out  what  you  think  fuperfluous  in  my  pa- 
pers, that  1  may  endeavour  to  print  fuch  a  number  of 
them  as  you  and  I  fhall  think  fit,  about  Michaelmas 
next,  In  order  to  which  (my  dear  friend)  I  beg  you 
to  be  fo  kind  to  me,  as  to  be  fevere  to  them ;  that 
the  critics  may  be  lefs  fo ;  for  I  had  rather  be  con- 
demned by  my  friend  in  private,  than  expofed  to  my 
foes  in  public,  the  critics,  or  common  judges,  who 
^re  made  fuch  by  having  been  old  offenders  them- 
felves.  Pray  believe  I  have  as  much  faith  in  your 
friendftiip  and  fmcerity,  as  I  have  deference  to  your 
judgment ;  and  as  the  bed  mark  of  a  friend  is  telling 
his  friend  his  faults  in  private,  fo  the  next  is  conceal- 
ing them  from  the  public,  till  they  are  fit  to  appear. 
In  the  mean  time  I  am  not  a  little  fenfible  of  the 
great  kindnefs  you  do  me,  in  the  trouble  you  take 
for  me,  in  putting  my  Rhymes  in  tune,  fince  good 
founds  fet  off  often  ill  fenfe,  as  the  Italian  fongs, 

whofe 
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whofe  good  airs,  with  the  worft  words  or  meaning, 
make  the  bed  mufic ;  fo,  by  your  tuning  my  Welch 
harp,  my  rough  fenfe  may  be  the  iefs  ofFenfive  to  the 
nicer  ears  of  thofe  critics,  who  deal  more  in  found 
than  fenfe.  Pray  then  take  pity  at  once  both  of  my 
leaders  and  me,  in  fhortening  my  barren  abundance, 
and  increafing  their  patience  by  it,  as  well  as  the  ob- 
ligations I  have  to  you  :  And  fmce  no  madrigaller  can 
entertain  the  head,  unlefs  hepleafes  the  ear ;  and  fince 
the  crowded  Operas  have  left  the  befl  Comedies  with 
the  leaft  audiences,  it  is  a  fign  found  can  prevail  over 
fenfe ;  therefore  foften  my  words,  and  ftrengthen  my 
fenfe,  and 

Ens  mihi  magnus  Apollo. 
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April  15,   17  10. 

T  RECEIVED  your  moft  extreme  kind  letter  but  juft 
now.  It  found  me  over  thofe  papers  you  men- 
tion, which  have  been  my  employment  ever  fmce 
Eafler-Monday  :  I  hope  before  Michaelmas  to  have 
difcharged  my  tafk ;  which,  upon  the  word  of  a 
friend,  is  the  maft  pleafmg  one  I  could  be  put  upon. 
Since  you  are  fo  near  going  into  Shropfhire,  (whither 
I  fhall  not  care  to  write  of  this  matter,  for  fear  of  the 
mifcarriage  of  any  letters,)  I  muft  defire  your  leave  to 
give  you  a  plain  and  fincere  account  of  what  I  have 

E  2  found 
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found  from  a  more  ferious  application  to  them.  Upon 
comparifon  with  the  former  volume,  I  find  much 
more  repeated  than  I  till  now  imagined,  as  well  as  in 
the  prefent  volume,  which,  if  (as  you  told  me  laft) 
you  would  have  me  dafti  over  with  a  line,  will  deface 
the  whole  copy  extremely,  and  to  a  degree  that  (I 
fear)  may  difpleafe  you.  I  have  every  where  marked 
in  the  margins  the  page  and  line,  both  in  this  and 
the  other  part.  But  if  you  order  me  not  to  crofs  the 
lines,  or  would  any  way  elfe  limit  my  commiflionj 
you  will  oblige  me  by  doing  it  in  your  next  letter ; 
for  I  am  at  once  equally  fearful  of  fparing  you,  and 
of  offending  you  by  too  impudent  a  corredion. 
Hitherto,  however,  I  have  crofled  them  fo  as  to  be 
legible,  becaufe  you  bade  me.  When  I  think  all  the 
repetitions  arc  ftruck  out  in  a  copy,  I  fometimes  find 
more  upon  dipping  in  the  firft  volume,  and  the  num- 
ber increafes  fo  much,  that,  I  believe,  more  fhort- 
ning  will  be  requifite  than  you  may  be  willing  to  bear 
with,  unlefs  you  are  in  good  earned  refolved  to  have 
no  thought  repeated.  Pray  forgive  this  freedom  *, 
which  as  I  muft  be  fmcere  in  this  cafe,  fo  I  could  not 

but 

*  Which  Wycherlcy  could  never  bring  himfelf  to  do.  His 
whole  behaviour  reminds  one  of  what  Voltaire  has  faid  of  his  in- 
tercourfe  with  the  King  of  Pruflia,  and  the  employment  he  under- 
took ;  "  Tout  ce  que  j'ai  fait,  pendant  deux  ans,  pour  mettre  fes 
ouvrages  de  profe  &  de  vers  en  etat  de  paraitre,  a  ete  un  fervice 
dangereux  qui  deplaifit  dans  le  temps  mcme  qu'il  afiVd^ait  de  m'cn 
remercier  avec  effufion  de  cceur."  He  thtiefore  wifhcs  himfelf 
far  removed  from  "  lee  griffes  dcs  Rois  qui  font  des  vers  &  de  ia 
profe."  VVarton. 
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but  take ;  and  let  me  know  if  I  am  to  go  on  at  this 
rate,  or  if  you  could  prefcribe  any  other  method. 

I  am  very  glad  you  continue  your  refolution  of 
feeing  me  in  my  Hermitage  this  fummer ;  the  fooner 
you  return,  the  fooner  I  (hall  be  happy,  which  in- 
deed my  want  of  any  company  that  is  entertaining  or 
efteemable,  together  with  frequent  infirmities  and 
pains,  hinder  me  from  being  in  your  abfence.  'Tis 
(I  am  fure)  a  real  truth,  that  my  ficknefs  cannot 
make  me  quite  weary  of  myfelf  when  I  have  you  with 
me ;  and  I  fhall  want  no  company  but  yours,  when 
you  are  here. 

You  fee  how  freely,  and  with  how  little  care  I  talk 
rather  than  write  to  you :  this  is  one  of  the  many 
advantages  of  friendfhip,  that  one  can  fay  to  one*s 
friend  the  things  that  (land  in  need  of  pardon,  and  at 
the  fame  time  be  fure  of  it.  Indeed  I  do  not  know 
whether  or  no  the  letters  of  friends  are  the  worfe  for 
being  iit  for  none  elfe  to  read.  *Tis  an  argument  of 
the  truft  repofed  in  a  friend's  good-nature,  when  one 
writes  fuch  things  to  him  as  require  a  good  portion  of 
it.  I  have  experienced  yours  fo  often  and  fo  long, 
that  I  can  now  no  more  doubt  of  the  greatnefs  of  it, 
than  I  hope  you  do  of  the  greatnefs  of  my  afFedion, 
or  of  the  fincerity  v^'ith  which  I  am,  etc. 
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LETTER    XXV. 

FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY. 

April  27,   17 ic. 

x^ou  give  me  an  account  in  your  letter  of  the 
trouble  you  have  undergone  for  me,  in  compar- 
ing my  papers  you  took  down  with  you,  with  the  old 
printed  volume,  and  with  one  another,  of  that  bundle 
you  have  in  your  hands ;  amongft  which  (you  fay^ 
you  find  numerous  repetitions  of  the  fame  thoughts 
and  fubjeds ;  all  which,.  I  muft  confefs,  my  want  of 
memory  has  prevented  me  from  imagining,  as  well  as 
made  me  capable  of  committing  ;  fince  of  all  figures, 
that  of  Tautology  is  the  laft  1  would  ufe,  or  leafl:  for- 
give myfelf  for.  But  feeing  is  believing  ;  wherefore 
I  will  take  fome  pains  to  examine  and  compare  thofe 
papers  in  your  hands  with  one  another,  as  well  as 
with  the  former  printed  copies,  or  books  of  my 
damned  mifcellanies  j  all  which  (as  bad  a  memory  as 
I  have)  with  a  little  more  pains  and  care,  I  think,  I 
can  remedy.  Therefore  1  would  not  have  you  give 
yourfelf  more  trouble  *  about  them,  which  may  pre- 
vent 

*  Warton  fays,  "  Here  is  the  beginning  and  firft  ftroke  of  thai 
jealoufy  and  pecviiTincfs  which  he  afterwards  fhewed  to  his  young 
and  ufcful  friend."  His  young  friend  was  certainly  very  ufeful  to 
him,  and  took  great  pains  to  perform  what  mutt  have  been  no 
pleafant  taflc.  Wycherley's  anfwers  are  fuch  as  any  perfon,  with 
a  little  knowledge  of  Hfe  and  character,  would  have  anticipated. 
They  remind  us  of  the  exquifite  humour  in  the  Critic  : 

"  Friend. 
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vent  the  pleafure  you  have,  and  may  give  the 
world,  in  writing  upon  new  fubjeds  of  your  own, 
whereby  you  will  much  better  entertain  yourfelf  and 
others.  Now  as  to  your  remarks  upon  the  whole 
volume  of  my  papers ;  all  that  I  defire  of  you  is  ta 
mark  in  the  margin  (without  defacing  the  copy  at  all) 
either  any  repetition  of  words,  matter,  or  fenfe,  or 
any  thoughts  or  words  too  much  repeated ;  which  if 
you  will  be  fo  kind  as  to  do  for  me,  you  will  fupply 
my  want  of  memory  with  your  good  one,  and  my 
deficiencies  of  fenfe,  with  the  infallibility  of  yours  , 
which  if  you  do,  you  will  mofl:  infinitely  oblige  me, 
who  almoft  repent  the  trouble  I  have  given  you,  fmce 
fo  much.  Now  as  to  what  you  call  freedom  with 
me,  (which  you  defire  me  to  forgive,)  you  may  be 
affured  1  would  not  forgive  you  unlefs  you  did  life  it ; 
for  I  am  fo  far  from  thinking  your  plainnefs  an  of- 
fence to  me,  that  I  think  it  a  charity  and  an  obliga- 
tion ;  which  I  fiiall  always  acknowledge,  with  all  fort 
of  gratitude  to  you  for  it ;  who  am,  etc. 

All  the  news  1  have  to  fend  you  is,  that  poor 
Mr.  Betterton  is  going  to  make  his  Exit  from  the 
ftage  of  this  world,  the  gout  being  gotten  up  into  his 
head,  and  (as  the  phyficians  fay)  will  certainly  carry 
him  off  fuddenly. 

"  Friend.  I  think,  Mr. the  Intereji,  towards  the  conclufion, 

falls  ofr 

"  Author.  Falls  off!  rifrs  you  mean." 

The  reader  will  alfo  remember  the  inimitable  ftory  of  Gil  Bias 
and  the  arohbiflinp  of  Toledo. 

E4 
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LETTER    XXVL 

May  2,  1710- 
T  AM  forry  you  perfift  to  take  ill  my  not  accepting 
your  invitation,  and  to   find   (if  I  miftake  not) 
your  exception  not  unmixed  with  fome  fufpicion.    Be 
certain  I  fhall  mofl  carefully  obferve  your  requeft, 
not  to  fcrofs  over,  or  deface  the  copy  of  your  papers 
for  the  future,  and  only  to  mark  in  the  margin  the 
Repetitions.     But  as  this  can  ferve  no  further  than  to 
get  rid  of  thofe  repetitions,  and  no  way  rectify  the 
Method   nor   conned   the  Matter,  nor  improve  the 
Poetry   in   expreffion   or   numbers,   without   further 
blotting,  adding,  and   altering ;   fo   it   really  is  my 
opinion  and  defire,  that  you  fliould  take  your  papers 
out  of  my  hands  into  your  own,  and  that  no  alter- 
ations may  be  made  but  when  both  of  us  are  prefent ; 
when  you  may  be  fatisfied  with  every  blot,  as  well  as 
every  addition,  and  nothing  be  put  upon  the  papers 
but  what  you  Ihall  give  your  own  fan£tion  and  affent 
to,  at  the  fame  time. 

Do  not  be  fo  unjuft,  as  to  imagine  from  hence  that 
I  would  decline  any  part  of  this  talk  ;  on  the  contrary 
you  know,  I  have  been  at  the  pains  of  tranfcribing 
fome  pieces,  at  once  to  comply  with  your  defire  of 
not  defacing  the  copy,  and  yet  to  lofe  no  time  in 
proceeding  upon  the  corre£lion.  I  will  go  on  the 
fame  way,  if  you  pleafe  ;  though  truly  it  is  (as  I  have 

often 
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ofcen  told  you)  my  fincere  opinion,  that  the  greater 
part  would  make  a  much  better  figure  as  Single 
Maxims  and  refledions  in  profe,  after  the  manner  of 
your  favourite  Rochefoucault,  than  in  verfe  **.  And 
this,  when  nothing  more  is  done  but  marking  the 
repetitions  in  the  margin,  will  be  an  eafy  talk  to  pro- 
ceed upon,  notvvithftanding  the  bad  Memory  you 
complain  of.     I  am  unfeignedly,  dear  Sir,  Your,  etc. 

A.  Pope. 

''  Mr.  Wycherley  lived  five  years  after,  to  December  17 15,  but 
little  progrcfs  was  made  in  this  defign,  through  his  old  age,  and 
the  increafe  of  his  infirmities.  However,  fome  of  the  Verfes, 
which  had  been  touched  by  Mr.  P.  with  cccvm  of  thefe  Maxims 
in  Profe,  were  found  among  his  papers,  which  having  the  misfor- 
tune to  fall  into  the  hands  of  a  Mercenary,  were  publifhed  in 
1728,  in  oftavo,  under  the  Title  of  the  Pofthumous  Works  of 
William  Wycherley,  Efq.  Pope. 

The  Jtr/t/h'ing  Jlroke,  after  all  the  pains  Pope  had  taken,  of 
ftrioujly  advifing  his  friend  to  turn  his  Poetry  into  Profcy  was  more 
than  Wycherley  could  forgive.  Such  was  the  end  of  all  his  fine 
compliments,  and  difplay  of  affeftion  !  It  was  on  this  account, 
perhaps,  he  was  hitched  into  the  Effay  on  Criticifm.  The  whole 
tranfaftion  brings  to  our  recollc£lion  the  chara6ler  and  language  of 
Triflbtin,  in  the  inimitable  Comedy  of  Moliere,  the  "  Femmes 
Savans." 
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W.     W  A  L  S  H%    ESQ. 

From  the  Year  1705  to  1707. 


LETTER     I. 

MR.  WALSH  TO  MR.  WYCHERLEY. 

April  20,  1 705. 
1  RETURN  you  the  papers'*  you  favoured  me  with, 
and  had  fent  them  to  you  yederday  mornhig,  but 
that  I  thought  to  have  brought  them  to  you  laft 
night  myfelf.  I  have  read  them  over  feveral  times 
with  great  fatisfadion.  The  Preface  is  very  judicious 
and  very  learned  ;  and  the  verfes  very  tender  and 
eafy.  The  Author  feems  to.  have  a  particular  genius 
for  that  kind  of  poetr)%  and  a  judgment  that  much 
exceeds  the  years  you  told  me  he  v/as  of.     He  has 

taken 

0}  Abberley  in  Worceftsrfhire,  Gentleman  of  the  Horfe  in 

»^'uni  Anne's  reign.  Author  of  feveial  beautiful  pieces  in  Prcfe 

and   Verfe,  and  in  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Dryden  fin  his  pollfcript  to 

\  iigil)  ihe  b-'ll  critic  of  cur  nation  in  hi:  U:v.c.  Pope. 

'  Mr.  Pupf'i- Pvtli.orab.  Po?f. 
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taken  very  freely  from  the  ancients,  but  what  he  has 
mixed  of  his  own  with  theirs,  is  not  inferior  to  what 
he  has  taken  from  them.  *Tis  no  flattery  at  all  to 
fay,  that  Virgil  had  written  nothing  fo  good  at  his 
age ".  I  {hall  take  it  as  a  favour  if  you  will  bring  me 
acquainted  with  him  :  and  if  he  will  give  himfelf  the 
trouble  any  morning  to  call  at  my  houfe,  I  fhall  be 
very  glad  to  read  the  verfes  over  with  him,  and  give 
him  my  opinion  of  the  particulars  more  largely  than 
I  can  well  do  in  this  Letter.     I  am.  Sir,  etc. 


LETTER     IL 

MR.  WALSH   TO   MR.  POPE. 

June  24,  1706- 

T   RECEIVED  the  favour  of  your  letter*,  and  fhall 

be  very  glad  of  the  continuance  of  a  correfpond- 

ence,  by  which  I  am  like  to  be  fo  great  a  gainer.     1 

hope  when  I  have  the  happinefs  of  feeing  you  again 

in 

-  "^  Sixteen.  Pope. 

*  \Val{h,  though  a  feeble  and  flimfey  poet,  yet  from  thefe  Let- 
ters,  and  from  tlie  Efiay  on  Paftoral,  which  he  gave  to  Dryden, 
appears  to  have  been  a  man  of  fome  talle  and  hterature,  but  of 
narrow  ideas  in  Poetry.  He  feems  to  be  the  firft  of  our  critics, 
that  attended  much  to  the  Italian  poets.  We  ought  to  efteem 
him  for  his  early  praife  and  encouragement  of  Pope,  which  per- 
haps contributed  to  determine  Pope  to  devote  himfelf  to  tlie  ftndy 
of  Poetry.     The  bell  of  Walfh's  poetry  ib  a  Parody  on  the  Fourth 

Eclogue 
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m  London,  not  only  to  read  over  the  verfes  I  have 
now  of  yours,  but  more  that  you  have  written  fince ; 
for  I  make  no  doubt  but  any  one  who  writes  fo  well, 
mud  write  more.  Not  that  I  think  the  moft  volumi- 
nous poets  always  the  befl ;  I  believe  the  contrary  is 
rather  true.  I  mentioned  fomcwhat  to  you  in  Lon- 
don of  a  Paftoral  Comedy,  which  I  fliould  be  glad  to 
hear  you  had  thought  upon  fmce.  I  find  Menage,  in 
his  obfervations  upon  Taflb's  Aminta,  reckons  up 
fourfcore  paftoral  plays  in  Italian :  And  in  looking 
over  my  old  Italian  books,  I  find  a  great  many  paf- 
toral and  pifcatory  plays,  which,  I  fuppofe.  Menage 
reckons  together.  I  find  alfo  by  Menage,  that  Taflb 
is  not  the  firft  that  writ  in  that  kind,  he  mentioning 
another  before  him  which  he  himfelf  had  never  feen, 
nor  indeed  have  L  But  as  the  Aminta,  Paftor  Fido* 
and  Filli  di  Sciro  of  Bonarelii  are  the  three  beft,  fo, 
I  think,  there  is  no  difpute  but  Aminta  is  the  beft  of 
the  three :  Not  but  that  the  difcourfes  in  Paftor  Fido 
are  more  entertaining  and  copious  in  feveral  people's 

opinion, 

Eclogue  of  Virgil,  in  which  Tories,  Nonjuror:,  and  Jacobites,  are 
vigoroiifly  attacked  and  ridiculed  ;  and  an  Imitation  of  the  Juftum 
&  tenacem  of  Horace,  B.  3.  Ode  3.  in  which  a  fpeech  of  King 
William,  from  ftan/.a  the  4th  to  the  13th,  is  given  with  imick  energy 
and  force.  Some  of  Addifon's  beft  verfes  are  alfo  a  tranflation  of 
this  very  Ode;  and  it  is  remarkable  that  Oldmixon  relates  it  was 
he  that  defired  Mr.  Addifon  to  give  a  tranflation  of  this  Ode; 
certainly  one  of  his  mod  fpirited  compofitions.  Warton. 

*  It  is  furprifing  that  Walfh  {hoiild  make  no  mention  of  that 
exquifite  Paftoral  Comedy,  The  Faithful  Shepherdep,  o'i  Beau-iortt 
and  Fletcher  ;  nor  of  the  Coriiu»  of  Milton,  -who  in  truth  has  bor- 
rowed much  from  Fletcher.  Warton 
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opinion,  though  not  fo  proper  for  paftoral ;  and  the 
fable  of  Bonarelli  more  furprifing.  I  do  not  remem- 
ber many  in  other  languages  *,  that  have  written  in 
this  kind  with  fuccefs.  Racan*s  Bergeries  are  much 
inferior  to  his  lyric  poems ;  and  the  Spaniards  are  all 
too  full  of  conceits.  Rapin  will  have  the  defign  of 
paftoral  plays  to  be  taken  from  the  Cyflops  of  Euri- 
pides. I  am  fure  there  is  nothing  of  this  kind  in 
Englifli  worth  mentioning,  and  therefore  you  have 
that  field  open  to  yourfelf.  You  fee  I  write  to  you 
without  any  fort  of  conftraint  or  method,  as  things 
come  into  my  head,  and  therefore  ufe  the  fame  free- 
dom with  me,  who  am,  etc.  ' 

♦  Walfh's  not  mentioning  the  mofl  poetical  pieces  of  the  kind, 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  *'  Faithful  Shepherdefs,"  and  the  cxqui- 
fjte  Comus,  fhews  how  little  the  genuine  fpirit  of  Poetry  was,  at 
the  time  this  was  written,  underftood. 

Pope  had  not  an  eye  for  rural  beauty,  and  for  thofe  natural  piflu" 
refque  accompaniments  which  are  effential  to  the  Paftoral  Drama.  I 
do  not  mean,  that  he  had  not  a  tafte  of  rural  embellifhment — that  is 
a  different  thing.  There  are  ten  thoufand  appearances  in  the  lights 
and  (hades  of  Nature,  which  it  requires  an  habitual  con  verfe  with  rural 
fcener)'  todelincate  accurately;  and  without  thefe,  the  Paftoral  Drama 
would  lofe  its  diftinguiftiing  and  moft  beautiful  features.  I  fliould 
clafs  under  this  genus  of  Poetry,  though  not  ftriftly  paftoral,  the 
Philoftetes  of  Sophocles  ;  and  how  interefting  are  the  different  views 
%vhich  the  landfcape  prefents,  as  accompanying  the  dramatic  part  ? 
From  the  beginning,  where  the  dwelling  of  the  miferable  exile 
among  the  rocks  is  fet  before  us,  to  the  laft  fcene,  where  he  bids 
adieu  to  his  fohtary  cave,  the  nymphs,  or  fairy  beings,  of  the 
vallies, — NuvJai  7.nixxn%h:, — all  is  in  the  moft  exquifite  vein  of  the 
rurdi  and  romantic  Drama. 

But,  perhaps,  our  own  Shakefpear,  in  his  "  As  you  like  it,"  lias- 
exhibited  the  moft  interefting  fpecimen  of  the  Drama  conneded 
with  Paftoral  Scenery. 


FROM  W.  WALSH,    ESQ.  63 

LETTER    m. 
TO    MR.  WALSH. 

Windfor  Foreft,  July  2,  1706. 
T  CANNOT  omit  the  firft  opportunity  of  making 
you  my  acknowledgments  for  reviewing  thofe 
papers  of  mine.  You  have  no  lefs  right  to  correct 
me,  than  the  fame  hand  that  raifed  a  tree  has  to 
prune  it.  I  am  convinced,  as  well  as  you,  that  one 
may  correct  too  much  j  for  in  poetry  as  in  painting, 
a  man  may  lay  colours  one  upon  another  till  they 
ftiffen  and  deaden  the  piece.  Befides,  to  bellow 
heightening  *  on  every  part  is  monftrous :  Some  parts 
ought  to  be  lower  than  the  reft  j  and  nothing  looks 
more  ridiculous  than  a  work,  where  the  thoughts, 
however  different  in  their  own  nature,  feem  all  on  a 
level :  'Tis  like  a  meadow  newly  mown,  where 
weeds,  grafs,  and  flowers,  are  all  laid  even,  and 
appear  undiftinguifhed.  I  believe  too  that  fometimes 
our  firft  thoughts  are  the  beft,  as  the  firft  fqueezing 
of  the  grapes  makes  the  fineft  and  richeft  wine. 

I  have 

*  Warton  fays,  "  It  is  impoflible  not  to  admire  the  good  tafte 
and  found  judgment  of  our  Author,  fo  well  expreffed  in  fuch  early 
youth."  This  is  certainly  a  veryjufl  compliment,  which  Pope 
dcfervcd  ;  not  fo  much  on  account  of  the  novdty  of  his  remarks, 
as  the  good  fenfe  and  judgment,  and  acquaintance  with  criticifm, 
which  they  evince. 
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I  have  not  attempted  any  thing  of  a  paftoral 
comedy,  becaufe  I  think  the  tafte  of  our  age  will  not 
relilh  a  poem  of  that  fort.  People  feek  for  what  they 
call  wit,  on  all  fubjefts,  and  in  all  places ;  not  con- 
fidering  that  nature  loves  truth  fo  well,  that  it  hardly 
ever  admits  of  flourifhing  :  Conceit  is  to  nature  what 
paint  is  to  beauty ;  it  is  not  only  needlefs,  but  impairs 
what  it  would  improve.  There  is  a  certain  majefty 
in  fimplicity,  which  is  far  above  all  the  quaintnefs  of 
wit ;  infomuch  that  the  critics  have  excluded  wit  from 
the  loftieft  poetry,  as  well  as  the  loweft,  and  forbid 
it  to  the  Epic  no  lefs  than  the  Paftoral.  I  Ihould  cer- 
tainly difpleafe  all  thofe  who  are  charmed  with  Gua- 
rini  and  Bonarelli,  and  imitate  Taflb  not  only  in  the 
fimplicity  *  of  his  Thoughts,  but  in  that  of  the  Fable 
too.  If  furprifing  difcoveries  fhould  have  place  in 
the  ftory  of  a  paftoral  comedy,  I  believe  it  would  be 
more  agreeable  to  probability  to  make  them  the 
effe£ls  of  chance  than  of  defign  ;  intrigue  not  being 
very  confiftent  with  that  innocence,  which  ought  to 
conftitute  a  ftiepherd's  character.  There  is  nothing 
in  all  the  Aminta  (as  I  remember)  but  happens  by 
mere  accident ;  unlefs  it  be  the  meeting  of  Aminta 
with  Sylvia  at  the  fountain,  which  is  the  contrivance 
of  Daphne ;  and  even  that  is  the  moft  fimple  in  the 

world : 

*  Dr.  Blair  has  obfervcd,  that  Bouhours,  Fontcnelle,  AddifoD; 
and  the  laft  tranflator  of  Virgil's  Eclogues,  have  injured  and  mif- 
rcprefented  TafTo  as  too  much  abounding  in  points  and  conceits, 
and  feem  to  mifunderftand  what  Sylvia  fays  on  viewing  hcrftlf  in 
a  fountain  with  a  garland  of  flowers  on  her  head.  War  ton 
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world :  The  contrary  is  obfervable  in  Paftor  Fido, 
where  Corifca  is  fo  perfed:  a  miftrefs  of  intrigue,  that 
the  plot  could  not  have  been  brought  to  pafs  without 
her.  I  am  inclined  to  think  the  pafloral  comedy  has 
another  difadvantage  as  to  the  manners :  Its  general 
defign  is  to  make  us  in  love  with  the  innocence  of 
rural  life,  fo  that  to-  introduce  fhepherds  of  a  vicious 
character  mufl:  in  fome  meafure  debafe  it :  And  hence 
it  may  come  to  pafs,  that  even  the  virtuous  characters 
will  not  fhine  fo  much,  for  want  of  being  oppofed  to 
their  contraries.  Thefe  thoughts  are  purely  my  own, 
and  therefore  1  have  reafon  to  doubt  them :  but  I 
hope  your  judgment  will  fet  me  right. 

I  would  beg  your  opinion  too  as  to  another  point : 
it  is,  how  far  the  liberty  of  borrowing  may  extend  ? 
I  have  defended  it  fometimes  by  faying,  that  it  feems 
not  fo  much  the  perfection  of  fenfe  '^,  to  fay  things 
that  had  never  been  faid  before,  as  to  exprefs  thofe 
befl  that  have  been  faid  oftenefl: ;  and  that  writers,  in 
the  cale  of  borrowing  from  others,  are  like  trees, 
which  of  themfelves  would  produce  only  one  fort  of 
fruit,  but  by  being  grafted  upon  others  may  yield 
variety.  A  mutual  commerce  makes  poetry  flourifh  ; 
but  then  poets,  like  merchants,  fliould  repay  with 
fomething  of  their  own  what  they  take  from  others ; 
not,  like  pirates,  make  prize  of  all  they  meet.  I 
defire  you  to  tell  me  fmcerely,  if  I  have  not  ftretched 

this 

'  He  fhould  rather  have  faid,  the perfeSlon  of  conctpt'ion. 

Warburtok. 
VOL.  VII.  F 
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this  licence  too  far  in  thefe  paflorals  ?  I  hope  to  be- 
come a  critic  by  your  precepts,  and  a  poet  by  your 
example.  Since  I  have  feen  your  Eclogues,  I  cannot 
be  ^nuch  pleafed  with  my  own  ;  however,  you  have 
not  taken  away  all  my  vanity,  fo  long  as  you  give 
me  leave  to  profefs  myfelf  yours,  etc. 


LETTER     IV. 

FROM    MR.    WALSH. 

July  20,  i;o6. 
T  HAD  no  fooner  returned  you  thanks  for  the  favour 
of  your  letter,  but  that  I  was  in  hopes  of  giving 
you  an  account,  at  the  lame  time,  of  my  journey  to 
Windfor ;  but  1  am  now  forced  to  put  that  quite  off, 
being  engaged  to  go  to  my  corporation  at  Richmond 
in  Yorkfhire.  !  think  you  are  perfedly  in  the  right 
in  your  notions  of  Paftoral ;  but  I  am  of  opinion, 
that  the  retlundancy  of  Wit  you  mention,  though  it 
is  what  pleafes  the  common  people,  is  not  what  ever 
pleafes  the  bell  judges.  Pallor  Fido  indeed  has  had 
more  admirers  than  Aminta  *  ;  but  I  will  venture  to 

fay, 

*  TafTo,  oi»  feeing  this  Paftoml  Comedy  rcprefcnted,  is  reported 
to  have  faid,  "  If  Guarini  had  not  feen  my  Amintas,  he  had  not 
excelled  it."  But  this  was  not  a  true  judgment.  La  F'tUi  S. 
Sc'tro,  of  Bonarelli,  is  alfo  full  of  unnatural  charafters,  and  of  dif- 
tortcd  conceits.  It  was  firfl  publiflicd,  fays  Fontanini,  at  Ferrari, 
ia  quarto,  with  cuts,  1607  ;  afterwards  fplendidly  at  Paris,  in 
quarto;  alfo  by  Crambify,  1651  ;  and  elegantly  at  London,  in 
odavo,  1728.  Warton. 
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fay,  there  is  a  great  deal  of  difference  between  the 
admirers  of  one  and  the  other.     Corifca,  which  is  a 
chara£ler  generally  admired  by  the  ordinary  judge* 
is  intolerable  in  a  Paftoral ;  and  Bonarelli's  fancy  of 
making  his  fhepherdefs  in  love  with  two  men  equally, 
is  not  to  be  defended,  whatever  pains  he  has  taken 
to  do  it.     As  for  what  you  alk  of  the  liberty  of  bor- 
rowing *  i  it  is  very  evident  the  beft  Latin  Poets  have 
extended  this  very  far ;  and  none  fo  far  as  Virgil, 
who  was  the  bed  of  them.     As  for  the  Greek  Poets, 
if  we   cannot    trace   them   fo   plainly,  it  is  perhaps 
becaufe  we  have  none  before  them  ;  it  is  evident  that 
moil  of  them   borrowed    from  Homer,   and  Homer 
has  been  acciifed  of  burning  thofe  that  wrote  before 
him,  that  his  thefts  might  not  bc'  difcovered.     The 
bed  of  the  modern  Poets  in  ail  languages  are  rhofe 
that  have  the  neareft  copied  the  Ancients.      Indeed, 
in  all  the  common  fubjeds  of  Poetry,  the  thoughts 
are  fo  obvious  (at  leaf!  if  they  are  natural),  that  who- 
ever 

"*  Pope  feems  aware  of  the  little  originality  there  is  in  his 
Paftorals,  and  that  his  having  copied  Virgil  fo  frequently  might 
be  objefted  to.  He  lays,  "  A  mutual  commerce  makes  Poetry 
tioiirith  ;  hut  then  Poets,  like  Merchant^;,  fhould  repay  with  fome^ 
thipg  oi  their  ow/i,  wlun  they  iaie  horn,  others."  How  much 
Pope  rfpahl  V'irgil,  is  not  fo  clear,  unlefs  he  may  be  thought  to 
have  repaid  liim  by  fiici)  images  as, — 

♦'  The  Ji/vi-r  flood,   fo  lately  calm,  appears, 

S'.vcU'd  with  rie-:i>  pajfion,  and  o'erjiows  •with  tears  .'" 


Or, 


"  The  bleating  (heep  with  my  complaints  agree, 
T  hey  pavLh'J  with  heaty  and  I,  mfam^d  by  thee.'' 
F  2 
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ever  writes  laft,  mud  write  things  like  what  have 
been  faid  before  *  :  But  they  may  as  well  applaud 
the  Ancients  for  the  arts  of  eating  and  drinking,  and 
accufe  the  Moderns  of  having  ftolen  thofe  inventions 
from  them ;  it  being  evident  in  all  fuch  cafes,  that 
whoever  lived  firft,  muft  firft  find  them  out.  It  is 
true,  indeed,  when 

unus  et  alter 
Afl'uitur  pannus, 

when  there  are  one  or  two  bright  thoughts  ftolen, 
and  all  the  reft:  is  quite  different  from  it,  a  poem 
makes  a  very  foolifti  figure :  But  when  it  is  all  melted 
down  together,  and  the  gold  of  the  Ancients  fo  mixed 
with  that  of  the  Moderns,  that  none  can  diftinguifti 
the  one  from  the  other,  I  can  never  find  fault  with 
it.  I  cannot  however  but  own  to  you,  that  there 
are  others  of  a  different  opinion,  and  that  I  have 
fhewn  your  verfes  to  fome  who  have  made  that  ob- 
jeftion  to  them.  I  have  fo  much  company  round  me 
while  I  write  this,  and  fuch  a  noife  in  my  ears,  that 
it  is  impoflible  I  ftiould  write  any  thing  but  nonfenfe, 
fo  muft  break  off"  abruptly.  I  am.  Sir, 
Your  moft  affedionate, 

and  moft  humble  Servant. 

*  Tiiis  i'ubject  has  been  difcuffed  at  much  length,  and  with 
much  acutencfs  and  ingenuity,  by  Dr.  Hurd,  in  the  Dlfcourfe  gn 
Poetical  Imitation;  in  which  the  difficulty  of  diftinguifhing  Re- 
sfcMBLANCEs  from  Thefts,  ifi  cndeavourcd  to  be  pointed  out. 

Warton 
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LETTER    V. 
FROiM    MR.  WALSH. 

Sept.  9,  1706. 

A  T  my  return  from  the  North  1  received  the  favour 
of  your  letter,  which  had  lain  there  till  then. 
Having  been  abfent  about  fix  weeks,  I  read  over  your 
Paftorals  again,  with  a  great  deal  of  pleafure,  and 
to  judge  the  better,  read  Virgil's  Eclogues,  and 
Spenfer*s  Calendar,  at  the  fame  time ;  and,  I  aiTure 
you,  I  continue  the  fame  opinion  I  had  always  of 
them.  By  the  Httle  hints  you  take  upon  all  occafions 
to  improve  them,  it  is  probable  you  will  make  them 
yet  better  againft  winter  ;  though  there  is  a  mean  to  be 
kept  even  in  that  too,  and  a  man  may  correal  his  verfes 
till  he  takes  away  the  true  fpirit  of  them ;  efpecially 
if  he  fubmits  to  the  corre6lion  of  fome  who  pafs  for 
great  Critics,  by  mechanical  rules,  and  never  enter 
into  the  true  defign  and  Genius  of  an  author.  I  have 
feen  fome  of  thefe  that  would  hardly  allow  any  one 
good  Ode  in  Horace,  who  cry  Virgil  wants  fancy, 
and  that  Homer  is  very  incorred.  While  they  talk 
at  this  rate,  one  would  think  them  above  the  com- 
mon rate  of  mortals :  But  generally  they  are  gixat 
admirers  of  Ovid  and  Lucan  ;  and  when  they  write 
themfelves,  we  find  out  all  the  myftery.     Ihey  fcan 

F  3  their 
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their  verfes  upon  their  fingers ;  run  after  Conceits 
and  glaring  thoughts  :  Their  poems  are  all  made  up 
of  Couplets  *,  of  which  the  firft  may  be  the  laft,  or 
the  laft  firft,  without  any  fort  of  prejudice  to  their 
works  y  in  which  there  is  no  defign,  or  method,  or 
any  thing  natural  or  juft.  For  you  are  certainly  in 
the  right,  that  in  all  writings  whatfoever  (not  poetry 
only)  nature  is  to  be  followed  ;  and  we  ftiould  be 
jealous  of  ourfelves  for  being  fond  of  Similies,  Con- 
ceits, and  what  they  call  faying  fine  Things.  When 
we  were  in  the  North,  my  Lord  Wharton  fliewed  me 
a  letter  he  had  received  from  a  certain  great  General 
in  Spain  ^;  I  told  him  I  would  by  all  means  f  have 
that  General  recalled  and  fet  to  writing  here  at  home, 
for  it  was  impoflible  that  a  man  with  fo  much  Wit  as 
he  fhewed,  could  be  fit  to  command  an  Army,  or 
do  any  other  buflnefs  ^  As  for  what  you  fay  of 
Expreflion :  It  is  indeed  the  fame  ibiiig  to  Wit,  as 
Drefs  is  to  Beauty  :  1  have  feen  many  women  over- 
dreffed,  and  feverai  look  better  in  a  carelefs  night- 
gown, with  their  hair  about  their  ears,  than  Made- 

moifelle 

*  Tlie  mod  ufu'cii  and  common  bleBuHi  of  all  modern  Englifii 
poetry  ;  and  in  great  meafure  occafioiicd,  and  almoit  unavoidably, 
by  the  nature  and  uft  of  rhyme,  Warton  . 

"  The  Earl  of  Peterborow.  Warburton. 

f   It  is  a  maxim,  fays  Hume,  propagated  by  the  dunces  of  all 

countries,  that  a  man  of  genius  is  unfit  for  bujiuefu     '       Wartox. 

*  Mr.  Wallh's  remark  will  be  thought  very  innocent,  when  the 
reader  is  informed  that  it  was  made  on  the  Earl  of  Peterborow, 
juft  before  the  glorious  campaigns  of  Barcelona  and  Valentia. 

Pope. 
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moifelle  Spanheim  drefled  for  a  ball.  I  do  not  defign 
to  be  in  London  till  towards  the  pariiament :  then  I 
fhall  certainly  be  there ;  and  hops  by  that  time  you 
will  have  finifhed  your  Paflorals  as  you  would  have 
them  appear  in  the  world,  and  particularly  the  third, 
of  Autumn,  which  I  have  not  yet  feen.  Your  laft: 
^clogue  being  upon  the  fame  fubjed  as  that  of  mine 
on  Mrs.  Tempefl's  Death,  1  fliould  take  it  very  kindly 
in  you  to  give  it  a  little  turn,  as  if  it  were  to  the  me- 
mory of  the  fame  Lady,  if  they  were  not  written  for 
fome  particular  Woman  whom  you  would  make  im- 
mortal. You  may  take  occafion  to  fhew  the  differ- 
ence between  Poets  Miftrefles,  and  other  mens.  I 
only  hint  this,  which  you  may  either  do,  or  let  alone, 
jufl  as  you  think  fit.  I  {hall  be  very  much  pleafed 
to  fee  you  again  in  Town,  and  to  hear  from  you  in 
the  mean  time.     I  am,  with  very  much  eflieem. 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    VI. 

0&..  22,    t706. 

A  FTER  the  thoughts  I  have  already  fent  you  on 
the  fubje^l  of  Englifh  Verfification,  you  defire 
my  opinion  as  to  fome  farther  particulars.  There 
are  indeed  certain  Niceties  *,  which,  though  not 
much  obferved  even  by  correct  verfifiers,  I  cannot 
but  think,  deferve  to  be  better  regarded. 

I .  It  is  not  enough  f  that  nothing  offends  the  ear, 
but  a  good  poet  will  adapt  the  very  Sounds,  as  well 
as  Words,  to  the  things  he  treats  of.  So  that  there 
is  (if  one  may  exprefs  it  fo)  a  Style  of  Sound.  As 
in  defcribing  a  glic^ing  flream,  the  numbers  fhould  run 
eafy  and  flowing  ^ ;  in  defcnbing  a  rough  torrent  or 

deluge, 

*  There  are  perhaps  readers  that  will  fay  tlicfc  niceties  remind 
them  of  ^fchylus  and  Euripides  weighing  their  verfcs  carefully  in 
a  pair  of  fcales,  in  the  fifth  aft  of  the  Frogs  of  Arillophanes. 

Warton. 
f  An  uncommon  maturity  of  taftc  and  judgment,  in  fo  young 
a  perfon  as  our  author,  appears  in  thefe  remarks  on  Englifh  Ver- 
fification. This  fubjeft  has  been  fincc  much  enlarged  upon,  and 
more  amply  difculTed,  by  feveral  writers  of  confidcrable  abilities, 
particularly  by  Lord  Kaims,  and  Dr.  Blair,  by  the  learned  Mr. 
Samuel  Say,  and  above  all,  by  the  ingenious  Mr.  Webb,  in  his 
Remarks  on  the  Beauties  of  Poetry,  and  in  Obfervations  on  Poetry 
and  Mufic.  Cowley,  in  his  excellent  notes  on  his  Davideis,  has 
given  fome  good  remarks  on  this  Reprefcntative  Verfification. 

Warton. 

*  I  cannot  agree  with  Warton,  that  thefe  remarks  exhibit  any 
uncommon  maturity  of  taile  and  judgment ;  that  in  defcribing  a 

fmooth 
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deluge,  fonorous  and  fwelling,  and  fo  of  the  reft. 
This  is  evident  every  where  in  Homer  and  Virgil, 
and  no  where  elfe,  that  I  know  of,  to  any  obfervable 
degree.  The  following  examples  will  make  this 
plain,  which  I  have  taken  from  Vida : 

Molle  viam  tacito  lapfu  per  levia  radit. 

Incedlt  tardo  molimine  fubfidendo. 

Lu£tantes  ventos,  tempeftatefque  fonoras. 

Immenfo  cum  praecipitans  ruit  Oceano  Nox. 

Telum  imbelle  fine  iflu,  conjecit. 

Tolle  moras,  cape  faxa  manu,  cape  robora,  Paftcr. 

Ferte  citi  flammas,  data  tela,  repellite  peftem. 

This,  I  think,  is  what  very  few  obferve  in  practice, 
and  is  undoubtedly  of  wonderful  force  in  imprinting 
the  image  on  the  reader  :  We  have  one  excellent  ex- 
ample 

fmooth  llream,  the  numbers  fhould  run  fmooth,  and  vice  ver/a,  is 
fufficiently  **  common-place ;"  and  what  fchool-boy  does  not 
know  it  ?  This  reprefentative  mode  of  writing  appears  moft  ftriking, 
where  the  car  inltantaneoufly  perceives  the  efftd,  yet  we  are  un- 
confcious  of  any  art  or  labour.  I  fcarcely  know  a  more  mallerly 
inftance  of  it,  than  is  exhibited  in  Cowper's  "  Table  Talk."  Wc 
feel  the  thing  defcribed ;  we  do  not  flop  to  confider  it  as  a 
beauty  : 

"  Twas  thus,  till  Luxury  feduc'd  the  mind 

To  joys  lefs  innocent,  or  lefs  refin'd  ; 

Then  Genius  danc'd  a  bacchanal;  (  hecrown'd 

The  brimming  goblet,  |  feiz'd  the  tliyrfis,  |  bound 

His  brows  with  ivy,  )  rufh'd  into  the  field 

Of  wild  imagination,  |  and  there  rccl'd, 

The  vi(5kim  of  his  own  lafcivious  fires, 

And  dizzy  with  dehght,  profan'd  the  facred  wires.'* 
All  is  warmth,  hurry,  and  animated  enthufiafm,  yet  worked  up 
into  a  paffage  of    exquifite  harmony,    imprcfllve   in   cffcdl,   and 
illuftrative  of  the  fubjeft,  without  the  leaft  appearance  of  Hrt. 
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ample  of  it  in  our  language,  Mr.  Dryden's  Ode  on 
St.  Cecilia's  day,  entitled,  Alexander*!  Feajl. 

2.  Every  nice  ear  muft  (I  believe)  have  obferved, 
that  in  any  fmooth  Englifh  verfe  of  ten  fyllables, 
there  is  naturally  a  Paufe  at  the  fourth,  fifth,  or  fixth 
fyllable.  It  is  upon  thefe  the  ear  reds,  and  upon  the 
judicious  change  and  management  of  which  depends 
the  variety  of  Verfification.     For  example  : 

At  the  fifth. 

Where'er  thy  navy  [  fprcads  her  canvafs  wings. 

At  the  fourth. 

Homage  to  thee  j  and  peace  to  all  (he  brings. 

Arthe  fixth. 

Like  tra<ils  of  leverets  |  in  morning  fnow. 

Now  I  fancy,  that,  to  preferve  an  exaft  Harmony 
and  Variety,  the  Paufe  at  the  4th  or  6th  *  fhould  not 

be 

*  A  rule  he  himfelf  did  not  always  obferve  ;  for  he  continued  the 
paufe  at  th.t  fourth  fyllable,  fometimes,  through  fix  verfes  together. 

On  her  white  breaft — 

So  on,  for  the  fix  following  lines  ;  and  alfo  in  Effay  on  Man  ; 
Ep.  I.  V.  269. 

How  tirefome  and  difgufting  is  the  perpetual  monotony  of  the 
French  Verfification,  in  which  the  paufe  always  falls  on  the  fixth 
fyllable,  each  line  confiiling  of  twelve  fyllables,  as  in  our  AL-x- 
andrine  ; 

C'eft  en  vain  qu'au  Parnafie  (  un  temeraire  Auteur 
Penfe  de  I'Art  des  Vers  (  atteindre  la  hauteur. 
The  Nymphs  in  twilight  (hades  |  of  tangled  thickets  mourrj. 
The  remarks  in  this  letter  relate  folely  to  rhyme,  and  extend 
oot  to  that  fuperior  harmony  of  which  blank  vcrfe  is  fufccptible, 

bv 
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be  continued  above  three  lines  together,  without  the 
interpofition  of  another  ;  elfe  it  will  be  apt  to  weary 
the  ear  with  one  continued  tone,  at  lead  it  does  mine : 
That  at  the  fifth  runs  quicker,  and  carries  not  quite 
fo  dead  a  weight,  fo  tires  not  fo  much,  though  it  be 
continued  longer. 

3.  Another  nicety  is  in  relation  to  Expletives, 
whether  words  or  fyllables,  which  are  made  ufe  of 
purely  to  fupply  a  vacancy :  Do  before  verbs  plural 
is  abfolutely  fuch  ;  and  it  is  not  improbable  but  fu- 
ture refiners  may  explode  did  and  does  in  the  fame 
manner,  which  are  almoft  always  ufed  for  the  fake 
of  rhyme.  The  fame  caufe  has  occafioned  the  pro- 
mifcuous  ufe  of  you  and  thou  to  the  fame  perfon, 
which  can  never  found  fo  graceful  as  either  one  or 
the  other. 

4.  I  would  alfo  objed  to  the  irruption  of  Alexan- 
drine  verfes  *,  of  twelve   fyllables,  which,  1   think, 

fliould 

by  varying  tliefe  paufes,  and  fi;ong  it  on  any  of  the  ten  fyllables 
of  which  the  line  is  compufed  ;  many  examples  of  whicii  there 
are  in  Milton,  from  the  firit  fyllable  to  the  ninth,  which  hasi  givea 
to  his  Vcifitication  fo  much  harmony  and  variety.  Let  the  de- 
fenders of  rhyme  confider  thefe  words  of  one  of  the  beft  of  critics ; 
"  Similitudine  tsedium  ac  fatietatem  creat  ;  quodque  tft  dnlcius, 
magis  peril ;  atijittitque  &  fidcm,  &  affcftua,  motufque  omnes.'* 
(^uiNTiL.  Inftit.  Orat.  9.  c   4.  Warton. 

*  He  has  not  admitted  one  jilexanjrlne  verfe,  or  Triple  rhyme, 
into  his  EJfay  on  Many  nor  into  his  Four  Ethic  EpilUes,  nor  his 
Elclfa,  nor  Dunclad ;  and  but  tarely,  too  rarely,  Ftnton  thought, 
into  his  Iliad ;  the  ear,  in  fo  long  a  work,  wanting  fome  variety. 
But,  in  truth,  the  Alexandrine  as  much  dtilroya  the  uniformity  of 
numbers,  as  if  an  Iambic  verfc  had,  from  time  to  time,  been  intro- 
duced 
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fliould  never  be  allowed  but  when  fome  remarkable 
beauty  or  propriety  in  them  atones  for  the  liberty : 
Mr.  Dryden  has  been  too  free  of  thefe,  efpecially  in 
his  latter  works.  I  am  of  the  fame  opinion  as  to 
Triple  Rhymes. 

5.  I  could  equally  objed  to  the  repetition  of  the 
feme  Rhymes  within  four  or  fix  lines  of  each  other, 
as  tirefome  to  the  ear  through  their  Monotony. 

6.  Monofyllable  Lines  f,  unlefs  very  artfully  ma- 

naged, 

duced  among  the  Hexamefers  of  Virgil.  Cowley  was  the  firll  who 
introduced  Alexandrines  in  the  midft.  of  ten  fyllable  lines. 

Wahtom. 
f  On    the   contrary,    as   Mr  Webb  very  judrcioufly  obferves* 
•**  Monofyllables  may  full  as  happily  be  employed  o»  the  oppojlte 
motions  and  afFeftions ; 

No  ;  fly  mc,  fly  me,  far  as  pole  from  pole. 
Ah  !  come  not,  write  not,  think  not  once  of  me. 
In  our  verfe  it  is  the  fenfe  that  gives  vigotir  to  the  movement. 
Monofyllables  bring  our  ideas  into  a  clofer  order,  and  more  imme- 
diate comparifon  ;  confeqoently  their  relations  become  more  ftrik- 
ing.  The  feebleft  and  heavieft.  Hnes  in  our  language  arc  thofe  which 
are  overcharged  with  polyfyllables."  The  fame  elegant  critic 
has  afterwards  made  the  following  remark  on  Alexandrine  verfes  ; 
«*  A  modern  critic  is  of  opinion,  that  the  Alexandrine  is  beft 
calculated  to  exemplify yw//?Hi?/},  becaufe  it  moft  naturally  exhibits 
the  aft  of  paffing  through  a  long  fpace  in  a  fhort  time.  Is  it 
meant,  that  we  pafs  through  the  long  fpace  of  the  Alexandrine,  in 
as  fhort  a  time  as  we  fhould  through  the  fhortcr  fpace  of  the  Pen- 
tameter ?  But  this  cannot  be  ;  for  fuppoiing  an  equal  fluency  in 
the  fyllables  employed  in  each,  their  times  muft  be  always  in  pro- 
portion of  twelve  to  ten.  That  line  fo  often  cited  as  an  example 
oi fwiftnefs,  fets  this  matter  in  the  clearefl  ilght  ; 

"Avrt^  tTTUTot  •xs^onai — &C. 
From  whence  fpiings  the  fwiftne/s  in  this  inftance  ?  Is  it  not  from 
hence,  that  we  pafs  through  a  verfe  of  fevcnteen  fyllables,  in  the 
fame  time  that  we  fliould  through  a  vcrf?  of  thirteen  ?     But  our 

Alexandrine 
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naged,  are  ftiff,  or  languifhing :  but  may  be  beauti- 
ful to  exprefs  Melancholy,  Slownefs,  or  Labour. 

7.  To  come  to  the  Hiatus,  or  Gap  between  two 
words,  which  is  caufed  by  two  vowels  opening  on 
each  other  (upon  which  you  defire  me  to  be  parti- 
cular^ ;  I  think  the  rule  in  this  cafe  is  either  to  ufe 
the  Csefura,  or  admit  the  Hiatus,  jufl  as  the  ear  h 
ieaft  Ihocked  by  either :  for  the  Casfura  fometimes 
offends  the  ear  more  than  the  Hiatus  itfelf,  and  our 
language  is  naturally  overcharged  with  confonants : 
As  for  example  :  If  in  this  verfe, 

Tlie  old  have  int'reft  ever  in  their  eye, 
we  fhould  fay,  to  avoid  the  Hiatus, 

But  th'  old  have  int'reft. 

The  Hiatus  which  has  the  worfl:  effed,  is  when 
one  word  ends  with  the  fame  vowel  that  begins  the 
following ;  and  next  to  this,  thofe  vowels  whofe 
founds  come  nearefl  to  each  other,  are  mod  to  be 
avoided.  O,  A,  or  U,  will  bear  a  more  full  and 
graceful  found  than  E,  I,  or  Y.  I  know,  fome  people 
will  think  thefe  Obfervations  trivial,  and  therefore  I 
am  glad  to  corroborate  them  by  fome  great  authori- 
ties, which  I  have  met  with  in  Tully  and  Quintllian. 
In  the  fourth  book  of  Rhetoric  to  Herennius  *,  are 

thefc 

Alexandrine  can  never  confift  of  more  than  twelve  fyllables.     The 
inference  is  obvious."     Obfervations  on  Poetry,  page  178. 

\\  ARTOV. 

*  Our  author,  in  thefe  early  years,  f;;err)S  to  be  well  awqiiainttd 
with  Quintilian  and  Cicero  ;  I  fee,  however,  few  traces  of  Diony- 
fius  of  Halicarnaffus  ;    or  of  Demetrius  Phalcreus.  Wakton- 
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thefe  words  :  Fugiemus  crebras  vocalium  concur/tones^ 
qu<z  vajlani  atque  bianteni  reddunt  orationem  ;  ut  hoc 
eji^  Bacca  anea  amanijjttna  impendehant.  And  Quin- 
tilian,  1.  ix.  cap.  4.  Vocalium  concurfus  cum  accidit^ 
hiat  et  intcrjijiit^  et  quaft  laborat  oratio.  PeJJime  longa 
qua  eafdem  inter  fe  literas  committuiit,  fonahunt :  Pra- 
cipuus  tanien  erit  hiatus  earum  qua  cavo  aut  patulo  ore 
efferuntur.  E  plenior  litera  eji,  1  angujlior.  But  he 
goes  on  to  reprove  the  excefs  on  the  other  hand  of 
being  too  foHcitous  in  this  matter,  and  fays  admir- 
ably, Nefcio  an  negligent i a  in  hoc,  aut  folicitudo  Jit 
pejor.  So  likewife  Tully  (Orator,  ad  Brut. J  Thco- 
pompum  reprehendunt ,  quod  eas  literas  tanto  opere  fu- 
gerit,  etft  idem  viagi/ler  ejus  Socrates  :  which  lafl  au- 
thor, as  Turnebus  on  Quintilian  obferves,  has  hardly 
one  Hiatus  in  all  his  works.  Quintilian  tells  us, 
that  Tully  and  Demofthenes  did  not  much  obferve 
this  nicety  *,  though  Tully  himfelf  fays  in  his  Orator, 
Crebra  ijla  vocum  concurfio^  quam  magna  ex  parte  vitio- 
fam,fugit  Demq/ihenes.  If  1  am  not  miftaken,  Mal- 
herbe  of  all  the  modems  has  been  the  moft  fcrupulous 
in  this  point ;  and  I  think  Menage  in  his  obfervations 

upon 

*  Neither  was  it  obferved  by  Plato  or  by  Thucydides.  Tlie 
Greeks  never  admitted  the  Hiatus  in  the  Trimeter  Iambics  of  their 
Tragedy  or  Comedy.  In  Epic  Poetry  and  Hexameter  Verie  it 
had  a  place  :  Clarke  gives  fix  examples  of  it,  and  its  lift,  in  liis 
Notes  on  the  4th  Book  of  the  Ihad,  yer.  456.  Menage  lias  made 
fome  ufeful  remarks  on  this  fubjeft  in  his  large  notes  on  the  Works 
of  Malherbe.  And  on  this  fubjecl  fays  Boileau,  .\\i.  Puet. 
Chant,  i.  v.  107. 

Guardez  qu'une  voyelle  a  courir  trop  hatee, 

Ne  foit  d'lnie  vovflic  en  fon  chcmin  hcnrtcc.  \''i  artox 
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upon  him  fays,  he  has  not  one  in  his  poems.     To 
conclu4et,  I  believe  the  Hiatus  (hould  be  avoided 

with 

f  T  rather  wonder  he  has  in  this  Letter  faid  nothing  of  AUtttr- 
9tlon,  of  w}iich  his  mailer,  Dryden,  was  fo  fond,  and  which  he 
prat'tifed  with  in  much  fuccefs ;  but  which  has  been  carried  to  a 
.■idieuloiis  excefs  by  fome  late  writers  of  note.  A  curious  and 
learned  difcourfe  on  tie  Alliterative  Metre,  without  rhyme,  (for  Al- 
Uteration  was  a  favourite  figure  of  rude  poets,)  is  given  in  the  2d 
vol.  of  the  entertaining  Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry. 

To  thefe  obfcrvations  on  Englifh  Verfification,  I  defire  to  add 
the  following  from  the  fenfible  and  ingenious  Mr.  Webb  : 

"  The  fole  aim  of  Verfifijation  is  hannony.  To  undertland  this 
properly,  we  muft  divide  it  into  two  kinds.  The  firil  confifts  of 
a  general  flow  of  verfe,  moft  pleaTing  to  the  ear,  but  independent  on 
the  feufe  ;  the  fecond,  in  bringing  the  found  or  racafure  of  the 
verfe  to  correfpond  with,  and  accompany  the  idea.  The  former 
may  be  called  a  verbal  harmony,  the  latter  a  fentimental.  If  we 
confider  the  flow  of  verfe  merely  as  mufic,  it  will  then  be  allowed, 
that  variety  is  lefs  neceflary  than  fvveetncfs  ;  and  that  a  continued 
repetition  of  the  fame  movements  muft  be  tirefome  in  poetry,  as 
it  would  in  mufic.  On  examining  Mr.  Pope's  verfes,  we  ihall 
find,  that  in  eighteen  out  of  twenty,  the  paufes  reft  on  the  fourth 
and  laft,  or  the  fifth  or  lall  fyllables  ;  and  that,  almoft  without 
exception,  the  period  is  divided  into  two  equal  lines,  and,  as  it 
were,  linked  by  the  rhyme  into  a  couplet.     For  example, 

All  are  but  parts  of  one  ftupendous  whole, 
Whofe  body  Nature  is,  and  God  the  foul  ; 
That  chang'd  thro'  all,  and  yet  in  all  the  fame, 
Great  in  the  Earth,  as  in  the  iEtherial  frame  : 
Warms  in  the  Sun,  refrefhes  in  the  Breeze, 
Glows  in  the  Stars,  and  bloflbms  in  the  Trees  : 
Lives  thro'  all  life,  extends  thro'  all  extent. 
Spreads  undivided,  operates  unfpent. 

Eflay  on  Man. 

"  Every  ear  muft.  feel  the  ill  effeA  of  the  monotony  in  thtfe  lines  ; 
the  caufe  of  it  is  obvious  ;  this  verfe  confifts  of  ten  fyllabies,  or 
five   fett ;  when  the  paufe  falls  on  the  fourth  fyllablc,  we  fhall 

find, 
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with  more  care  in  Poetry  than  in  Oratory ;  and  I 
would  conftantly  try  to  prevent  it,  unlefs  where  the 

cutting 

6nd,  that  we  pronounce  the  fix  lad  in  the  fame  time  that  we  do 
the  four  firft  ;  fo  that  the  couplet  is  not  only  divided  into  two 
equal  lines,  but  each  line,  with  refpeA  to  time,  is  divided  into  two 
equal  parts;  as. 

Warms  in  the  Sun,  refreflies  in  the  Breeze, 
Glows  in  the  Stars,  and  blo{foms  in  the  Trees : 

Or  elfe,  the  paufe  falls  on  the  fifth  fyllable,  and  then  the  line  is 
divided  with  a  mechanic  exaftnefs.    As, 

Spreads  undivided,  operates  unfpent. 
«*  Mr.  Pope  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Walfh,  fpeaking  of  Englifli  verfe, 
fays,  "  There  is  naturally  a  Paufe  at  the  fourth,  fifth,  or  fixth 
fyllable.  It  is  upon  thefe  the  ear  reds,  and  upon  the  judicious 
change  and  management  of  which  depends  the  variety  of  verfifica- 
tion."  Of  this  he  givts  the  following  examples  : 
At  the  fifth : 

Where'er  thy  navy  fpreads  her  canvafs  wings. 
At  the  fourth  : 

Homage  to  thee,  and  peace  to  all  flic  brings. 
At  the  fixth : 

Like  trafts  of  leverets,  in  morning  fnow. 
"  In  this  place,  Mr.  Pope  takes  no  notice  of  the  fecond  paufe, 
which  always  refts  on  the  laft  word  of  each  line,  and  is  ftrongly 
marked  by  the  rhyme.  But,  it  is  on  the  balance  between. the  two 
paufes,  that  the  monotony  of  the  verfe  depends.  Now  this 
balance  is  governed  by  the  equal  divifion  of  the  fine  in  point  of 
time.  Thus,  if  you  repeat  the  two  firll  examples  given,  you  will 
find  no  difference,  as  to  the  time,  whether  the  paufe  falls  on  the 
fourth  or  fifth  fyllable  ;  and  this,  I  think,  will  extend  even  to  the 
laft  example  ;  or,  if  there  fliould  be  any  difference,  it  is  fo  trifling, 
that  it  will  generally  efcape  the  ear.  But  this  is  not  fo  in  blank 
verfe  ;  for  the  lines  being  made  often  to  run  one  into  the  other, 
the  fecond  paulie  is  funk  ;  the  balance,  from  the  equal  divifion  of 
each  line,  is  removed,  and  by  changing  the  paufes  at  plcafure,  an 

open  is  given  into  an  unlimited  variety. 

«  Obfervc 
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cutting  it  off  is  more  prejudicial  to  the  found  than  the 

Hiatus  itfelf.     1  am,  etc. 

A.  POPE. 

"  Obferve  the  cfFeds  in  the  firll  lines  of  Paradife  Loft  : 
Of  man's  firft  difobedience,  and  the  fruit 
Of  that  forbidden  tree,  whofe  mortal  tafte 
Brought  death  into  th?  world,  and  all  our  woe. 
With  lofs  of  Eden,  till  one  greater  Man^ 
Reftore  us,  and  regain  the  blifsful  feat. 
Sing,  heavenly  mufe. 

"  In  thefe,  and  the  lines  which  immediately  follow,  the  paufes 
are  ftiifted  through  all  the  ten  fyllables. 

"  But  this  variety  is  not  infeparable  from  the  nature  of  blank 
verfe.     In  Addifon's  Cato,  there  is,  I  think,  the  very  fame  mono- 
tony which  we  have  condemned  in  Mr.  Pope  :  Tbus, 
The  dawn  is  overcaft,  the  morning  low'rs, 
And  heavily  in  clouds  brings  on  the  day  ; 
The  great,  th*  important  day 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Cato  and  of  Rome. 
Again, 

Who  knows  not  this,  but  what  can  Cato  do 
Againft  a  world,  a  bafe  degenerate  world. 
That  courts  the  yoke,  and  bows  the  neck  to  Caefar  ? 
Pent  up  in  Utica,  he  vainly  forms 
A  poor  epitome  of  Roman  grcatnef-. 
This  is  the  very  echo  of  the  couplet  meafure." 

Remarks  on  the  Beauties  of  Poetr}',  p.  40. 

Warton. 


Mr.  Walsh  died  at  forty-nine  years  old,  in  the  year  1708,  the 
year  before  the  Effay  on  Criticifm  was  printed,  which  concludes 
with  his  Eulogy.  Warburton. 

Pope's  obfervations  on  verfification,  as  far  as  they  go,  are 
fenfible  and  judicious  ;  but,  in  my  opinion,  he  is  too  confined  in 
his  ideas  of  harmony.     He  fays,  **  there  is  naturally  a  paufe  at  the 

VOL.  vii.  G  fourth, 
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fourth,  fifth,  and  fixth  fyllables."  This  is  very  true,  but  for  the 
fake  of  efFedl,  the  paufe  may  be  often  placed  on  other  fyllables, 
which,  when  it  is  judicioufly  done,  though  a  line  fo  pan  fed, 
confidered  feparately  and  apartf  might  be  inharmonious,  yet  mixed 
with  lines  more  regularly  paufed,  it  often  adds  a  richnefs,  variety, 
and  harmony,  \oxhc  pajfage.  The  paufe  on  the  fourth,  fifth,  and 
iixth  fyllables  I  (hould  confider  as  what  are  called  the  common  chords 
in  mufic  ;  but  a  compofition,  where  only  common  chords  were 
introduced,  would  foon  tire,  however  perfeft  they  might  be  in  them- 
felves.  Dryden's  lines  on  *'  Bending  the  Bow,"  may  be  quoted 
as  an  happy  example  of  reprefentative  metre  : 

"  At  the  full  ftretch  of  both  his  arms  he  drew, 
And  almoft  join'd  the  horns  of  the  tough  yew." 
In  blank  verfe,  I  would  mention  a  ftriking  paffage  in  Dyer't 
«  Fleece  :" 

• "  The  pilot  fleers 

Steady  ;  [  with  eye  intent  upon  the  fteel,  { 
Steady  before  the  breeze  the  pilot  fteersi" 
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TO    AND    FROM 

H.    CROMWELL,    ESQ. 

From  the  Year  1708  to  171 1. 


LETTER    I. 


March  18,  1708. 

T  BELIEVE  it  was  with  me  when  I  left  the  Town, 
as  it  is  with  a  great  many  men  when  they  leave 
the  world,  whofe  lofs  itfelf  they  do  not  fo  much  re- 
gret, as  that  of  their  friends  whom  they  leave  behind 
in  it.  For  I  do  not  know  one  thing  for  which  I  can 
envy  London,  but  for  your  continuing  there.  Yet  1 
guefs  you  will  expe£l  me  to  recant  this  expreffion, 
when  I  tell  you  that  Sappho  *  (by  which  heathenifii 
name  you  have  chriftened  a  very  orthodox  Lady)  did 
not  accompany  me   into   the  Country.     Well,  you 

have 

*  Sappho  was  Mrs.  Thomas,  who  fold  the  I>etters  of  Pope  to 
Curl,  when  (he  was  in  dillrefs.  The  tone  of  Wycherley's  corrc- 
fpondeuce  was  afTeftcd  wit ;  WaUh's,  criticifm ;  and  Cromwell's, 
gallantry, 

G  2 
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have  your  Lady  in  the  Town  flill,  and  I  have  my 
Heart  in  the  Country  ftill,  which  being  wholly  un- 
employed as  yet,  has  the  more  room  in  it  for  my 
friends,  and  does  not  want  a  corner  at  your  fervice. 
You  have  extremely  obliged  me  by  your  franknefs 
and  kindnefs  ;  and  if  I  have  abufed  it  by  too  much 
freedom  on  my  part,  I  hope  you  will  attribute  it  to 
the  natural  opennefs  of  my  temper,  which  hardly 
knows  how  to  fhew  Refped:,  where  it  feels  Affedion. 
I  would  love  my  Friend,  as  my  Miftrefs,  without 
ceremony :  and  hope  a  little  rough  ufage  fometimes 
may  not  be  more  difpleafmg  to  the  one,  that  it  is  to 
the  other. 

If  you  have  any  curiofity  to  know  in  what  manner 
I  live,  or  rather  lofe  a  life.  Martial  will  inform  you  in 
one  line  ; 

Prandeo,  poto,  cano,  ludo,  lego,  coemo,  quicfco. 
Every  day  with  me  is  literally  another  yefterday, 
for  it  is  exadly  the  fame  :  It  has  the  fame  bufmefs, 
which  is  Poetry,  and  the  fame  pleafure,  which  is  Idle- 
nefs.  A  man  might  indeed  pafs  his  time  much  bet- 
ter, but  I  queflion  if  any  man  could  pafs  it  much 
eafier.  If  you  will  vifit  our  fhades  this  fpring,  which 
I  very  much  defire,  you  may  perhaps  inilrudb  me  to 
manage  my  game  more  wifely  ;  but  at  prefent  I  am 
fatisfied  to  trifle  away  my  time  any  way,  rather  than 
let  it  flick  by  me ;  as  fhop-keepers  are  glad  to  be  rid 
of  thofe  goods  at  any  rate,  which  would  otherwife  al- 
ways be  lying  upon  their  hands. 

Sir, 
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Sir,  if  you  will  favour  me  *  fometimes  with  your 
letters,  it  will  be  a  great  fatisfadion  to  me  on  feveral 
accounts  ;  and  on  this  in  particular,  that  it  will  fhow 
me  (to  my  comfort)  that  even  a  wife  man  is  fome- 
times very  idle ;  for  fo  you  mufl:  needs  be  when  you 
can  find  leifure  to  write  to 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    n. 

April  27,  1708. 
T  HAVE  nothing  to  fay  to  you  in  this  letter  j  but  I 
was  refolved  to  write  to  tell  you  fo.  Why  Ihould 
not  I  content  myfelf  with  fo  many  great  Examples  of 
deep  Divines,  profound  Cafuiils,  grave  Philofophers, 
who  have  written,  not  letters  only,  but  whole  Tomes 
and  voluminous  Treatifes  about  nothing  ?  Why  fhould 
a  fellow  like  me,  who  all  his  life  does  nothing,  be 
afliamed  to  write  nothing ;  and  that  to  one  who  has 
nothing  to  do  but  to  read  it  ?  But  perhaps  you'll  fay, 
the  whole  world  has  fomething  to  do,  fomcthing  to 
talk  of,  fomething  to  wifh  for,  fomething  to  be  em- 
ployed  about :  But  pray,   Sir,  caft:  up  the  account, 

put 

*  Warton  fays,  "  He  went  a  hunting  in  a  tie-wig."  It  appears 
from  his  ot  herl^etters,  that  he  was  an  old  Beau,  very  ambitious  of 
Wing  thought  a  fuccefsful  gallant,  and  general  favourite  of  the 
Ladies. 

Gay  charafleridically  defcribes  him  as  "  honeil,  hatlefs  Cromwell, 
with  red  breeches."  Johnfon  fays,  "  all  he  could  learn  of  hini 
was,  that  ho  wore  red  breeches." 

G   % 
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put  all  thefe  fomethings  together,  and  what  is  the 
fum  total  but  juft  nothing  ?  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
but  to  defile  you  to  give  my  fervice  (that  is  nothing) 
to  your  friends,  and  to  believe  that  I  am  nothing 
more  than 

Your,  etc. 

Ex  nihilo  nil  {It.  LuCR. 


LETTER   m. 

May  10,  1708. 

Y^^'  f^^^  of  fame  and  glory,  and  of  the  great  men 

of  Antiquity :  Pray,  tell  me,  what  are  all  your 

great   dead  men,   but  fo  many  little  living  letters  ? 

What  a  vafl  reward  is  here  for  all  the  ink  wafted  by 

Writers,  and  all  the  blood  fpilt  by  Princes  ?  There 

was  in  old  time  one  Severus  a  Roman  Emperor.     I 

dare  fay  you  never  called  him  by  any  other  name  in 

your  life :  and  yet  in  his  days  he  was  ftyled  Lucius, 

Septimius,  Severus,   Pius,  Pertinax,    Auguftus,  Par- 

thicus,   Adiabenicus,   Arabicus,  Maximus,  and  what 

not  ?  What  a   prodigious  wafle  of  letters   lias  time 

made !  what  a  number  have  here  dropt  off,  and  left 

the  poor  furviving  feven   unattended !  For  my   own 

part,  four  are  all  I  have  to  take  care  for  ;  and  I'll  be 

judged  by  you  if  any  man  could  live  in  lefs  compafs  ? 

Well,  for  the  future  FU  drown  all  high  thoughts  in 

the  Lethe  of  cowflip-wine ;  as  for  Fame,  Renown, 

Reputation,  take  them,  Critics ! 

Tradam 


FROM  H.  CROMWELL,    ESQ^       ^y 

Tradam  protervis  In  Mare  Criticum 
Ventis, 

If  ever  I  feek  for  Immortality  here,  may  I  be 
damned,  for  there's  not  fo  much  danger  in  a  poet's 
being  damned  : 

Damnation  follows  death  in  other  men. 
But  your  damn'd  Poet  lives  and  writes  agen. 


LETTER     IV. 

Nov.  1,  1708. 
T  HAVE  been  fo  well  fatisfied  with  the  Country  ever 
fince  I  faw  you,  that  I  have  not  once  thought  of 
the  Town,  or  enquired  of  any  one  in  it  befides  Mr. 
Wycherley  and  yourfelf.  And  from  him  I  under- 
ftand  of  your  journey  this  fummer  into  Leiceller- 
Ihire  ;  from  whence  I  guefs  you  are  returned  by  this 
time,  to  your  old  apartment  in  the  widow's  corner, 
to  your  old  bufmefs  of  comparing  Critics,  and  recon- 
ciling Commentators,  and  to  your  old  diverfions  of  a 
lofmg  game  at  piquet  with  the  ladies,  and  half  a  play, 
or  a  quarter  of  a  play  at  the  theatre  :  where  you  are 
none  of  the  malicious  audience,  but  the  chief  of  amo- 
rous fpedators  ;  and  for  the  infirmity  of  one  fenfe  % 
which  there,  for  the  mod  part,  could  only  ferve  to 

difguft 

'  His  hearing.  >  Pope. 

G  4 
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difgufl:  you,  enjoy  the  vigour  of  another,  which 
ravifhes  you. 

[•"  You  know,  when  one  fenfe  is  fupprefl, 
it  but  retires  into  the  relt, 

according  to  the  poetical,  not  the  learned*,  Dodwell ; 
who  has  done  one  thing  worthy  of  eternal  memory ; 
wrote  two  lines  in  his  life  that  are  not  nonfenfe !]  So 
you  have  the  advantage  of  being  entertained  with  all 
the  beauty  of  the  boxes,  without  being  troubled  with 
any  of  the  dulnefs  of  the  ftage.  You  are  fo  good  a 
critic,  that  it  is  the  greatell  happinefs  of  the  modern 
Poets  that  you  do  not  hear  their  works :  And  next, 
that  you  are  not  fo  arrant  a  critic,  as  to  damn  them 
(like  the  reft)  without  hearing.  But  now  I  talk  of 
thofe  critics,  1  have  good  nevrs  to  tell  you  concerning 
myfelf,  for  which  I  expect  you  fhould  congratulate 
with  me  :  It  is  that,  beyond  all  my  expeftations,  and 
far  above  my  demerits,  I  have  been  moll  mercifully 
reprieved  by  the  fovereign  power  of  Jacob  Tonfon, 
from  being  brought  forth  to  public  punifhment ;  and 
refpTted  from  time  to  time  from  the  hands  of  thofe 

barbarous 

''  Omitted  by  the  author  in  his  own  edition.  Pope. 

*  Alluding  to  Mr.  Henry  Dodwell,  the  celebrated  nonjuror,  a 
man  of  very  great  and  extenfive  learning,  author  of  the  Differta- 
tions  on  Cyprian,  Irenaeus,  of  the  Annals  of  Dionyfius  Halicarnaf- 
fus,  Thucydides,  Xenophon,  and  Velleius  Patcrculus,  of  a  curious 
volume  of  Camdcnian  Leclurcs,  and  the  Greek  and  Roman  Cycles 
of  a  Diflertation  on  the  Paucity  of  Martyrs  in  the  Primitive  Church, 
and  other  important  fubjefts  ;  but  who  difgr^ccd  himfclf  by  main- 
taining a  paradox  on  the  Natural  MortaUty  of  the  Soul,  which  was 
ably  confuted  by  fcvtral  Divines.  Warton. 
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barbarous  executioners  of  the  Mufes,  whom  I  was  jufl: 
now  fpeaking  of.  It  often  happens,  that  guilty  Poets, 
Hke  other  guilty  Criminals,  when  once  they  are 
known  and  proclaimed,  deliver  themfelves  into  the 
hands  of  juftice,  only  to  prevent  others  from  doing  it 
more  to  their  difadvantage,  and  not  out  of  any  ambi- 
tion to  fpread  their  fame,  by  being  executed  in  the 
face  of  the  world,  which  is  a  fame  but  of  Ihort  con- 
tinuance. That  Poet  were  a  happy  man  who  could 
but  obtain  a  grant  to  preferve  his  for  ninety-nine 
years  j  for  thofe  names  very  rarely  laft  fo  many  days, 
which  are  planted  either  in  Jacob  Tonfon's,  or  the 
Ordinary  of  Newgate's  Mifcellanies. 

I  have  an  hundred  things  to  fay  to  you,  which 
fliall  be  deferred  till  I  have  the  happinefs  of  feeing 
you  in  town,  for  the  feafon  now  draws  on,  that  in- 
vites every  body  thither.  Some  of  them  I  had  com- 
municated to  you  by  letters  before  this,  if  I  had  not 
been  uncertain  where  you  pafTed  your  time  the  laft 
feafon :  So  much  fine  v/eather,  I  doubt  not,  has 
given  you  all  the  pleafure  you  could  defire  from  the 
country,  and  your  own  thoughts  the  beft  company  in 
it.  But  nothing  could  allure  Mr.  Wycherley  to  our 
foreft ;  he  continued  (as  you  told  me  long  fmce  he 
would)  an  obftinate  lover  of  the  town,  in  fpite  of 
friendfhip  and  fair  weather.  Therefore  henceforward, 
to  all  thofe  confiderable  qualities  I  know  you  ppiTeffed 
of,  1  fhall  add  that  of  Prophecy.  But  I  ftill  believe 
Mr.  Wycherley's  intentions  were  good,  and  am  fatif- 

fied 
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fied  that  he  promifes  nothing,  but  with  a  real  defign 
to  perform  it :  How  much  foever  his  other  excellent 
qualities  are  above  my  imitation,  his  fmcerity,  I  hope, 
is  not ;  and  it  is  with  the  utmoft  that  I  am. 

Sir,  etc. 


LETTER    V. 

Jan.  2  2,  1708-9. 

HAD  fent  you  the  inclofed  papers'  before  this  time, 
J-  but  that  I  intended  to  have  brought  them,  myfelf, 
and  afterwards  could  find  no  opportunity  of  fending 
them  without  fufpicion  of  their  mifcarrying  ;  not  that 
they  are  of  the  leaft  value,  but  for  fear  fomebody 
might  be  foolifh  enough  to  imagine  them  fo,  and  in- 
quifitive  enough  to  difcover  thofe  faults  which  I  (by 
your  help)  would  correct.  I  therefore  beg  the  favour 
of  you  to  let  them  go  no  farther  than  your  chamber, 
and  to  be  very  free  of  your  remarks  in  the  margins, 
not  only  in  regard  to  the  accuracy,  but  to  the  fidehty 
of  the  tranflation ;  which  I  have  not  had  time  to 
compare  with  its  original.  And  I  defire  you  to  be 
the  more  fevere,  as  it  is  much  more  criminal  for  me 
to  make  another  fpeak  nonfenfe,  than  to  do  it  in  my 

own 

'  This  wdi  a  tranflation  of  the  firll  book  of  Statius,  done  when 
the  Author  was  but  fourteen  years  old,  as  appears  by  an  advertife- 
mcnt  before  the  firll  cditijn  of  it  in  a  mifcellany  publiflled  by  B. 
Lintot,  8vo,  IT!  I.  Pope. 
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own  proper  perfon.  For  your  better  help  in  compar- 
ing, it  may  be  fit  to  tell  you,  that  this  is  not  an  en- 
tire verfion  of  the  firft:  book.  There  is  an  omiffion 
from  the  i68th  line — yam  murmura  ferpunt  Plebis 
Agenorea — to  the  312th — Interea  patriis  olim  vagus 
exul  ab  or/V-7-(between  thefe*^  two  Statius  has  a  de- 
fcription  of  the  council  of  the  Gods,  and  a  fpeech  of 
Jupiter ;  which  contain  a  peculiar  beauty  and  majefly, 
and  were  left  out  for  no  other  reafon,  but  becaufe 
the  confequence  of  this  machine  appears  not  till  the 
fecond  book.)  The  tranflation  goes  on  from  thence 
to  the  words  Hie  vero  ambobus  rabiem  fortuna  cruentarrty 
where  there  is  an  odd  account  of  a  battle  at  fifty-cuffs 
between  the  two  Princes  on  a  very  flight  occafion,  and 
at  a  time  when,  one  would  think,  the  fatigue  of  their 
journey,  in  fo  tempeftuous  a  night,  might  have  ren_ 
dered  them  very  unfit  for  fuch  a  fcuffle.  This  I  had 
actually  tranllated,  but  was  very  ill  fatisfied  with  it, 
even  in  my  own  w^ords,  to  which  an  author  cannot 
but  be  partial  enough  of  confcience ;  it  was  therefore 
omitted  in  this  copy,  which  goes  on  above  eighty 
lines  farther,  at  the  words — Hie  primum  lujlrare  ocuUs\ 
etc. — to  the  end  of  the  book. 

You  will  find,  1  doubt  not,  that  Statius  *  was  none 
of  the  difcreeteft  Poets,  though  he  was  the  beft  verfi- 

fier 

■*  Thefe  he  fince  tranflated,  and  they  are  extant  in  the  printed 
verfion.  Pope. 

♦  Statius  is  one  iiiftance  among  a  thoufand,  that  a  man  may 
polfcfs  genius  and  imagination,  and  at   the  fame  time  want  tafte 

and 
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fier  next  Virgil :  In  the  very  beginning  he  unluckily 

betrays  his  ignorance  in  the  rules  of  Poetry  (which 

Horace  had  already  taught   the  Romans)  when  he 

aiks  his  Mufe  where  to  begin  his  Thebaid,  and  feems 

to  doubt  whether  it  fhould  not  be  ab  &vo  hedao. 

When  he  comes  to  the  fcene  of  his  Poem,  and  the 

prize  in  difpute  between  the  brothers,  he  gives  us  a 

very  mean  opinion  of  it Pugna  eji  de  paupere  regno 

' Very  different  from  the  conduct  of  his  mafter 

Virgil,  who  at  the  entrance  of  his  poem  informs  his 

reader  of  the  greatnefs  of  its  fubjedts — Tanta  molis 

erat    Romanam    condere    gentem.       [^oflii   on   Epic 

Poetr)\]     There  are  innumerable  little  faults  in  him, 

among  which  I  cannot  but  take  notice  of  one  m  this 

book,  where,  fpeaking  of  the  implacable  hatred  of 

the  brothers,  he  fays.  The  ivhole  world  would  be  too 

fmalla  prize  to  repay  fo  much  impiety. 

Quid  fi  peteretur  crimine  tanto 
Limes  uterque  poll,  quern  Sol  emifTus  Eoo 
Cardlne,  quem  porta  vergens  profpeftat  Ibera  ? 

This  was  pretty  well,  one  would  think,  already  ;  but 
he  goes  on : 

Quafque  procul  terras  obliquo  fydere  langit 
Avius,  aut  Borea  gelidas,  xnadidive  tepentes 
Igne  JNoti  ? 

After 

and  judgment.  Claudian  is  a  far  better  writer,  though  his  verfes 
have  more  monotony  than  the  numbers  of  Statius.  It  is  remarkable 
that  Gray's  firft  attempt  in  Englifti  verfe.  was  a  tranflation  of  a 
pafTage  in  Statius,  1736.  See  Memoirs,  p.  9.  410.  A  tranflation 
of  Statius,  by  feveral  hands,  was  intended  to  be-publi(hed.  Hartc 
traiiflated  the  fixtli  book,  and  Pitt  the  third.  •        Warton.- 
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After  all  this,  what  cpuld  a  Poet  think  of  but  Heaven 
itfclf  for  the  prize  ?     But  what  follows  is  aflonifhing: 

Quid  fi  Tyriae  PhrygLasve  fub  unum 
Convedtentur  opes  ? 

I  do  not  remember  to  have  met  with  fo  great  a  fall  in 
any  ancient  author  whatfoever.  I  fhould  not  have 
infifted  fo  much  on  the  faults  of  this  Poet  *,  if  I  did 
not  hope  you  would  take  the  fame  freedom  with,  and 
revenge  it  upon  his  Tranflator.  1  fhall  be  extremely 
glad  if  the  reading  this  can  be  any  amufement  to  you, 
the  rather  becaufe  I  had  the  diflatisfaftion  to  hear 
you  have  been  confined  to  your  chamber  by  an  ill- 
nefs,  which,  I  fear,  was  as  troublefome  a  companion 
as  I  have  fometimes  been  in  the. fame  place  ;  where, 
if  ever  you  found  any  pleafure  in  my  company,  it 
muft  furely  have  been  that  which  mod  men  take  in 
obferving  the  faults  and  follies  of  another ;  a  pleafure, 
which,  you  fee,  I  take  care  to  give  you  even  in  my 
abfence. 

If  you  will  oblige  me  at  your  leifure  with  the  con- 
firmation of  your  recovery,  under  your  own  hand,  it 
will  be  extremely  grateful  to  me,  for  next  to  the 
pleafure  of  feeing  my  friends,  is  that  I  take  in  hear- 
ing from  them  ;  and  in  this  particular  I  am  beyond  all 
acknowledgments  obliged  to  our  friend  Mr.  Wycher- 

ley. 

*  His  wild  and  gigantic  images,  and  pompous  didlion,  fo  much 
refembled  the  old  romances,  that  he  was  the  favourite  poet  of  the 
middle  ages.  War  ton*. 
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ley.  I  know  I  need  no  apology  to  you  for  fpeaking 
of  him,  whofe  example  as  I  am  proud  of  following  in 
all  things,  fo  in  nothing  more  than  in  profefling  my- 
felf,  like  him, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     VI. 

March  7,  1709. 
XT-QU  had  long  before  this  time  been  troubled  with 
a  letter  from  me,  but  that  I  deferred  it  till  I 
could  fend  you  either  the  Mifcellany  %  or  my  con- 
tinuation  of  the  verfion  of  Statius.  The  firfl  I  ima- 
gined you  might  have  had  before  now,  but  fince  the 
contrary  has  happened,  you  may  draw  this  moral  from 
it.  That  authors  in  general  are  more  ready  to  write 
nonfenfe,  than  bookfellers  are  to  publifh  it.  I  had  I 
know  not  what  extraordinary  flux  of  rhyme  upon  me 
for  three  days  together,  in  which  time  all  the  verfes 
you  fee  added,  have  been  written ;  which  I  tell  you 
that  you  may  more  freely  be  fevere  upon  them.  'Tis 
a  mercy  I  do  not  afTault  you  with  a  number  of 
original  bonnets  and  Epigrams,  which  our  modern 
bards  put  forth  in  the  fpring-time,  in  as  great  abund- 

ance, 

'  Jacob  Tonfon's  fixth  volume  of  Poetical  Mifcellanies,  in 
which  Mr.  Pope's  Paftorals,  and  fomc  verfions  of  Homer  and 
Chaucer  were  firft  printed.  Poph. 
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ance,  as  trees  do  bloflbms,  a  very  few  whereof  ever 
come  to  be  fruit,  and  pleafe  no  longer  than  jufl  in 
their  birth.  They  make  no  lefs  hafte  to  bring  their 
flowers  of  wit  to  the  prefs,  than  gardeners  to  bring 
their  other  flowers  to  the  market,  which  if  they 
can't  get  off  their  hands  in  the  morning,  are  fure  to 
die  before  night.  Thus  the  fame  reafon  that  furnilhes 
Covent-garden  with  thofe  nofegays  you  fo  delight  in, 
fupplies  the  Mufcs  Mercury  and  Britijh  Apollo  (not  to 
fay  Jacobs  Mifcellanies)  with  verfes.  And  it  is  the 
happinefs  of  this  age  that  the  modern  invention  of 
printing  poems  for  pence  a-piece,  has  brought  the 
nofegays  of  Parnaflfus  to  bear  the  fame  price  ;  where- 
by the  public-fpirited  Mr.  Henry  Hills  of  Black-friars 
has  been  the  caufe  of  great  eafe  and  fmgular  comfort 
to  all  the  learned,  who  never  over-abounding  in  tran- 
fitory  coin,  fliould  not  be  difcontented  (methinks) 
even  though  poems  were  diftributed  gratis  about  the 
fl:reets,  like  Bunyan's  fermons  and  other  pious 
treatifes,  ufually  pubUfhed  in  a  like  volume  and 
charader. 

The  time  now  drawing  nigh,  when  you  ufe  with 
Sappho  to  crofs  the  water  in  an  evening  to  Spring- 
garden,  I  hope  you  will  have  a  fair  opportunity  of 

ravifliing  her  : 1   mean  only  (as  Oldfox   in  the 

Plain-Dealer  fays)  through  the  ear,  with  your  well- 
penned  verfes.  I  wifli  you  all  the  pleafures  which  the 
leaibn  and  the  nymph  can  aflbrd ;  the  beft  company, 
the  bed  coffee,  and  the  beft  news  you  can  defire ;  and 

what 
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what  more  to  wi(h  you  than  this,  I  do  not  know ; 
unlefs  it  be  a  great  deal  of  patience  to  read  and 
examine  the  verfes  I  fend  you  :  I  promife  you  in 
retuni  a  great  deal  of  deference  to  your  judg- 
ment, and  an  extraordinary  obedience  to  your  fenti- 
ments  for  the  future  (to  which,  you  know,  I  have 
been  fometimes  a  little  refradory).  If  you  will  pleafe 
to  begin  where  you  left  off  laft,  and  mark  the  mar- 
gins, as  you  have  done  in  the  pages  immediately 
before,  (which  you  will  find  correded  to  your  fenfe 
fince  your  lafl:  perufal,)  you  will  extremely  oblige  me, 
and  improve  my  tranflation.  Befides  thofe  places 
which  may  deviate  from  the  fenfe  of  the  author,  it 
would  be  very  kind  in  you  to  obferve  any  deficiencies 
in  the  di£lion  or  numbers.  The  Hiatus  in  particular 
I  would  avoid  as  much  as  pofllble,  to  which  you  are 
certainly  in  the  right  to  be  a  profeffed  enemy  ;  though, 
I  confefs,  I  could  not  think  it  poflible  at  all  times  to 
be  avoided  by  any  writer,  till  I  found  by  reading 
Malherbe  *  lately,  that  there  is  fcarce  any  throughout 
his  poems.  1  thought  your  obfervation  true  enough 
to  be  pafTed  into  a  rule,  but  not  a  rule  without  ex- 
ceptions, nor  that  ever  it  had  been  reduced  to  prac- 
tice :  But  this  example  of  one  of  the  moll  correft  and 

beft 

*  The  firft  corre3  Poet  of  France  ;  to  whom  their  language 
had  inefthnable  obhgations.  The  notes  of  Menage  on  the  Works 
of  Malherbe,  abound  in  many  curious  critical  remarks  and  digref- 
fions.  Ronfard  had  a  more  vigorous  imagination  than  Malherbe, 
but  not  fo  true  a  tafte  and  judgment ;  his  ftyle  is  harili,  and  full 
of  barbarifms  and  foreign  idioms.  Wartok. 
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bed  of  their  Poets  has  undeceived  me,  and  confirms 
yoiir  opinion  very  jflrongly,  and  much  more  than  Mr. 
Dryden's  authority,  who,  though  he  made  it  a  rule, 
feldom  obferved  it. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VIL 

June  10,  /7C9. 

T  HA^E  received  part  of  the  verfion  of  Statius,  and 
return  you  my  thanks  for  your  remarks,  which  I 

think  to  be  juft,  except  where  you  cry  out  (like  one 

m   Horace's    Art   of   Poetry)   ptilchre,    bene,   re^e ! 

There  I  have  fome  fears  you  are  often,  if  not  always, 

in  the  wrong. 

One  of  your  objections,  namely  on  that  paflage, 
The  reft  revolving  years  fhall  ripen  into  fate, 

may  be  well-grounded,  in  relation  to  its  not  being 

the  exaft   fenfe   of  the  words ^  Certo   reliqua 

ordine  diicam.  But  the  duration  of  the  Aftion  of 
Statius's  poem  may  as  well  be  excepted  againft,  as 
many  things  befides  in  him ;  (which  I  wonder  BofTu  ^ 
has  not  obferved  ;)  for  inftead  of  confining  his  narra- 
tion 

'  Sec  tlic  fn-ft  book  of  Statins,  v.  302.  Pope. 

"  43o(ru  did  not  write  a  critique  upon  vStatius,  but  only  ufcd. 
him,  as  be  did- other  poets,  occalionally,  for  an  example.  So  that 
it  is  no  wonder  there  niould  be  faults  and  beauties  in  Statius  which 
he  did  not  take  notice  of.  '  Warbvrtos. 

VOL.  VII.  II 
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tion  to  one  year^  it  is  manifeftly  exceeded  in  the  very 

firfl:  two  books :    The  narration   begins  with  CEdi- 

pus's  prayer  to  the  Fury  to  promote  difcord  betwixt 

his  fons  ;  afterwards  the  Poet  exprefsly  defcribes  their 

entering  into  the  agreement  of  reigning  a  year  by 

turns  *  ;  and  Polynices  takes  his  flight  from  Thebes 

on  his  brother's  refufal  to  refign  the  throne.     All  this 

is  in  the  firfl  book ;  in  the  next  Tydeus  is  fent  ambaf- 

fador  to  Eteocles,  and   demands  his  refignation   in 

thefe  terms  : 

Aftriferum  velox  jam  circulus  orbcm 
Torfit,  et  amiflse  redierunt  montibus  umbrse, 
Ex  quo  frater  inops,  ignota  per  oppida  trifles 
Exul  agit  cafus. 

But  BofTu  himfelf  is  miflaken  in  one  particular,  re- 
lating to  the  commencement  of  the  adion  ;  faying, 
in  book  ii.  cap.  8.  that  Statius  opens  with  Europa's 
Rape,  whereas  the  Poet  at  mofl  only  deliberates 
whether  he  fhould  or  not  ^. 

Unde  jubetis 
Ii'C,  Dca?  ?  gentifne  caiuiin  primordia  dlra?, 
Sidonios  raptus  ?  etc. 

but  then  exprefsly  pafTes  all  this  with  a  longa  retro 

fcries — and  fays, 

limes 

*  AViBrtoii  fay.;,  *«  It  is  rather  ftrangc  that  our  Poet  Hioiild  make 
no  mention  of  the  Phaeniirue  of  Kuripides."  In  facl,  \.\\c  exleiil  of 
Pope's  clajfical  aud'iUony  at  the  time  he  wrote  theft  Letters,  is 
fufficiently  obvious. 

''  That  was  the  fame  to  Boflu's  purpofc  ;  which  was  only  tu 
fiifw,  tliat  there  w'cre  Epic  Poets  fo  ignorant,  or  fj  negligent  of 
rompofition,  as  not  to  know  where  their  fubjtd  fliould  bcgm. 

Warburtos. 
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limes  mihi  carminis  efto 
Oedipodae  confufa  domus. 

Indeed  there  are  numberlefs  particulars  blame-worthy 
in  our  author,  which  I  have  tried  to  foften  in  the 
verfion : 

dubiamque  jugo  fragor  impulit  Oeten 
In  latus,  et  geminis  vix  fluftibus  obftitit  Iflhmus, 

is  mod  extravagantly  hyperbolical :  Nor  did  I  ever 
read  a  greater  piece  of  tautology,  than 

Vacua  cum  folus  in  aula 
Refpiceresywj-  omne  tuunij  cutiBofque  minoreSi 
Et  nufquam  par  dare  caput. 

In  the  journey  of  Polynices  is  fome  geographical 
error  : 

In  medlls  audit  duo  litora  campis 

could  hardly  be ;  for  the  Ifthmus  of  Corinth  is  full 
five  miles  over :  And  caligantes  abrupto  fole  Mycenas^ 
is  not  confiftent  with  what  he  tells  us,  in  lib.  iv. 
lin.  305.  "  that  thofe  of  Mycenae  came  not  to  the 
"  war  at  this  time,  becaufe  they  were  then  in  con- 
"  fufion  by  the  divifions  of  the  brothers,  Atreus  and 
"  Thyeftes."  Now  from  the  raifmg  the  Greek  army 
againfl  Thebes,  back  to  the  time  of  this  journey  of 
Polynices,  is  (according  to  Statius's  own  account) 
three  years. 

Yours,  etc. 


H  2 
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LETTER    Vm. 

July  17,  1709. 
rpHE  morning  after  I  parted  from  you,  I  found  my- 
felf  (as  I  had  prophefied)  all  alone,  in  an  uneafy 
Stage-coach  ;  a  doleful  change  from  that  agreeabk 
company  I  enjoyed  the  night  before !  without  the 
leafl  hope  of  entertainment  but  from  my  laft  refource 
in  fuch  cafes,  a  Book.  I  then  began  to  enter  into 
acquaintance  with  your  Morahfts,  and  had  juft  re- 
ceived from  them  fome  cold  confolation  for  the  in- 
conveniencies  of  this  life,  and  the  uncertainty  of  hu- 
man affairs ;  when  I  perceived  my  vehicle  to  flop,  and 
heard  from  the  fide  of  it  the  dreadful  news  of  a  fick 
woman  preparing  to  enter  it.  'Tis  not  eafy  to  guefs 
>  at  my  mortification,  but  being  fo  well  fortified  with 
philofophy,  I  flood  refigned  with  a  floical  conflancy 
to  endure  the  worfl  of  evils,  a  fick  woman.  I  was 
indeed  a  little  comforted  to  find  by  her  voice  and 
drefs,  that  fhe  was  young  and  a  gentlewoman  ;  but 
no  iboner  was  her  hood  removed,  but  I  faw  one  of 
the  finefl  faces  I  ever  beheld,  and,  to  increafc  my  fur- 
prize,  heard  her  falute  me  by  my  name.  I  never 
had  more  reafon  to  accufe  nature  for  making  me 
fhort-fighted  than  now,  when  I  could  not  recoiled  I 
had  ever  feen  thofe  fair  eyes  which  knew  me  fo  well, 
and  was  utterly  at  a  lofs  how  to  addrefs  myfelf  j  till 

with 
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with  a  great  deal  of  fimplicity  and  innocence  fhe  let 
me  know  (even  before  I  difcovered  my  ignorance), 
that  flie ,  was  the  daughter  of  one  in  our  neighbour- 
hood, lately  married,  who  having  been  confulting 
her  phyficians  in  town,  was  returning  into  the 
country,  to  try  what  good  air  and  a  hufband  could 
do  to  recover  her.  My  father,  you  muft  know,  has 
fometimes  recommended  the  ftudy  of  phyfic  to  me, 
but  I  never  had  any  ambition  to  be  a  dodor  till  this 
inftant.  I  ventured  to  prefcribe  fome  fruit  (which  I 
happened  to  have  in  the  coach),  which  being  forbid- 
den her  by  her  doflors,  (he  had  the  more  inclination 
to.  In  Ihort,  I  tempted,  and  fhe  eat ;  nor  was  I  more 
like  the  Devil  than  (he  like  Eve.  Having  the  good 
fuccefs  of  the  aforefaid  tempter  before  my  eyes,  I  put 
on  the  gallantry  of  the  old  ferpent,  and  in  fpite  of  my 
evil  form  accofted  her  with  all  the  gaiety  I  was  mafter 
of;  which  had  fo  good  effect,  that  in  lefs  than  an 
hour  (he  grew  pleafant,  her  colour  returned,  and  (he 
was  pleafed  to  fay  my  prefcription  had  wrought  an 
immediate  cure  :  In  a  word,  I  had  the  pleafanteil 
journey  imaginable. 

Thus  far  (methinks)  my  letter  has  fomething  of 
the  air  of  a  romance,  though  it  be  true.  But  I  hope 
you  will  look  on  what  follows  as  the  greatefl  of 
truths,  that  I  think  myfelf  extremely  obliged  by  you 
in  all  points  ;  efpecially  for  your  kind  and  honourable 
information  and  advice  in  a  matter  of  the  utmofl 
concern  to  me,  which  I  fhall  ever  acknowledge  as  the 

H  3  highell 
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higheft  proof  at  once  of  your  friendfliip,  juftice,  and 
fincerity.  At  the  fame  time  be  affured,  that  Gentle- 
man '  wc  fpoke  of,  fhall  never  by  any  alteration  in  me 
difcover  any  knowledge  of  his  miftake ;  the  hearty 
forgiving  of  which  is  the  only  kind  of  return  I  can 
poffibly  make  him  for  fo  many  favours :  And  1  may 
derive  this  pleafure  at  leaft  from  it,  that  whereas  I 
muft  otherwife  have  been  a  little  uneafy  to  know  my 
Incapacity  of  returning  his  obligations,  I  may  now,  by 
bearing  his  frailty,  exercife  my  gratitude  and  friend- 
fhip  more  than  himfelf  either  is,  or  perhaps  ever  will 
be,  fenfible  of. 

Ille  meos,  primus  qui  me  fibi  junxit,  amores 
Abftulit  J  ille  habeat  fecum,  fervetque  fepulchro  ! 

•  But  in  one  thing,  I  muft  confefs  you  have  yourfelf 
obliged  me  more  than  any  man,  which  is,  that  you 
have  fhewed  me  many  of  my  faults,  to  which  as  you 
are  the  more  an  implacable  enemy,  fo  much  the  more 
you  are  a  kind  friend  to  me.  I  could  be  proud  in 
revenge,  to  find  a  few  flips  in  your  verfes,  which  I  read 

in 

'  Mr.  Wyclierlcy. — From  his  laft  Lcttci-s  to  Mr.  Pope,  the 
reader  may  perceive  fomething  of  a  growing  colduefs  and  difgull, 
apparently  proceeding  from  the  liberties  his  young  friend  had 
taken  with  his  verfiiication  and  compofition.  Little  virtue,  and 
an  exceflive  affeftation  of  being  witty,  joined  to  the  common  in- 
firmities of  old  age,  jealoufy  and  lofs  of  memory,  are  fufficient  to 
account  for  the  inftability  of  his  friendfhip,  though  we  were  not 
to  fuppofe  (what  was  the  fadl)  that  our  Poet  had  ill  offices  done 
him  by  thofe  who  were  generally  about  the  old  man.  For  (as  Mr. 
Pope  rightly  obfervcs)  each  ill  Author  is  as  bad  a  Friend. 

Warburton. 
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in  London,  and  fince  in  the  country,  with  more 
application  and  pleafure :  The  thoughts  are  very  juft, 
and  you  are  fure  not  to  let  them  fufFer  by  the  verfifi- 
cation.  If  you  would  oblige  me  with  the  truft  of 
any  thing  of  yours,  I  fhould  be  glad  to  execute  any 
commiflions  you  would  give  me  concerning  them, 
1  am  here  fo  perfectly  at  leifure,  that  nothing  would 
be  fo  agreeable  an  entertainment  to  me ;  but  if  you 
will  not  aftbrd  me  that,  do  not  deny  me  at  leall  the 
fatisfadion  of  your  letters  as  long  as  we  are  abfent, 
if  you  would  not  have  him  very  unhappy,  who  is 
very  fmcerely 

Your,  etc. 

Having  a  vacant  fpace  here,  I  will  fill  it  with  a 
fhort  Ode  on  Solitude,  which  I  found  yefterday  by 
great  accident,  and  which  I  find  by  the  date  was 
written  when  I  was  not  twelve  years  old ;  that  you 
may  perceive  how  long  I  have  continued  in  my  paf- 
fion  for  a  rural  life,  and  in  the  fame  employments 
of  it. 

Happy  the  man,  whofe  wifh  and  care 

A  few  paternal  acres  bound, 
Content  to  breathe  his  native  air 

In  his  own  ground. 

Whofe  herds  with  milk,  whofe  fields  with  bread, 

Whofe  flocks  fupply  him  with  attire, 
Whofe  treea  in  fummcr  yield  him  fhade, 
In  winter,  fire. 

H  4  Blefl 
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Bled  who  can  unconcern'dly  find 

Hours,  days,  and  years  Aide  foft  away. 
In  health  of  body,  peace  of  mind. 
Quiet  by  day. 

Sound  fleep  by  night ;  ftudy  and  eafe. 

Together  mix'd ;  fweet  recreation, 
And  innocence  which  mod  does  pleafe. 
With  meditation. 

Thus  let  me  live,  unfeen,  unknown. 

Thus  unlamented  let  me  die, 
Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  ftone 
Tell  where  I  l^e. 


LETTER    IX. 

Aug.  19,  1709. 
T  F  I  were  to  write  to  you  as  often  as  I  think  of  you, 
my  letters  would  be  as  bad  as  a  rent-charge  ;  but 
though  the  one  be  but  too  little  for  your  good- 
nature, the  other  would  be  too  much  for  your  quiet, 
which  is  one  ble fling  good-nature  fliould  indifpenfably 
receive  from  mankind,  in  return  for  thofe  many  it  gives. 
I  have  been  informed  of  late,  how  much  I  am  indebted 
to  that  quality  of  yours,  in  fpeaking  well  of  me  in 
my  abfence ;  the  only  thing  by  which  you  prove 
yourfelf  no  wit  nor  critic :   though   indeed   I  have 

often 
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often  thought,  that  a  friend  will  Ihew  jiifl;  as  much 
indulgence  (and  no  more)  to  my  faults  when  I  am 
abfent,  as  he  does  feverity  to  them  when  I  am  prefent. 
To  be  very  frank  with  you,  Sir,  I  mufl:  own,  that 
where  I  received  fo  much  civility  at  firft,  I  could 
hardly  have  expefted  fo  much  fincerity  afterwards. 
But  now  I  have  only  to  wifli,  that  the  laft  were  but 
equal  to  the  firft,  and  that  as  you  have  omitted 
nothing  to  oblige  me,  fo  you  would  omit  nothing  to 
improve  me. 

I  caufed  an  acquaintance  of  mine  to  enquire  twice 
of  your  welfare,  by  whom  I  have  been  informed,  that 
you  have  left  your  fpeculative  angle  in  the  Widow's 
Cofl'ee-houfe,  and  bidding  adieu  for  fome  time  to  all 
the  Rehearfals,  Reviews,  Gazettes,  etc.  have  marched 
off"  into  Lincolnfliire.  Thus  1  find  you  vary  your 
life  in  the  Scene  at  leaft,  though  not  in  the  Adion  ; 
for  though  life  for  the  mod:  part,  like  an  old  play,  be 
ftill  the  fame,  yet  now  and  then  a  new  fcene  may 
make  it  more  entertaining.  As  for  myfelf,  I  would 
not  have  my  life  a  very  regular  play,  let  it  be  a 
good  ^  meri-y  farce,  a  G — d's  name,  and  a  fig  for  the 
critical  unities !  For  the  generality  of  men^  a  true 
modern  life  is  like  a  true  modern  play,  neither  tra- 
gedy, comedy,  nor  farce,  nor  one  nor  all  of  thefe ; 
every  aftor  is  much  better  known  by  his  having  the 

fame 

*■  Tolerable  farce   in    ihc    A\;tbor'8   own    Edit,  a   GjiTs   namr 
oinitied  thcre^  Warburto:^. 
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fame  face,  than  by  keeping  the  fame  charafter :  fof 
we  change  our  minds  as  often  as  they  can  their  parts, 
and  who  was  yefterday  Caefar,  is  this  day  Sir  John 
Daw.  So  that  one  might  afk  the  fame  queftion  of 
a  modern  life,  that  Rich  did  of  a  modern  play ; 
"  Pray  do  me  the  favour.  Sir,  to  inform  me ;  is  this 
"  your  Tragedy  or  your  Comedy  ?'* 

I  have  dwelt  the  longer  upon  this,  becaufe  I  per- 
fuade  myfelf  it  might  be  ufeful,  at  a  time  when  we 
have  no  theatre,  to  divert  ourfelves  at  this  great  one. 
Here  is  a  glorious  {landing  comedy  of  Fools,  at 
which  every  man  is  heartily  merry,  and  thinks  hini- 
felf  an  unconcerned  fpeclator.  This  (to  our  fmgular 
comfort)  neither  my  Lord  Chamberlain,  nor  the 
Queen  herfelf,  can  ever  fhut  up  or  filence. — '  While 
that  of  Drury  (alas !)  lies  defolate,  in  the  profoundeft 
peace  :  and  the  melancholy  profpect  of  the  nymphs 
yet  lingering  about  its  beloved  avenues,  appears  no 
lefs  moving  than  that  of  the  Trojan  dames  lamenting 
over  their  ruined  Ilium !  What  can  they  hope,  dif- 
poflefled  of  their  ancient  feats,  but  to  ferve  as  captives 
to  the  infulting  victors  of  the  Hay-market?  The 
afflifted  fubjefts  of  France  do  not,  in  our  Poftman, 
fo  grievoufly  deplore  the  obftinacy  of  their  arbitrary 
monarch,  as  thefe  perifhing  people  of  Drury  the  ob- 
durate heart  of  that  Pharaoh,  Rich,  who,  like  him, 

difdains 

'  What  follows,   to  the  end  of  this  Letter,  is  omitted  in  the 
Author's  own  Edit.  aVVarburton. 
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difdains  all  propofals  of  peace  *  and  accommodation. 
Several  libels  have  been  fecretly  affixed  to  the  great 
gates  of  his  imperial  palace  in  Bridges-flreet ;  and  a 
memorial)  reprefenting  the  diflreffes  of  thefe  perfons, 
has  been  accidentally  dropt  (as  we  are  credibly  in- 
formed by  a  perfon  of  quality)  out  of  his  firft  mi- 
nifter  the  chief  box-keeper's  pocket,  at  a  late  con- 
ference of  the  faid  perfon  of  quality,  and  others,  on 
the  part  of  the  Confederates,  and  his  Theatrical 
Majefly  on  his  own  part.  Of  this  you  may  expect  a 
copy  as  foon  as  it  fhall  be  tranfmitted  to  us  from  a 
good  hand.  As  for  the  late  Congrefs,  it  is  here 
reported,  that  it  has  not  been  wholly  ineffedual ; 
but  this  wants  confirmation :  yet  we  cannot  but 
hope  the  concurring  prayers  and  tears  of  fo  many 
wretched  ladies  may  induce  this  haughty  prince  to 
reafon. 

I  am,  etc. 

*  A  full  account  of  thcfe  Theatrical  fqiiabbles  may  be  feeii 
in  Gibber's  entertaining  Life,  and  in  Davies's  Dramatic  Mifcel- 
lanics.  War  ton. 
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LETTER    X. 

Q&.  19,  1709. 
T  MAY  truly  fay  I  am  more  obliged  to  you  this 
fummer  than  to  any  of  my  acquaintance,  for  had 
it  not  been  for  the  two  kind  letters  you  fent  me,  I 
had  been  perfectly  oblitufque  meorum^  oblivifcendus  Eff 
illis.  The  only  companions  I  had  were  thofe  Mufes, 
of  whom  Tully  fays,  Adolefcentiam  alunt^  fmeSlidem 
oble6lant^  fecundas  res  ornanty  adverfis  perfugium  ac 
folatium  prabent^  deledant  domi,  non  impedhwt  foris^ 
perno6la7it  nobifcum,  peregrinantur^  rujlicantur  :  which 
indeed  is  as  much  as  ever  I  expected  from  them  :  for 
the  Mufes,  if  you  take  them  as  companions,  are  very 
pleafant  and  agreeable,  but  whoever  fhould  be  forced 
to  live  or  depend  upon  them,  would  find  himfelf  in 
a  very  bad  condition.  That  Quiet,  which  Cowley 
calls  the  Companion  of  Obfcurity^  was  not  wanting  to 
me,  unlefs  it  was  interrupted  by  thofe  fears  you  fo 
juftly  guefs  I  had  for  our  friend's  welfare.  *Tis  ex- 
tremely kind  in  you  to  tell  me  the  news  you  heard 
of  him,  and  you  have  delivered  me  from  more 
anxiety  than  he  imagines  me  capable  of  on  his  account, 
as  1  am  convinced  by  his  long  filencc.  However, 
the  love  of  fome  things  rewards  itfelf,  as  of  virtue, 
and  of  Mr.  Wycherley.  I  am  furprifed  at  the  dan- 
ger you  tell  me  he  has  been  in,  and  mult  agree  with 

you. 
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you.  that  our  nation  \vould  have  loft  in  him  as  much 
wit  and  probity,  as  would  have  remained  (for  aught 
I  know)  in  the  reft  of  it.  My  concern  for  his  friend- 
fliip  will  excufe  me  (fmce  1  know  you  honour  him 
fo  much,  and  fmce  you  know  I  love  him  above  all 
men)  if  I  vent  part  of  my  uneafmefs  to  you,  and  tell 
you,  that  there  has  not  been  wanting  one,  to  infmuate 
malicious  untruths  of  me  to  Mr.  Wycherley,  which, 
1  fear,  may  have  had  fome  effefl  upon  him.  If  fo, 
he  will  have  a  greater  punifliment  for  his  credulitv 
than  I  could  wifti  him,  in  that  fellow*s  acquaintance. 
The  lofs  of  a  faithful  creature  is  fomething,  though 
of  ever  fo  contemptible  a  one ;  and  if  I  were  to  change 
my  dog  for  fuch  a  man  as  the  aforefaid,  I  Ihould 
think  my  dog  undervalued ;  who  follows  me  about 
as  conftantly  here  in  the  country,  as  I  was  ufed  to  do 
Mr.  Wycherley  in  the  town. 

Now  I  talk  of  my  dog,  that  I  may  not  treat  of  a 
worfe  fubje£t,  which  my  fpleen  tempts  me  to,  I  will 
give  you  fome  account  of  him  j  a  thing  not  wholly 
unprecedented,  fmce  Montaigne  (to  whom  I  am  but 
a  dog  in  comparifonj  has  done  the  fame  thing  of  his 
cat.  Die  tnihi  quid  melius  deftdiofus  agam  ?  You  are 
to  know  then,  that  as  *tis  likenefs  begets  affedion, 
fo  my  favourite  dog  is  a  little  one,  a  lean  one,  and 
none  of  the  fineft  fhaped.  He  is  not  much  a  fpaniel 
in  his  fawning,  but  has  (what  might  be  worth  any 
man's  while  to  imitate  him  in)  a  dumb  furly  fort  of 
kindnefs,  that  rather  fhews  itfelf  when  he  thinks  me 

ill-ufed 
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ill-ufed  by  others,  than  when  tve  walk  quietly  and 
peaceably  by  ourfelves.  If  it  be  the  chief  point  of 
friendfliip  to  comply  with  a  friend's  motions  and  in- 
clinations, he  poffelTes  this  in  an  eminent  degree  ;  he 
lies  down  when  I  fit,  and  walks  when  I  walk,  which 
is  more  than  many  good  friends  can  pretend  to,  wit- 

nefs  our  walk  a  year  ago  in  St.  James's  Park. 

Hiftories  are  more  full  of  examples  of  the  fidelity  of 
dogs  than  of  friends,  but  I  will  not  infift  upon  many 
of  them,  becaufe  it  is  poffible  fome  may  be  almofl  as 
fabulous  as  thofe  of  Pylades  and  Orefles,  etc.  I 
will  only  fay  for  the  honour  of  dogs,  that  the  two 
moft  ancient  and  efteemable  books,  facred  and  pro- 
phane,  extant,  (viz.  the  Scripture  and  Homer,)  have 
fhewn  a  particular  regard  to  thefe  animals.  That  of 
Toby  *  is  the  more  remarkable,  becaufe  there  feemed 
no  manner  of  reafon  to  take  notice  of  the  dog,  be- 
fides  the  great  humanity  of  the  author.  Homer's 
account  of  Ulyfles's  dog  Argus  is  the  moft  pathetic 
imaginable,  all  the  circumftances  confidered,  and  an 
excellent  proof  of  the  old  bard's  good-nature.  Ulyf. 
fes  had  left  him  at  Ithaca  when  he  embarked  for 
Troy,  and  found  him  at  his  return  after  twenty  years 
(which  by  the  way  is  not  unnatural,  as  fome  critics 
have  faid,  fince  I  remember  the  dam  of  my  dog  was 
twenty-two  years  old  when  flie  died :  may  the  omen 
of  longevity  prove  fortunate  to  her  fuccelTors").  You 
fiiall  have  it  in  verfe  : 

♦  The  fimplicity  and  unaffciled   tendernefs    exhibited    in    the 
beautiful  hiltcry  of  Tobit,  was  never  fiirpafled. 

ARGUS. 
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ARGUS, 

When  wife  Ulyfles,  from  his  native  coaft 

Long  kept  by  wars,  and  long  by  tempefts  toft, 

Arriv'd  at  laft,  poor,  old,  difguis'd,  alone. 

To  all  his  friends,  and  even  his  Queen  unknown  : 

Chang'd  as  he  was,  with  age,  and  toils,  and  cares,  • 

Furrow'd  his  reverend  face,  and  white  his  hairs. 

In  his  own  palace  forc'd  to  afk  his  bread, 

Scorn'd  by  thofe  flaves  his  former  bounty  fed. 

Forgot  of  all  his  own  domellic  crew  ; 

The  faithful  dog  alone  his  rightful  mafter  knew  ! 

Unfed,  unhous'd,  neglected,  on  the  clay. 

Like  an  old  fervant  now  cafliier'd,  he  lay  ; 

Touch'd  with  refentment  of  ungrateful  man. 

And  longing  to  behold  his  ancient  Lord  again. 

Him  when  he  faw  * — he  rofe,  and  crawl'd  to  meet, 

('Twas  all  he  cou'd,)  and  fawn'd,  and  kifs'd  his  feet, 

.Seiz'd  with  dumb  joy — then  falling  by  his  fide, 

Own'd  his  returning  Lord,  look'd  up,  and  dy'd  ! 

Plutarch  relating  how  the  Athenians  were  obliged 
to  abandon  Athens  in  the  time  of  Themiftocles,  fleps 
back  again  out  of  the  way  of  his  hiftory,  purely  to 
defcribe  the  lamentable  cries  and  bowlings  of  the  poor 
dogs  they  left  behind.  He  makes  mendon  of  one 
that  followed  his  mailer  acrofs  the  fea  to  Salamis, 
where  he  died,  and  was  honoured  with  a  tomb  by 
the  Athenians,  who  gave  the  name  of  the  Dog's  Grave 

to 

*  I  know  not  fwceter  lines  in  our  lang uagc  than  thefe  four ; 
Prior  fays  well  in  Solomon,  b.  i. 

And  dying  licks  his  long-lov'd  mafter's  feet. 

Which  my  friend  Dobfon  admirably  tranflated, 

lit  lambit  charum  linsjiia  moriente  magiftrum.       Warton. 
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to  that  part  of  the  ifland  where  he  was  buried.  Thi3 
tefpe£t  to  a  dog  in  the  mofl:  polite  people  in  the  world, 
is  very  obfervable.  A  modern  inftance  of  gratitude 
to  a  dog  (though  we  have  few  fuch)  is,  that  the  chief 
order  of  Denmark  fnow  injurioufly  called  the  order 
of  the  Elephant)  was  inftituted  in  memory  of  the 
fidelity  of  a  dog,  named  Wild-brat,  to  one  of  their 
Kings  who  had  been  deferted  by  his  fubjeds ;  he 
gave  his  Order  this  motto,  or  to  this  effeQ:,  (which 
ftill  remains,)  Wild-brat  was  faithful*.  Sir  William 
Trumbull  has  told  me  a  llory  ",  which  he  heard  from 
©ne  that  was  prefent :  King  Charles  I.  being  with 
fome  of  his  court  during  his  troubles,  a  difcourfe 
arofe  what  fort  of  dogs  deferved  pre-eminence,  and 
it  being  on  all  hands  agreed  to  belong  either  to  the 
fpanlel  or  grey-hound,  the  king  gave  his  opinion  on 
the  part  of  the  grey-hound,  becaufe  (faid  he)  it  has 
all  the  good-nature  of  the  other,  without  fawning. 
A  good  piece  of  fatire  upon  his  courtiers,  with  which 
I  will  conclude  my  difcourfe  of  dogs.  Call  me  a 
cynic,  or  what  you  pleafe,  in  revenge  for  all  this  im- 
pertinence, I  will  be  contented  ;  provided  you  will 
but  believe  me,  when  I  fay  a  bold  word  for  a  Chrif- 
tian,  that,  of  all  dogs,  you  will  find  none  more  faith- 
ful than 

Your,  etc. 

*  The  poetical  world  has  feldom  fcen  any  thnig  more  plcafing 
and  elegant  on  this  fiibjeft,  than  Wm.  Spencer's  Ballad  of  Beth 
Gellert,  or  the  Grave  of  the  Grey-hound. 

"■  Sir  Philip  Warwick  tells  us  this  ftory  in  his  Memoirs. 

Warburton. 
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April  10,   171©. 

T  HAD  written  to  you  fooner,  but  that  I  made  fome 
fcruple  of  fending  profane  things  to  you  in  Holy 
Week  *.  Befides,  our  family  would  have  been  fcandal- 
ized  to  fee  me  write,  who  take  it  for  granted  I  write 
nothing  but  ungodly  verfes.  I  affure  you  I  am  looked 
upon  in  the  neighbourhood  for  a  very  well-difpofed 
perfon,  no  great  Hunter  indeed,  but  a  great  admirer 
of  the  noble  fport,  and  only  unhappy  in  my  want  of 
conftitution  for  that,  and  Drinking.  They  all  fay 
'tis  a  pity  I  am  fo  fickly,  and  I  think  'tis  pity  they 
are  fo  healthy.  But  I  fay  nothing  that  may  deftroy 
their  good  opinion  of  me  :  I  have  not  quoted  one 
Latin  Author  fmcc  I  came  down,  but  have  learned 
without  book  a  fong  of  Mr.  Thomas  Durfey's,  who 
is  your  only  Poet  of  tolerable  reputation  in  this  coun- 
try. He  makes  all  the  merriment  in  our  entertain- 
ments, and  but  for  him,  there  would  be  fo  miferable 
a  dearth  of  catches,  that,  I  fear,  they  would  put 
either  the  Parfon  or  me  upon  making  fome  for  'em. 
Any  man,  of  any  quality,  is  heartily  welcome  to  the 
bell  toping  table  of  our  gentry,  who  can  roar  out 
fome  Rhapfodies  of  his  works ;  fo  that  in  the  fame 
manner  as  it  was  faid  of  Homer  to  his  detra6lors. 
What !  dares  any  man  fpeak  againfl:  him  who  has 

given 

*  Pope's  father  and  mother  were  rigid  Catholics. 
VOL.  VII.  I 
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given  fo  many  men  to  eat  ?  (meaning  the  Rhapfodifts 
who  lived  by  repeating  his  verfesj)  thus  may  it  be  faid 
of  Mr.  Durfey  to  his  detractors  :  Dares  any  one  de- 
fpife  him  who  has  made  fo  many  men  drink  ?  Alas, 
Sir!  this  is  a  glory  which  neither  you  nor  I  muft 
ever  pretend  to.  Neither  you  with  your  Ovid,  nor  I 
with  my  Statins,  can  amufe  a  board  of  juftices  and 
extraordinary  'fquires,  or  gain  one  hum  of  approba- 
tion, or  laugh  of  admiration.  Thefe  Things  (they 
would  fay)  are  too  ftudious,  they  may  do  well  enough 
with  fuch  as  love  reading,  but  give  us  your  ancient 
Poet  Mr.  Durfey  *  !  'Tis  mortifying  enough,  it  mud 
be  confefTed  j  but,  however,  let   us  proceed  in  the 

way  that  Nature  has  direfled  us Multi  multafcient, 

fed  nemo  omnia,  as  is  faid  in  the  almanack.  Let  us 
communicate  our  works  for  our  mutual  comfort : 
fend  me  elegies,  and  you  fhall  not  want  heroics.  At 
prefent,  I  have  only  thefe  arguments  in  profe  to  the 
Thebaid,  which  you  claim  by  promife,  as  I  do  your 
Tranflation  of  Pars  me  Sulmo  tenet, — and  the  Ring  ; 
the  reft  I  hope  for  as  foon  as  you  can  conveniently 
tranfcribe  them,  and  whatfoever  orders  you  are  pleafed 
to  give  me  fhall  be  pundually  obeyed  by 

Your,  etc. 

*  He  was  every  fummer  invited  to  a  fifhing-party  at  Mr.  yona^s 
of  Ramfbury,  a  man  of  conliderable  properly  in  Wiltfhire.  Harie 
told  me  his  friend  Fenian  alluded  to  this  vifit  in  his  elegant  EpiWe 
to  Lamhard  : 

By  long  experience,  Durfey  may,  no  doubt, 

Enfiiare  a  gudgeon,  or  fometimcs  a  trout  ; 

Yet  Drydcn  once  cxclaim'd,  in  partial  fpite, 

Hefjh!  bccaufe  the  man  attempts  to  write.         Wartok. 
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LETTER    Xn. 

May  lo,    1 7 10. 

T  HAD  not  fo  long  omitted  to  exprefs  my  acknow- 
ledgments to  you  for  fo  much  good-nature  and 
friendfhip  as  you  lately  fliewed  me;  but  that  I  am 
but  jufl  returned  to  my  own  hermitage,  from  Mr. 
C**s  ,  who  has  done  me  fo  many  favours,  that  1  am 
almofl:  inclined  to  think  my  friends  infed  one  ano- 
ther, and  that  your  converfation  with  him  has  made 
him  as  obliging  to  me  as  yourfelf.  I  can  alTure 
you,  he  has  a  fincere  refpeft  for  you,  and  this,  I 
believe,  he  has  partly  contrafted  from  me,  who 
am  too  full  of  you  not  to  overflow  upon  thofe  I 
converfe  with.  But  I  muft  now  be  contented  to 
converfe  only  with  the  dead  of  this  world;  that  is 
to  fay,  the  dull  and  obfcure,  every  way  obfcurc, 
in  their  intelleds  as  well  as  their  perfons :  or  elfe 
have  recourfe  to  the  living  dead,  the  old  authors  with 
whom  you  are  fo  well  acquainted,  even  from  Virgil 
ilown  to  Aulus  Gellius,  whom  I  do  not  think  a 
critic  by  any  means  to  be  compared  to  Mr.  Dennis : 
and  I  muft  declare  pofitively  to  you,  that  I  will  per- 
fifl:  in  this  opinion,  till  you  become  a  little  more 
civil  to  Atticus.  Who  could  have  imagined,  that 
he,  who  had  efcaped  all  the  misfortunes  of  his  time, 
unhurt  even  by  the  profcriptions  of  Antony  and 
Auguftus,  fhould   in  thefe  days  find  an  enemy   more 

I  2  feverc 
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fevere  and  barbarous  than  thofe  tyrants  ?  and  that 
enemy  the  gentleft  too,  the  bed  natured  of  mortals, 
Mr.  Cromwell,  whom  I  muft  in  this  compare  once 
more  to  Auguftus ;  who  feemed  not  more  unlike 
himfelf  in  the  feverity  of  one  part  of  his  life  and  the 
clemency  of  the  other,  than  you.  I  leave  you  to 
refle£t  on  this,  and  hope  that  time  (which  mollifies 
rocks,  and  of  ftifif  things  makes  limber)  will  turn  a 
refolute  critic  to  a  gentle  reader ;  and  inflead  of  this 
pofitive,  tremendous  new-fafhioned  Mr.  Cromwell,  re- 
ftore  unto  us  our  old  acquaintance,  the  foft,  benefi- 
cent, and  courteous  Mr.  Cromwell. 

I  expeft  much,  towards  the  civilizing  of  you  in 
your  critical  capacity,  from  the  innocent  air  and 
tranquillity  of  our  Foreft,  when  you  do  me  the  fa- 
vour to  vifit  it.  In  the  mean  time,  it  would  do  well 
by  way  of  preparative,  if  you  would  duly  and  con- 
flantly  every  morning  read  over  a  paft:oral  of  Theo- 
critus or  Virgil ;  and  let  the  lady  Ifabella  put  your 
Macrobius  and  Aulus  Gellius  fomewhere  out  of  your 
way,  for  a  month  or  fo.  Who  knows  but  travelling 
and  long  airing  in  an  open  field,  may  contribute  more 
fuccefsfully  to  the  cooling  a  critic's  feverity,  than  it 
did  to  the  afluaging  of  Mr.  Cheek's  anger  of  old  ?  In 
thefe  fields,  you  will  be  fecure  of  finding  no  enemy, 
but  the  mod  faithful  and  afFedionate  of  your  friends, 
etc. 
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May  17,  1710. 
A  FTER  I  had  recovered  from  a  dangerous  illnefs, 
which  was  firfl:  contraded  in  town  about  a  fort- 
night after  my  coming  hither,  1  troubled  you  with  a 
letter,  and  "  paper  inclofed,  which  you  had  been  fo 
obliging  as  to  defire  a  fight  of  when  laft  I  faw  you, 
promifmg  me  in  return  fome  tranflations  of  yours 
from  Ovid.  Since  when  I  have  not  had  a  fyllable 
from  your  hands,  fo  that  'tis  to  be  feared  that  though 
1  have  efcaped  death,  I  have  not  oblivion.  I  fhould 
at  leafl:  have  expected  you  to  have  finifhed  that  elegy 
upon  me,  which  you  told  me  you  was  upon  the  point 
of  beginning  when  I  was  fick  in  London ;  if  you  will 
but  do  fo  much  for  me  firfl,  I  will  give  you  leave  to 
forget  me  afterwards  ;  and  for  my  own  part  will  die 
at  difcretion,  and  at  my  leifure.  But  I  fear  I  mufl 
be  forced,  like  many  learned  authors,  to  write  my 
own  epitaph,  if  I  would  be  remembered  at  all.  Mon- 
fiur  de  la  Fontaine's  would  fit  me  to  a  hair,  but  it 
is  a  kind  of  facrilege  (do  you  think  it  is  not  ?)  to  fteal 
epitaphs.  In  my  prefent  living  dead  condition  no- 
thing would  be  properer  than  ObJHufque  meorum^ 
dylivifcendus  et  illis,  but  that  unluckily  I  can't  forget 

my 

"  Verfcs  on  Silence,  in   imitation  of  the  Earl   of  Rochefter's 
poem  on  Nothing- ;  done  at  fourteen  years  old.  Pope, 

^3 
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my  friends,  and  the  civilities  I  received  from  yourfelf, 
and  fome  others.     They  fay  indeed  *tis  one  quality 
of  generous  minds  to  forget  the  obligation  they  have 
conferred,  and   perhaps  too  it  may  be  fo  to  forget 
thofe  on  whom  they  conferred  *em :  Then  indeed  I 
muft  be  forgotten  to  all  intents  and  purpofes !  I  am, 
it  muft  be  owned,  dead  in  a  natural  capacity,  accord- 
ing to  Mr.  Bickerftaff  J  dead  in  a  poetical  capacity, 
as  a  damned  author  ;  and  dead  in  a  civil  capacity,  as 
a  ufelefs  member  of  the  Commonwealth.     But  re- 
fleO:,  dear  Sir,   what  melancholy  efte£ls  may  enfue, 
if  dead  men  are  not  civil  to  one  another  !    If  he  who 
has  nothing  to  do  himfelf  will  not  comfort  and  fup- 
port  another  in  his  idlenefs :  if  thofe  who  are  to  die 
themfelves,  will  not  now  and  then  pay  the  charity  of 
vifiting  a  tomb  and  a  dead  friend,  and  ftrowing  a  few 
flowers  over  him  :  In  the  (hades  where  I  am,  the  in- 
habitants have  a  mutual  compaflion  for  each  other ; 
being  all  alike  Inanes  ;  we  faunter  to  one  another's 
habitations,  and  daily  afTift  each  other  in  doing  no- 
ticing  at   all.     This   I   mention  for  your  edification 
and  example,  that  all  alive  as  you  are,  you  may  not 
fometimcs  difdain — dcfipcrc  in  loco.     Though  you  are 
no  Paplft,  and  have  not  fo  much  regard  to  the  dead 
as  to  addrefs  yourfelf  to  them,  (which  I  plainly  per- 
ceive  by  your  filence,)  yet  I  hope  you  are  not  one 
of  thofe  heterodox,  who  hold  them  to  be  totally  in- 
fcnfible  of  the  good  offices  and  kind  wifhes  of  their 
living  friends,  and  to  be  in  a  dull  ftate  of  lleep  with- 
out 
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out  one  dream  of  thofe  they  left  behind  them.  If 
you  are,  let  this  letter  convince  you  to  the  contrzuy, 
which  affures  you,  1  am  ftill,  though  in  a  flate  of 
reparation,  .    Your,  etc. 

P.  S.  This   letter  of  deaths,  puts  me  in  mind  of 
poor  Mr.  Betterton's  *  ;  over  whom   I   would  have 
this  fentence  of  Tully  for  an  epitaph,  which  will  ferve 
him  as  well  in  his  Moral,  as  his  Theatrical  capacity. 
Vitae  bene  adlse  jucundiflima  eft  recordatlo. 


*  This  excellent  man,  and  excellent  aftor,  haftened  his  death 
by  repelling  a  fit  of  the  gout,  which  he  did  to  enable  himfelf  to 
aft,  for  his  own  benefit,  the  part  of  Melantius  in  the  Maid's 
Tragedy.  Tliis  was  on  the  25th  of  April  17 10  ;  and  though  he 
performed  this  his  favourite  part  with  great  fpirit,  yet  the  diftemper 
leized  his  head,  and  he  died  on  the  28th  of  May  following.  The 
bell:  paper  that  Steele  wrote  in  the  Tatler,  No.  167,  contains  an 
account  of  his  death,  and  the  fplendid  ceremony  of  his  interment 
in  Weftminftcr  Abbey.  Voltaire  fpeaks  in  high  terms  of  the  good 
fenfe  of  the  Englifli  in  paying  fuch  honours  to  deceafed  aftors  ; 
and  ferioufly  animadverts  on  his  countrymen,  for  their  bigotted 
and  illiberal  praftice  of  even  denying  them  Chriftian  burial.  Mr. 
Garrick  merited,  and  obtained,  the  fame  funeral  honours,  and  was 
followed  to  Wcftminfter  Abbey  by  a  great  concourfe  of  thofe 
friends  and  fpeittators,  whom  he  had  fo  often  moved  and  delighted* 
An  old  frequenter  of  the  theatre  informed  me,  that  the  lad  time 
Betterton  appeared  on  the  ftagc,  ths  curiofity  of  the  public  was 
fo  much  excited,  that  many  fpeftators  got  into  the  playhoufe  by 
siinc  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  carried  with  them  provifions  for 
(he  day.  '  Warton. 
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LETTER    XIV. 

June  24,   1 7 10. 

'rj-iis  very  natural  for  a  young  friend,  and  a  young 
lover,  to  think  the  perfons  they  love  have  no- 
thing to  do  but  to  pleafe  them  j  when  perhaps  they, 
for  their  parts,  had  twenty  other  engagements  before. 
This  was  my  cafe  when  I  wondered  I  did  not  hear 
from  you ;  but  I  no  fooner  received  your  fhort  letter, 
but  I  forgot  your  long  filence :  and  fo  many  fine 
things  as  you  faid  of  me  could  not  but  have  wrought 
a  cure  on  my  own  ficknefs,  if  it  had  not  been  of  the 
nature  of  that  which  is  deaf  to  the  voice  of  the 
charmer.  'Twas  impofiible  you  could  have  better 
timed  your  compliment  on  my  philofophy  ;  it  was 
certainly  propereft  to  commend  me  for  it  jufl  when  I 
raoft  needed  it,  and  when  I  could  be  lead  proud  of 
it ;  that  is,  when  I  was  in  pain.  'Tis  not  eafy  to  ex- 
prefs  what  an  exaltation  it  gave  to  my  fpirits,  above 
all  the  cordials  of  my  do£lor  :  and  'tis  no  compliment 
to  tell  you,  that  your  compliments  were  fweeter  than 
the  fweetefl;  of  his  juleps  and  fyrups.  But  if  you  will 
not  believe  fo  much. 

Pour  le  moins,  votre  compliment 
M'a  foulage  clans  ce  moment ; 
Et  des  qu'on  me  I'eft  venu  faire 
J'ai  chafle  mon  apoticaire, 
Et  renvoye  mon  lavement. 

Never- 
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Neverthelefs  I  would  not  have  you  entirely  lay 
afide  the  thoughts  of  my  epitaph,  any  more  than  I 
do  thofe  of  the  probability  of  my  becoming  (ere  long) 
the  fubjeft  of  one.  For  death  has  of  late  been  very 
familiar  with  fome  of  my  fize  :  I  am  told  my  Lord 
Lumley  and  Mr.  Litton  are  gone  before  me ;  and 
though  I  may  now,  without  vanity,  efleem  myfelf 
the  leafl;  thing  like  a  man  in  England,  yet  I  can't  but 
be  forry,  two  heroes  of  fuch  a  make  fhould  die  in- 
glorious in  their  beds ;  when  it  had  been  a  fate  more 
worthy  our  fize,  had  they  met  with  theirs  from  an  ir- 
ruption of  cranes,  or  other  warlike  animalsj  thofe 
ancient  enemies  to  our  pygmaean  anceftors  !  You  of 
a  fuperior  fpecies  little  regard  what  befals  us  homun- 
clones fefquipedales ;  however,  you  have  no  reafon  to 
be  fo  unconcerned,  fince  all  phyficians  agree  there  is 
no  greater  fign  of  a  plague  among  men,  than  a  mor- 
tality among  frogs.  I  was  the  other  day  in  company 
with  a  lady,  who  rallied  my  pcrfon  fo  much,  as  to 
caufe  a  total  fubverfion  of  my  countenance  :  fome 
days  after,  to  be  revenged  on  her,  I  prefented  her, 
among  other  company,  the  following  Rondeau  on 
that  occafion,  which  I  defire  you  to  Ihow  Sappho. 

You  know  where  you  did  defpiie 
(T'other  day)  my  little  eyes, 
Little  legs,  and  little  thighs, 
And  fome  things  of  little  fize, 

You  know  where. 

You, 
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You,  'tis  true,  have  fine  black  eyes. 
Taper  legs,  and  tempting  thighs. 
Yet  what  more  than  all  we  prize 
Is  a  thing  of  little  fize. 

You  know  where. 

This  fort  of  writing  called  the  Rondeau  is  whaf 
I  never  knew  praftifed  in  our  nation,  and,  I  verily 
believe,  it  was  not  in  ufe  with  the  Greeks  or  Romans, 
neither  Macrobius  nor  Hyginus  taking  the  leaft  notice 
of  it.  'Tis  to  be  obferved,  that  the  vulgar  fpelling 
and  pronouncing  it  round  O,  is  a  manifefl  corruption 
and  by  no  means  to  be  allowed  of  by  critics.  Some 
may  miftakenly  imagine  that  it  was  a  fort  of  Rondeau 
which  the  Gallic  foldiers  *  fung  in  Csefar's  triumph 

over 

*  From  this  Song  of  tlie  Gallic  Soldiers,  I  will  take  occafion 
to  obferve,  that  we  have  feveral  forts  of  meafiires  commonly  ufed 
in  our  Englifh  verfification,  which  exattly  correfpond  to  many 
that  are  ufed  by  the  Greeks  and  Romans ;  of  which  the  following 
are  a  fpecimen  : 

What  we  call  an  Alexandrine  verfe  in  Englifh,  is  perfeftly  like 
a  pure  Iambic  verfe  in  Greek  or  Latin  ; 

Deep  In  |  the  gloo  |  my  Cave  |  the  pen  |  five  fage  ]  reclin'd — 

TIXtUt  I  ^£>»  I  fjX)i  u<;  j  oiirli  |  KUTix^i  |  ttx^U  |  — 
Sabi  I  na  qua  j  Its  aut  |  perus  j  ta  fo  |  libijs— 
Our  verfe  of  four  feet  confifts  of  four  Iambics,  hke  the  following 
dimeter  Iambic  verfe  in  Horace  : 

Remote  |  from  ci  (  tics  iTv'd  |  a  fwain  J  — 
Solu  [  tus  om  j  ni  foe  |  nore  | 
In  which  mcafure  alfo  many  hymns  for  the  Church  were  written, 
by  thofe  elegant  Latin  Poets  that  adorned  Italy  at  the  time  of  the 
revival  of  literature  ;  as  the  following  of  Ant.  Flamiuius  j 
Jam  noAis  umbras  Lucifer, 
Alma:  diei  nuntius, 
Terra  poloque  dimovet— 

One 
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over  Gaul — Gallias  Cafar  fubegit,  etc.  as  it  is  re- 
corded   by   Suetonius   in   Julio,    and    fo   derive  its" 

original 

One  of  the  moft  harmonious  meafures  in  our  language,  bearsamoft 
minute  refemblance  to  the  Greek  Trochaic  meafurc  ;  as  will  ap- 
pear by  reading  the  following  pafTages  of  Gray  and  Euripides  to- 
gether ;  and  compared  alfo  with  the  words ; 

Gallias  Casfar  fubegit 

Where  each  |  old  po  |  ctic  |  mountatn  j 
Infpi  I  ration  |  breath'd  a  |  round ; 
Ev'ry  I  (hade  and  ]  hallow'd  |  fountain 
Murmur'd  |  deep  a  |  folcmn  |  found ! 
0<9a  j  vt7»  »  I  ju.0*  yt  |  vectQm  ; 
Sov  TO  I  a-Kjxxi  I  vltv  TO   I  de 
Aicr^a   I  TO  I J  |e   |  voiTt  |  x^ocrGti — 
IToj  ^  I  a  ly.!pv  |  yohv"  |  ecu — 
The  only  difference  is  that  the  infertion  of  rhyme  in  the  Englifh 
meafure  breaks  the  one  line  into  two ;  but  the  metre  remains,  not-^ 
wiihftanding,  intrinfically  the  fame. 

We  have  alfo  Anacreontic  meafures — confifting  of  three  pure 
Iambics,  and  one  femiped — 

O  foft  I  ly  glT  f  ding  niim  J  bcrs 
That  woo  I  to  gen  |  tic  fliim  |  bers — 
©fXsJ  I  Xiyth  \  AT{f»  |  ^«f 
GtXuJ  I  5?  Ka5  (  jjicv  a  |  Sm— 
And  that  exquifite  Ode  in  Shakefpear  fung  by  Ariel, 
Where  the  |  Bee  fucks  |  there  fuck  |  I, 
On  a  1  Bat's  back  |  I  do  |  fly, 
precifely   correfponds   with  the  metre  of  the   following  lines  in 
Horace, 

Tu  fc  j  canda  |  marmo  |  ra  j  — 
Summo  1  vers  I  litto  (  ra — 
Faupe  j  rem  la  [  bori  |  bus — 
We  have  alfo  Anapazftic  verfes  in  our  metre — 

And  the  King  j  feiz'd  a  flam  [  beau  with  zeal  |  to  deftroy  | 
A  line  that  contains  four  Anaparfts,  making  twelve  fyllables  and 
four  feet.     We  are  always  to  remember  that  our  feet  are  regulated 
hy  accent,  not  hy  quantity.  War  ton. 
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original  from  the  ancient  Gauls  to  the  modem 
French  ;  but  this  is  erroneous ;  the  words  there  not 
being  ranged  according  to  the  laws  of  the  Rondeau,  as 
laid  down  by  Clement  Marot.  If  you  will  fay,  that 
the  forig  of  the  foldiers  might  be  only  the  rude  be- 
ginning of  this  kind  of  poem,  and  fo  confequently 
imperfed,  neither  Heinfius  nor  I  can  be  of  that  opi- 
nion ;  and  fo  I  conclude,  that  we  know  nothing  of 
the  matter. 

But,  Sir,  I  a{k  your  pardon  for  all  this  buffoonery, 
which  I  could  not  addrefs  to  any  one  fo  well  as  to 
you,  fmce  I  have  found  by  experience,  you  mod 
eafily  forgive  my  impertinencies.  'Tis  only  to  fliow 
you  that  I  am  mindful  of  you  at  all  times,  that  I 
write  at  all  times ;  and  as  nothing  I  can  fay  can  be 
worth  your  reading,  fo  I  may  as  well  throw  out  what 
comes  uppermoft,  as  ftudy  to  be  dull.     I  am,  etc. 
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LETTER    XV. 
FROM    MR.    CROMWELL. 

July  15,  1 7 10. 
At  lafl  I  have  prevailed  over  a  lazy  humour  to 
tranfcribe  this  elegy :  I  have  changed  the  fitua- 
tion  of  fome  of  the  Latin  verfes,  and  made  fome 
interpolations,  but  I  hope  they  are  not  abfurd,  and 
foreign  to  my  author*s  fenfe  and  manner :  but  they 
are  referred  to  your  cenfure,  as  a  debt ;  whom  I 
efteem  no  lefs  a  critic  than  a  poet :  I  expert  to  be 
treated  with  the  fame  rigour  as  I  have  practifed  to 
Mr.  Dryden  and  you. 

Hanc  veniam  petimufque  damufque  viciflim. 

I  defire  the  favour  of  your  opinion,  why  Priam,  in 
his  fpeech  to  Pyrrhus  in  the  fecond  ^neid,  fays  this 
to  him, 

At  non  ille,  fatum  quo  te  mentiris,  Achilles. 

He  would  intimate  (I  fancy  by  Pyn'hus's  anfwer) 
only  his  degeneracy  :  but  then  thefe  following  lines 
of  the  verfion  (I  fuppofe  from  Homer's  hiftory)  feem 
abfurd  in  the  mouth  of  Priam,  viz. 

He  chear'd  my  forrows,  and  for  fums  of  gold 
The  bloodlefs  carcafe  of  my  HeElor  fold. 

I  am. 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XVI. 

July  20,  17 10. 

T  GIVE  you  thanks  for  the  verfion  you  fent  me  of 
Ovid's  elegy.  It  is  very  much  an  image  of  that 
author's  writing,  who  has  an  agreeablenefs  that 
charms  us  without  correftnefs,  like  a  miftrefs,  whofe 
faults  we  fee,  but  love  her  with  them  all.  You  have 
very  judicioufly  altered  his  method  in  fome  places, 
and  I  can  find  nothing  which  I  dare  infill  upon  as  an 
error:  what  I  have  written  in  the  margins  being 
merely  gueffes  at  a  little  improvement,  rather  than 
criticifms.  1  affure  you  I  do  not  expeft  you  fhould 
fubfcribe  to  my  private  notions,  but  when  you  fliall 
judge  them  agreeable  to  reafon  and  good  fenfe. 
What  I  have  done  is  not  as  a  critic,  but  as  a  friend ; 
I  know  too  well  how  many  qualities  are  requifite  to 
make  the  one,  and  that  I  want  almoft  all  I  can  reckon 
up  ;  but  I  am  fure  I  do  not  want  inclination,  nor,  I 
hope,  capacity,  to  be  the  other.  Nor  fhall  1  take  it 
at  all  amifs,  that  another  diffents  from  my  opinion : 
*tis  no  more  than  I  have  often  done  from  my  own ; 
and  indeed,  the  more  a  man  advances  in  underftand- 
ing,  he  becomes  the  more  every  day  a  critic  upon 
himfelf,  and  finds  fomething  or  other  dill  to  blame  in 
his  former  notions  and  opinions.  I  could  be  glad  to 
know  if  you  have  tranflated  the  nth  elegy  of  lib.  ii. 
Ad  amicam  naviganienu     The  8th  of  book  iii.  or  the 

nth 


FROM   H.  CROMWELL,    ES(^      127 

iith  of  bookili.  which  are  above  all  others  ray  parti- 
cular favourites,  efpecially  the  lafl  of  thefe. 

As  to  the  paflage  of  which  you  alk  my  opinion  in 
the  fecond  ^neid,  it  is  either  fo  plain  as  to  require 
no  folution  ;  or  elfe  (which  is  very  probable)  you  fee 
farther  into  it  than  I  can.  Priam  would  fay,  that 
"  Achilles  (whom  furely  you  only  feign  to  be  your 
"  father,  fince  your  adions  are  fo  different  from  his) 
*'  did  not  ufe  me  thus  inhumanly.  He  blufhed  at 
*'  his  murder  of  Hedor,  when  he  faw  my  forrows 
*'  for  him;  and  reflored  his  dead  body  to  me»to  be 
''  buried.'*  To  this  the  anfwer  of  Pyrrhus  feems  to 
be  agreeable  enough.  "  Go  then  to  the  fhades,  and 
*'  tell  Achilles  how  I  degenerate  from  him  :'*  grant- 
ing the  truth  of  what  Priam  had  faid  of  the  difference 
between  them.  Indeed  Mr.  Drj^den's  mentioning 
here  what  Virgil  more  judicioufly  paffes  in  filence,  the 
circumflance  of  Achilles's  fellingyor  money  the  *  body 
of  Hedor,  feems  not  fo  proper ;  it  in  fome  mcafure 
leflening  the  chara£ter  of  Achilles's  generofity  and 
piety,  which  is  the  very  point  of  which  Priam  endea- 
vours 

*  This  behaviour  of  Achilles  could  not  efcape  an  acute  critic, 
but  one  too  fond  of  carping  at  the  ancients.  "  Forgive  me,  (fays 
Achilles,)  my  dear  Patroclus,  for  reftoring  the  body  of  Pledlor  to 
his  father  ;  car  (on  s'attend  qu'il  va  dire)  je  n'ai  pu  relifter  aux 
larmcs  de  cc  pere  infortunc  ;  mais  nnn  :  for  he  has  brought  me  a 
great  ranfom.  Such  pafTages  prove  that  true  I.Hr';tJ'm  was  never  fo 
little  known,  as  in  the  times  called  heroic.'^  Marmontd.  Poellqut, 
t.  ii.  p.  197. 

The  plain  anfwer  is,  that  Achilles  fpcaks  and  behaves  fuitaSly 
to  the  manners,  ideas,  aud  fcntiaients  of  his  age.  Warton', 
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vours  in  this  place  to  convince  his  fon,  and  to  re- 
proach him  with  the  want  of.  But  the  truth  of  this 
circumftance  is  no  way  to  be  queftioned,  being  ex- 
prefsly  taken  from  Homer,  who  reprefents  Achilles 
weeping  for  Priam,  yet  receiving  the  gold,  Iliad  xxiv. 
For  when  he  gives  the  body,  he  ufes  thefe  words  : 
"  O  my  friend  Patroclus !  forgive  me  that  I  quit  the 
*'  corpfe  of  him  who  killed  thee ;  I  have  great  gifts 
"  in  ranfom  for  it,  which  I  will  beflow  upon  thy 
««  funeral." 

1  am,  etc. 


LETTER     XVII. 

FROM    MR.    CROMWELL. 

Aug.  5,  171C. 
y  COKING  among  fome  French  rhymes*,  I  was 
agreeably  furprized  to  fmd  in  the  Rondeau  of 
Pour  le  moins"  —  your  Apoticaire  and  Lavemant, 
which  I  took  for  your  own  ;  fo  much  is  your  Mufe 
of  intelligence  with  the  wits  of  all  languages.  You 
have  refined  upon  Voiture  f,  whofe  Ou  vous/avez  is 
much  inferior  to  your  Tou  know  ivbcre. — You  do  not 

only 

*  Pope  was  willing  Cromwell  {hould  take  "  /or  his  otvti,'"  that 
which  he  knew  belonged  to  another  ! 

•  In  Voiture's  Poems.  Pope. 
f  In  which  paffage  there  is  as  little  decency  as  gallantry. 

^,  Wartoh. 
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only  pay  your  club  with  your  author  (as  our  friend 
fays)  but  the  whole  reckoning ;  who  can  form  fuch 
pretty  lines  from  fo  trivial  a  hint. 

For  my  Elegy  ^ ;  it  is  confefled,  that  the  topography 
of  Sulmo  in  the  Latin  makes  but  an  awkward  figure 
in  the  verfion.  Your  couplet  of  the  dog-ftar  is  very 
fine,  but  may  be  too  fublime  in  this  place.  I  laughed 
heartily  at  your  note  upon  paradife  ;  for  to  make 
Ovid  talk  of  the  garden  of  Eden,  is  certainly  moil 
abfurd  ;  but  Xenophon  in  his  CEconomics,  fpeaking 
of  a  garden  finely  planted  and  watered  (as  is  here  de- 
fcribed)  calls  it  Paradifos ;  *tis  an  interpolation  in- 
deed, and  ferves  for  a  gradation  to  the  celeftial  orb ; 
which  exprefles  in  fome  fort  the  Sidus  Cajioris  in  parte 
cceli — How  trees  can  enjoy,  let  the  naturalift;  deter- 
mine ;  but  the  poets  make  them  fenfitive  *,  lovers, 
batchelors,  and  niarried.  Virgil  in  his  Georgics, 
lib.  ii.  Horace,  Ode  xv.  lib.  ii.  Platanus  cxiebs  evincet 
idmos.  Epod.  ii.  Ergd  aut  adult  a  vitiufii  propagme  A  It  as 
maritat  popidos.  Your  critique  is  a  very  Dolcepiccante ; 
for  after  the  many  faults  you  juftly  find,  you  fmooth 
your  rigour :  but  an  obliging  thing  is  owing  (you 
think)  to  one  who  fo  much  efteems  and  admires  you, 

»nd  who  (hall  ever  be 

Your,  etc, 

'  Ovid's  Amorum,  1.  ii.  cl.xvi.  Pars  me  Sulmo,  etc.        Pope. 
*  The  reader  may  coiifult  Darwin's  "  Loves  of  the  Plants," 
for  an  illulbation  of  this  remark. 
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LETTER    XVIIT. 


Auguft  21,  17:0. 
XT'OUR  Letters  are  a  perfedl  charity  to  a  man  in 
retirement,  utterly  forgotten  of  all  his  friends  but 
you ;  for  fmce  Mr.  Wycherley  left  London,  I  have 
not  heard  a  word  from  hhn  ;  though  juft  before,  and 
once  fmce,  I  writ  to  him,  and  though  I  know  myfelF 
guilty  of  no  offence  but  of  doing  fmcerely  juft  what 
he  bid  me '' — Hoc  mihi  libertas,  hoc  pia  lingua  dedit ! 
But  the  greateft  injury  he  does  me  is  the  keeping  me 
in  ignorance  of  his  welfare,  which  I  am  always  very 
folicitous  for,  and  very  uneafy  in  the  fear  of  any  in- 
difpofition  that  may  befal  him.  In  what  I  fent  you 
fome  time  ago,  you  have  not  verfe  enough  to  be 
fevere  upon,  in  revenge  for  my  laft  criticifm :  in  one 
point  I  muft  perfift,  that  is  to  fay,  my  diflike  of  your 
Paradife,  in  which  I  take  no  pleafure  ;  I  know  very 
well  that  in  Greek  it  is  not  only  ufe.d  by  Xenophon, 
but  is  a  common  word  for  any  garden  ;  but  in  Eng- 
land it  bears  the  fignifkation  and  conveys  the  idea  of 
Eden,  which  alone  is  (I  think)  a  reafon  againft  mak- 
ing Ovid  ufe  it ;  who  will  be  thought  to  talk  too 
much  hke  a  Chriflian,  in  your  verfion  at  leaft,  what- 
ever it  might  have  been  in  Latin  or  Greek.  As  for 
all  the  reft  of  my  remarks,  fmce  you  do  not  laugh  at 

them 

'  CorreiTiing  his  veifes.     See  the  Letters  in  1706,  and  the  fol- 
lowing years,  of  Mr.  Wycherley  ard  Mr.  Pope.  PorE. 
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them  as  at  this,  I  can  be  fo  civil  as  not  to  lay  any  ftrefs 
upon  them  (as,  I  think,  I  told  you  before) ;  and  in 
particular  in  the  point  of  trees  enjoying,  you  have,  I 
mufl  own,  fully  fatisfied  me  that  the  expreffion  is  not 
only  defenfible,  but  beautiful.  I  fliall  be  very  glad  to 
fee  your  tranflation  of  the  elegy.  Ad  amicafu  navigan- 
ie?n,  as  foon  as  you  can  ;  for  (without  a  compliment 
to  you)  every  thing  you  write,  either  in  verfe  or  profe, 
is  welcome  to  me  ;  and  you  may  be  confident  (if  my 
opinion  can  be  of  any  fort  of  confequence  in  any 
thing)  that  I  will  never  be  unfincere,  though  I  may 
be  often  miflaken.  To  ufe  fmcerity  with  you  is  but 
paying  you  in  your  own  coin,  from  whom  I  have 
experienced  fo  much  of  it  j  and  I  need  not  tell  you 
how  much  I  really  elleem  you,  when  I  efteem  nothing 
in  the  world  fo  much  as  that  quality.  I  know,  you 
fometimes  fay  civil  things  to  me  in  your  epiftolary 
(tyle,  but  ihofe  I  am  to  make  allowance  for,  as  parti- 
cularly when  you  talk  of  admiring  ;  it  is  a  word  you 
are  fo  ufed  to  in  converfation  of  Ladies,  that  it  will 
creep  into  your  difcourfe,  in  fpite  of  you,  even  to 
your  friends.  But  as  women,  when  they  think  them- 
felves  fecure  of  admiration,  commit  a  thoufand  negli- 
gences, which  {how  them  fo  much  at  difadvantage 
and  off  their  guard,  as  to  lofe  the  little  real  love  they 
had  before  :  fo  when  men  imagine  others  entertain 
fome  efteem  for  their  abilities,  they  often  expofe  all 
their  imperfections  and  fooUfh  works,  to  the  difpa- 
ragement  of  the  little  wit  they  were  thought  mafters 

K  2  of. 
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of.  I  am  going  to  exemplify  this  to  you,  in  putting 
mto  your  hands  (being  encouraged  by  fo  much  indul- 
gence) fonie  verfes  of  my  youth,  or  rather  childhood ; 
which  (as  1  was  a  great  admirer  of  Waller)  were  in- 
tended in  imitation  of  his  manner' ;  and  are,  perhaps, 
fuch  imitations,  as  thofe  you  fee  in  awkward  country 
dames,  of  the  fine  and  well-bred  ladies  of  the  court. 
If  you  will  take  them  with  you  into  Lincolnfbire,  they 
may  fave  you  one  hour  from  the  converiation  of  the 
country  gentlemen '  and  their  tenants  (who  differ  but 
in  drefs  and  name),  which,  if  it  be  there  as  bad  as 
here,  is  even  worfe  than  my  poetry.  I  hope  your 
ftay  there  will  be  no  longer  than  (as  Mr.  Wycherley 
calls  it)  to  rob  the  country,  and  run  away  to  London 
with  your  money.  In  the  mean  time  I  beg  the  favour 
of  a  line  from  you,  and  am  (as  I  will  never  ceafe 
to  be)  Your,  etc. 

'  One  or  two  of  thefe  were  fmce  printed  among  other  Imitatioss 
clone  in  his  youth.  Pope. 

'  However  Pope  might  afFeft  to  defpife  the  "  country  gentle- 
men" of  his  days,  they  mud  furely  have  been  as  refpeftable,  and 
afc  ufcful  in  their  flation,  as  hi$  own  friend  was,  whom  he  advifcd 
*'  to  ftay  no  longer  in  the  eountry,  than  to  rob  it,  and  run  away 
wiili  the  money  !" 
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LETTER     XIX. 

0£\..  12,  1710. 
T  DEFERRED  anfwcring  your  laft,  upon  the  advice  I 
received,  that  you  were  leaving  the  town  for  fome 
time,  and  expeded  your  return  with  impatience,  hav- 
ing then  a  defign  of  feeing  my  friends  there,  among 
the  firft  of  which  I  have  reafon  to  account  yourfelf. 
But  my  ahnoft  continual  illneffes  prevent  that,  as,  well 
as  moft  other  fatisfaftions  of  my  life  :  however,  I  may 
fay  one  good  thing  of  ficknefs,  that  it  is  the  bed  cure 
in  nature  for  ambition,  and  defigns  upon  the  world 
or  fortune :  it  makes  a  man  pretty  indifferent  for  the 
future,  provided  he  can  but  be  eafy,  by  intervals,  for 
the  prefent.  He  willbe  content  to  compound  for  his 
quiet  only,  and  leave  all  the  circumftantial  part  and 
pomp  of  life  to  thofe,  who  have  a  health  vigorous 
enough  to  enjoy  all  the  miftrefles  of  their  defires.  I 
thank  God,  there  is  nothing  out  of  myfelf  which  I 
would  be  at  the  trouble  of  feeking,  except  a  friend ; 
a  happinefs  I  once  hoped  to  have  poireifed  in  Mr. 
Wycherley  *  ;  but — ^antwn  mutatus  ab  illo  ! — I  have 
for  fome  years  been  employed  much  like  children  that 
build  houfes  with  cards,  endeavouring  very  bufily  and 

ea(:ferly 


O' 


*  Can  this  be  real,  or  afTe^lcd  ?  The  friendfliip  of  Pope  com- 
menced with  Wycherley  when  one  was  fcventeen,  and  the  olhcr 
feventy. 
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eagerly  to  raife  a  friend  {hip,  which  the  firft  breath  of 
any  ill-natured  by-ftander  could  puff  away. — But  I 
will  trouble  you  no  farther  with  writing,  nor  niyfelf 
with  thinking,  of  this  fubjecl. 

I  was  mightily  pleafed  *,  to  perceive  by  your  quota- 
tion from  Voiture,  that  you  had  tracked  me  fo  far  as 
France.  You  fee  it  is  with  weak  heads  as  with  weak 
flomachs,  they  immediately  throw  out  what  they 
received  laft ;  and  what  they  read  floats  upon  the  fur- 
face  of  the  mmd,  like  oil  upon  water,  without  incor- 
porating. This  I  think,  hov/ever,  cannot  be  faid  of 
the  love-verfes  I  lafl  troubled  you  with,  where  all  (I 
am  afraid)  is  fo  puerile  and  fo  like  the  author,  that  no 
body  will  fufped  any  thing  to  be  borrowed.  Yet  you 
(as  a  friend,  entertaining  a  better  opinion  of  them) 
it  feems,  fearched  in  Waller,  but  fearched  in  vain. 
Your  judgment  of  them  is  (I  think)  very  right, — for 
it  was  my  own  opinion  before.  If  you  think  them 
not  worth  the  trouble  of  correding,  pray  tell  me  fo 
freely,  and  it  will  fave  me  a  labour ;  if  you  think  the 
contrary,  you  would  particularly  oblige  me  by  your 
remarks  on  the  feveral  thoughts  as  they  occur.  1  long 
to  be  nibbling,  at  your  verfes,  and  have  not  forgot  who 
promifed  me  Ovid's  elegy  tj  ^d  am'icam  navigantcnu 

Had 

*  Was  this  true  ?  Why  {hould  he  be  "  mightily  plenfcdj'^  tliat 
Cromwell  had  difcovered  what  he  thought  was  concealed? 

f  In  the  prefeKt  improved  Hate  of  literature,  for  improved  it  is, 
we  are  furprifed  to  fee  thefe  critics  and  potts  writing  to  each 

other, 
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Had  0\dd  been  as  long  compofmg  it,  as  you  in  fend- 
ing it,  the  lady  might  have  failed  to  Gades  and  re- 
ceived it  at  her  return.  I  have  really  a  great  itch  of 
criticifin  upon  me,  but  want  matter  here  in  the 
country  :  which  I  defire  you  to  furnilh  me  with,  as  I 
do  you  in  the  town. 

Sic  fervat  lludii  foedera  quifque  fui. 

1  am  obliged  to  Mr.  Caryl  (whom,  you  tell  me, 
you  met  at  Epfom)  for  telling  you  truth,  as  a  man  is 
in  thefe  days  to  any  one  that  will  tell  truth  to  his 
advantage ;  and  I  think  none  is  more  to  mine,  than 
what  he  told  you,  and  I  ftiould  be  glad  to  tell  all  the 
world,  that  I  have  an  extreme  affeftion  and  efteem 
for  you. 

Tecum  eleiiim  longos  memini  confiunere  foles, 
Et  tecum  primas  epulis  decerpere  nocles ; 
Unum  opus  ct  requiem  paritcr  difponimus  ambo, 
Atque  verecunda  laxamus  fcria  menfa. 

By  thefe  Epula,  as  I  take  it,  Perfius  pieant  the 
Portugal  fnufF  and  burnt  Claret,  which  he  took  with 
his  mafler  Cornutus ;  and  the  'verecunda  menfa  was, 
without  difpute,  fome  cofFee-houfe  table  of  the  an- 
cients.— I  will  only  obferve,  that  thefe  four  lines  are 
as  elegant  and  mufical  as  any  in  Perfius,  not  except- 


olher,  with  ferioufucfs  and  earneftnefs,  about  tranflations  of  Ovid's 
Elegies  and  EpilUcs,  winch  the  youths  at  the  top  of  our  great 
fchools  would  almoll  think  it  a  difgracc  to  be  employed  about,  at 
prefent.  WAHTost 

K4 
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ing  thofe  fix  or  feven  which  Mr.  Dryden  quotes  as 
the  only  fuch  in  all  that  author. — I  could  be  heartily 
glad  to  repeat  the  fatisfaftion  dcfcribed  in  them, 
being  truly 

Your,  etc- 


LETTER     XX. 

Oftober  zS,  ijro, 

T  AM  glad  to  find  by  your  laft  letter  that  you  write 
to  me  with  the  freedom  of  a  friend,  fetting  down 
your  thoughts  as  they  occur,  and  dealing  plainly  with 
me  in  the  matter  of  my  own  trifles,  which,  I  afTure 
you,  I  never  valued  half  fo  much  as  I  do  that  fincerity 
in  you  which  they  were  the  occafion  of  difcovering  to 
me  ;  and  which  while  I  am  happy  in,  I  may  be  trufted 
with  that  dangerous  weapon,  Poetry ;  fnice  I  fhall 
do  nothing  with  it  but  after  alking  and  following 
your  advice.  I  value  fincerity  the  more,  as  I  find, 
by  fad  experience,  the  practice  of  it  is  more  danger- 
ous ;  writers  rarely  pardoning  the  executioners  of 
their  verfes,  even  though  themfelves  pronounce  fen- 

tence  upon  them. As  to  Mr.  Philips's  Paflorals,  I 

take  the  firft  to  be  infinitely  the  beft,  and  the  fecond 
the  worfl: ;  the  third  is  for  the  greateft  part  a  tranfla- 
tion  from  Virgil's  Daphnis.  I  will  not  forellal  your 
judgment  of  the   reft,  only  obferve   in  that  of  the 

Nightingale 
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Nightingale  thefe  lines  (fpeaking  of  the  mufidan's 
playing  on  the  harp)  : 

Now  lightly  Iklmming  o'er  the  ftrings  they  pafs. 
Like  winds  that  gently  brufli  the  plying  grafs, 
And  melting  airs  arifc  at  their  comma-nd  ; 
And  now,  laborious,  with  a  weighty  hand. 
He  finks  into  the  cords  with  folemn  pace, 
And  gives  the  fwelling  tones  a  manly  grace. 

To  which  nothing  can  be  objefted,  but  that  they  are 
too  lofty  for  paftoral,  efpecially  being  put  into  the 
mouth  of  a  fhepherd,  as  they  are  here ;  in  the  poet's 
own  perfon  they  had  been  (I  believe)  more  proper. 
They  are  more  after  VirgiFs  manner  than  that  of 
Theocritus,  whom  yet  in  the  character  of  paftoral  he 
rather  feems  to  imitate.  In  the  whole,  I  agree  with 
the  Tatler,  that  we  have  no  better  Eclogues  in  our 
language.  There  is  a  fmall  copy  of  the  fame  author 
,  publifhed  in  the  Tatler  N"  1 2.  on  the  Danifh  winter  *  : 
'Tis  poetical  painting,  and  I  recommend  it  to  your 
perufal. 

Dr. 

*  Philips's  Jefcription  of  Winter,  in  his  Epiftle  from  Copen- 
hagen, is  certainly  a  very  beautiful  poetical  painting ;  witncfs  the 
following : 

"  The  ftarving  wolves  along  the  main  fea  prowl, 
And  to  the  moon,  in  icy  vallies,  howl. 
For  many  a  fliining  league  the  level  main 
Here  fpreads  itfelf  into  a  glolTy  plain  : 
There  folid  billows,  of  enormous  fize, 
Alps  of  green  ice,  in  wild  difoulcr  rife." 
#         #         *         * 

•*The 
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Dr.  Garth's  poem  I  have  not  feen,  but  believe  I 
fhall  be  of  that  critic's  opinion  you  mention  at  Wiirs, 
who  fwore  it  was  good  :  for  though  I  am  very  cautious 
of  fwearing  after  critics,  yet  I  think  one  may  do  it 
more  fafcly  when  they  commend,  than  when  they 
blame. 

I  agree  with  you  in  your  cenfure  of  the  ufe  of  fea- 
terms  *  in  Mr.  Dryden's  Virgil  j  not  only  becaufe . 
Helenus  was  no  great  prophet  in  thefe  matters,  but 

becaufe 

"  The  fpreading  oak,  the  beech,  and  tow'ring  pine, 

Glaz'd  over,  in  the  freezing  aether  fhine  ; 

The  frighted  birds  the  ratthng  branches  fhun, 

That  wave  and  ghtter  in  the  diflant  fun." 
Pope  has  fpoken  very  differently  of  Phihps  in  other  places  of 
his  works ;  but  it  muft.  be  confefled,  that  nothing  can  be  more 
contemptible  than  Philips's  "  Namby  Pamby"  Verfes,  as  they  are 
called. 

•  As  to  the  TarpatuUn  phrafg,  how  is  this  criticifm  blown 
away,  though  in  fome  refpcfts  it  is  juft,  by  Falconer's  pathetic 
and  truly  poetical  Shipwreck  ;  where  he  has  introduced  almofl 
every  fea-pbrafct  with  an  art  and  efFcfl  that  are  truly  aftonifliiug 
Read  only  the  defcription  of  the  weighing;. up  the  anchor,  &c. 
*•  All  hands  unmoor  !  proclaims  a  boifterous  cvy  : 

jiU hands  unmoor!  the  cavern'd  rocks  reply. 

Rouz'd  from  repofe,  aloft  the  failors  fwarm, 

And  with  their  levers  foon  the  rv'mdlafs  arm. 

The  order  given,  up  fpringing  with  a  bound. 

They  lodge  the  harsy  and  wheel  their  engine  round  ; 

At  every  turn  the  clanging  pauls  refound. 

Up  torn  reluftant  from  its  oozy  cave. 

The  ponderous  anchor  rifes  o'er  the  wave. 

Along  their  flippery  mails  the  yards  afctnd, 

And  high  in  air  their  canvas  wings  extend  ; 

Redoubling  cords  the  lofty  canvas  guide. 

And  thro'  inextricable  mazes  ghde." 


} 
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becaufe  no  terms  of  art  or  cant-words  fuit  with  the 
majefty  and  dignity  of  ftyle  which  epic  poetry  re- 
quires.  Cut  mens  divinior  atque  os  magna fonaiurum, 

The  Tarpawlin  phrafe  can  pleafe  none  but  fuch 

qui  aurem  habent  Batavam  ;  they  muft  not  expert 
auribus  Atticis  probari,  I  find  by  you.  (\  think  I  have 
brought  in  two  phrafes  of  Martial  here  very  dex- 
troufly.) 

Though  you  fay  you  did  not  rightly  take  my 
meaning  in  the  verfe  I  quoted  from  Juvenal,. yet  I 
will  not  explain  it ;  becaufe,  though  it  feems  you  are 
refolved  to  take  me  for  a  critic,  I  would  by  no  means 
be  thought  a  commentator. — And  for  another  reafon 
too,  becaufe  Ihave  quite  forgot  both  the  verfe  and 
the  application. 

I  hope  it  will  be  no  offence  to  give  my  mofl  hearty 
fervice  to  Mr.  Wycherley,  though  I  perceive,  by  his 
lall  to  me,  1  am  not  to  trouble  him  with  my  letters, 
fmce  he  there  told  me  he  was  going  inflantly  out  of 
town,  and  till  his  return  was  my  fervant,  etc.  I 
guefs  by  yours  he  is  yet  with  you,  and  beg  you  to  do 
what  you  may  with  all  truth  and  honour,  that  is, 
affure  him  I  have  ever  borne  all  the  refped  and  kind- 
nefs  imaginable  to  him.  I  do  not  know  to  this  hour 
what  it  is  that  has  eftranged  him  from  me ;  but  this 
I  know,  that  he  may  for  the  future  be  more  fafely 
my  friend,  fmce  no  invitation  of  his  Ihall  ever  more 
make  me  fo  free  with  him.  I  could  not  have  thought 
any  man  fo  very  cautious  and  fufpicious,  as  not  to 

credit 
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credit  his  own  experience  of  a  friend.  Indeed,  to  be- 
lieve nobody,  may  be  a  maxim  of  fafety,  but  not  fo 
much  of  honefly.  There  is  but  one  way  I  know  of 
converfmg  fafely  with  all  men ;  that  is,  not  by  con- 
cealing what  we  fay  or  do,  but  by  faying  or  doing 
nothing  that  deferves  to  be  concealed,  and  I  can  truly 
boaft  this  comfort  in  my  affairs  with  Mr.  Wycherley. 
But  I  pardon  his  Jealoufy,  which  is  become  his  na- 
ture, and  fhall  never  be  his  enemy  whatfoever  he  fays 
of  me. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXI. 

I'ROM  MR.  CROMWELL 

Nov.  5,  17 10. 
T  FIND  I  am  obliged  to  the  fight  of  your  love-verfes, 

for  your  opinion  of  my  fincerity ;  which  had  ne- 
ver been  called  in  queftion,  if  you  had  not  forced 
me,  upon  fo  many  other  occafions,  to  exprefs  my 
efteem. 

I  have  juft  read  and  compared  '  Mr.  Rowe*s  ver- 
fion  of  the  ixth  of  Lucan,  with  very  great  pleafure, 
where  I  find  none  of  thofe  abfurdities  fo  frequent  in 

that 

*  Pieces  printed  in  the  6th  vol.  of  Tonfon's  Mifcellanies, 

Pope. 
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that  of  Virgil,  except  in  two  places,  for  the  fake  of 

lafhing  the  priefts ;  one  where  Cato  fays Sortilegis 

egeant  dubii — and  one  in  the  fimile  of  the  Haemorrhois 
— -fatidici  Sabm — He  is  fo  arrant  a  whig,  that  he 
drains  even  beyond  his  author,  in  paflion  for  liberty, 
and  averfion  to  tyranny ;  and  errs  only  in  amplifica- 
tion. Lucan  ix.  in  initio^  defcribing  the  feat  of  the 
Semidei  manes,  fays, 

Quodque  patet  terras  inter  lunaeque  meatus, 
Semidei  manes  habitant. 

Mr.  Rowe  has  this  Line, 

Then  looking  down  on  the  Sun's  feeble  Ray. 

Pray  your  opinion,  if  there  be  an  Error-Sphasricus 
in  this  or  no  ?  Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XXII. 

Nov.  n,  1710, 
xrou  miftake  me  very  much  in  thinking  the  -free- 
dom you  kindly  ufed  with  my  love  verfes,  gave 
me  the  firft  opinion  of  your  fmcerity  :  I  affure  you 
it  only  did  what  every  good-natured  a£kion  of  yoUrs 
has  done  fince,  confirmed  me  more  in  that  opinion. 
The  fable  of  the  Nightingale  in  Philip's  Paftorals  is 
taken  from  Famianus  Strada's  Latin  poem  on  the 
fame  fubjed,  in  his  Prolufiones  Academics  ;  only  the 
tomb  he  eredls  at  the  end,  is  added  from  Virgil's  con- 
clufion  of  the  Cuiex.  I  can't  forbear  giving  a  paf- 
fage  out  of  the  Latin  poem  I  mention,  by  which  you 
will  find  the  Englifii  poet  is  indebted  to  it  : 

Alternat  mira  arte  fides :  dum  torquet  acutas, 

Inciditque,  graves  operofo  verbere  pulfat. 

Jamque  manu  per  fila  volat  j  fimul  hos,  fimul  illos 

Explorat  numeros,  c'hordaque  laborat  in  omni. 

Mox  filet,     ilia  modis  totidem  refpondet,  et  artem 
Arte  refert.     Nunc  ceu  rudis,  aut  incerta  canendi, 
Praebet  iter  Hquidum  labenti  e  peiffcore  voci, 
Nunc  casfim  variat,  modulifque  canora  minutis 
Ddibrat  *  vocem,  trcmuloque  reciprocat  *  ore. 

This   poem   was   many   years    fmce   imitated    by 

Crafliaw,  out  of  whole  verfes  the  following  are  very 

remarkable : 

From 

♦  Neither  of  thcfe  words  arc  ufed  by  Horace  or  Virgil :  reci- 
procat is  to  be  found  in  Lucretius,  Book  iii.  iioi,  but  in  an- 
other fenfe.  Wartos. 
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From  tills  to  that,  from  that  to  this  he  flies. 
Feels  niufic's  pulfe  in  all  its  arteries  •, 
Caught  in  a  net  which  there  y^pol/o  fpreads, 
His  fingers  ftruggle  with  the  vocal  threads. 

I  have  (as  I  think  I  formerly  told  you)  a  very  good 
opinion  *  of  Mr.  Rowe*s  ixth  book  of  Lucan  :  indeed 
he  amplifies  too  much,  as  well  as  Breboeuf,  the  fa- 
mous French  imitator.  If  I  remember  right,  he 
fometimes  takes  the  whole  comment  into  the  text  of 
the  verfion,  as  particularly  in  line  808.  Utquefolct 
pariter  iotis  fe  effundere  fignis  Corycii  prejfura  croci. — 
And  in  the  place  you  quote,  he  makes  of  thofe  two 

lines  in  the  Latin, 

Y\d.\t 

*  Rovve's  trail flation  of  Lucan  has  certainly  never  met  with  ■ 
tlie  popularity  and  applaufe  it  deferved.  It  is  one  of  the  few 
tranflations  that  is  better  than  its  original.  I  venture  to  fay  the 
fame  of  three  more  tranflations  ;  namely,  ol  Hampton  s  Polybius  ;  of 
Pitl't  F^hla  ;  and  of  Melmoth^s  Pl'iny.  Brehwufj  fays  Vigneui- 
Marvillt,  was  Lucano  Lucanior,  Horace  was  the  favourite  of 
Brebcciif  in  his  youth,  as  was  I^ucan  of  his  friend  M.  Gautier. 
They  difputed  fo  frequently  and  fo  warmly  on  the  preference  due 
to  each  of  their  favourites,  that  they  agreed  to  give  thefe  authors  a 
very  attentive  reading.  The  confequdnce  was,  they  became  mutual 
converts ;  Brtboeuf  became  intoxicated  with  the  love  of  Lucan, 
and  Gautier  of  Horace.     Melanges,  v.  i.  p.  25. 

Thefe  Melanges  are,  I  perceive,  become  of  late  a  popular  book. 
Dr.  Campbell,  above  fifty  years  ago,  was  the  perfon  who  I  re- 
member firft  recommended  them  to  me,  and  occafioned  me  to  give 
feveral  quotations  from  them.  They  have  more  learning  than  the 
Menag'tana,  or  indeed  than  any  of  the  numerous  j^na,  fo  much  at 
prefent  in  vogue.  Bayle  was  fond  of  them,  frequently  quote" 
them  in  his  Diiflionary,  and  in  his  Letters,  1699  ;  where  he  was 
the  nrfl  who  informs  us  of  the  real  name  of  the  autlior, 
Dom.  Bonaventurc  d'Argonne,  Prior  of  the  Carthufians  oi 
Gaillon.  Wa.^tc.v. 
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Vidit  quanta  fub  nofte  jaceret 
Noflra  dies,  rlfitque  fui  ludibria  trunci, 

no  lefs  than  eight  in  Englifh. 

What  you  obferve,  fure,  cannot  be  an  Error-Sphse- 
rlcus,  ftridly  fpeaking,  either  according  to  the  Pto- 
lemaic, or  our  Copernican  fyftem  ;  Tycho  Brahe 
himfelf  will  be  on  the  tranflator's  fide.  For  Mr. 
Rowe  here  fays  no  more,  than  that  he  looked  down 
on  the  rays  of  the  fun,  which  Pompey  might  do, 
even  though  the  body  of  the  fun  were  above  him. 

You  can't  but  have  remarked  what  a  journey  Lu- 
can  here  makes  Cato  take  for  the  fake  of  his  fine 
defcriptions.  From  Cyrene  he  travels  by  land,  for 
no  better  reafon  than  this  ;  ■ 

Haec  eadem  fuadebat  hiems,  quae  clauferat  cequor. 

The  winter's  efFefts  on  the  fea,  it  feems,  were  more 
to  be  dreaded  than  all  the  ferpents,  whirlwinds,  fands, 
etc.  by  land,  which  immediately  after  he  paints  out 
in  his  fpeech  to  the  foldiers :  then  he  fetches  a  com- 
pafs  a  vaft  way  round  about,  to  the  Nafamones  and 
Jupiter   Ammon's   temple*,    purely  to  ridicule   the 

oracles  : 

*  The  fituatlon  of  this  celebrated  temple,  fo  long  unknown. 
Las  at  lad  been  difcovered,  under  the  aufpicea  of  ihc  African 
Society*  From  the  peculiar  circumftance  of  the  warm  and  cold 
fpring,  (?.  e.  cold  in  the  day,  and  warm  at  night,)  which  is  dcfcribed 
by  Herodotus  and  Curtius ;  from  the  trees,  and  magnificent  ruins, 
near  the  fpot  where  the  *•  fons  folis,"  and  **■  Tcmplum  Ammonis," 
are  marked  in  the  ancient  maps,  there  appears  little  doubt,  but 
that  this  celebrated  temple  was  fituated  (according  to  the  conjec- 
tures of  Horneman)  in  the  Oafis  of  Siwah,  amid  the  dcfcrt, 
north-weft  of  Cairo. 
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oracles :  and  Labienus  mud  pardon  me,  if  I  do  not 
believe  him  when  he  fays— 3/or^  obtulit,  et  fort  una  via — 
either  Labienus,  or  the  map,  is  very  much  mil'Hken 
here.  Thence  he  returns  back  to  the  Syrtes  (which 
he  might  have  taken  firft  in  his  way  to  Utica)  and  fo 
to  Leptis  Minor,  where  our  author  leaves  him  ;  who 
feems  to  have  made  Cato  fpeak  his  own  mind,  when 
he  tells  his  army — Ire  fat  efl-^no  matter  whither. 
I  am  .  Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXIIL 
FROM   MR.  CROMWELL. 

Nov.  20,  1710. 
rpHE  fyftem  of  Tycho  Brahc  (were  it  true,  as  it  is 
novel)  could  have  no  room  here :  Lucan,  with 
the  reft  of  the  Latin  poets,  feems  to  follow  Plato ; 
whofe  order  of  the  fpheres  is  clear  in  Cicero,  De  tia- 
tura  Deorufii,  Defonmio  Scipionis,  and  in  Macrobius. 
The  feat  of  the  Semicki  ma?ies  is  Platonic  too,  for 
Apulehu  De  deo  Socratis  afligns  the  fame  to  the  Genii, 
viz.  the  region  of  the  Air  for  their  intercourfe  with 
gods  and  men  ;  fo  that,  I  fancy,  Rowe  miftook  the 
fituation,  and  I  can't  be  reconciled  to  Look  down  on 
the  fun*s  rays.  I  am  glad  you  agree  with  me  about 
the  latitude  he  takes ;  and  wl{h  you  had  told  me,  if 
the  fortiie^iy  and  fatidici,  could  licenfe  his  inveftive 
VOL.  VII.  L.  again^ 
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agalnfl  priefts ;  but,  1  fuppofe,  you  think  them  (with 
Helena)  undeferving  of  your  protedion.  I  agree 
with  you  in  Lucan's  errors,  and  the  caufe  of  tliem, 
his  poetic  defcriptions  ;  for  the  Romans  then  knew 
the  coaft  of  Africa  from  Cyrene  (to  the  fouth-eafl  of 
which  lies  i\mmon  toward  Egypt)  to  Leptis  and  Utica  : 
but,  pray,  remember  how  your  Homer  nodded,  while 
Ulyffes  flept,  and  waking  knew  not  where  he  was, 
in  the  fhort  paifage  from  Corcyra  to  Ithaca.  I  like 
Trapp's  verfions  *  for  their  juftnefs  ;  his  Pfalm  is 
excellent,  the  prodigies  in  the  firft  Georgic  judicious 
(whence  I  conclude  that  'tis  eafier  to  turn  Virgil 
juftly  in  blank  verfe,  than  rhyme).  The  eclogue  of 
Gallus,  and  fable  of  Phaeton,  pretty  well ;  but  hfe  is 
very  faulty  in  his  numbers  ;  the  fate  of  Phaeton 
might  run  thus, 

The  blafted  Phaeton  with  blazing  hair, 

Shot  gliding  thro'  the  vaft  abyfs  of  air,  ( 

And  tumbled  headlong  like  a  falling  liar.  J 

I  am  Your,  etc. 

*  Of  all  the  parts  of  Tt-app's  tranflation  of  Virgil,  that  of  \\\i 
Gcorgics  is  moft  blameable  and  profaic.  The  Author  of  the  Pre- 
leiftions  loft  himfelf  much  in  this  tranflation  of  Virgil ;  yet  many 
of  his  notes  fliew  that  he  underftood  and  felt  his  author :  and 
his  Prcleftions  may  be  read  with  advantage  by  young  fcholars. 
His  Latin  tranflation  of  Milton  was  a  woful  performance. 

Warton. 

The  diftich  on  Trapp  is  well  known  : 

"  Read  the  commandments,  Trapp,  tranflate  no  further  ; 
Is  it  not  written,  "  Thou  flialt  do  no  murther  ?" 
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LETTER    XXIV. 

Nov.  24,  1 7 10. 
'po  make  ufe  of  that  freedom   and   familiarity   of 
ftyle,  which   we  have   taken   up   in   our   corre- 
fpondence,  and  which  is  more  properly  talking  upon 
paper,  than  writing  ;  I  will  tell  you  without  any  pre- 
face, That  I  never  took  Tycho  Brahe  for  one  of  .the 
ancients,  or  in  the  leaft  an  acquaintance  of  Lucan's  ; 
nay,  *tis  a  mercy  on  this  occafion  that  1  do  not  give 
you  an  account  of  his  life  and  converfation  ;  as  how 
he  lived  fome  years  like  an  inchanted  knight  in  a  cer- 
tain ifland,  with  a  tale  of  a  King  of  Denmark's  mif- 
trefs  that  fhall  be  namelefs — But  I  have  compaffion  on 
you,  and  would  not  for  the  world  you  Ihould  flay 
any  longer  among  the  Genii  and  Semidei  Manes,  you 
know  where  ;  for  if  once  you  get  fo  near  the  moon, 
Sappho  *  will  want  your  prefence  in  the  clouds  and  in- 
ferior regions ;  not  to  mention  the  great  lofs  Drury- 
lane  will  fuflain,  when  Mr.  C is  in  the  milky- 
way.     Thefe  celeftial  thoughts  put  me  in  mind  of  the 
priefts  you  mention,  who  are  a  fort  of  fortilegi  in  one 
fenfe,  becaufe  in  their  lottery  there  are  more  blanks 
than  prizes  ;  the  adventurers  being  at  firll  in  aji  un- 
certainty, 

'*'  Mrs.  Thomas,  of  whom  the  reader  will  fee  a  mofe  particular 
aceount  in  the  Appendix  to  this  Volume. 

JL   2 
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certainty,  whereas  the  fetters-up  are  fure  of  fome- 
thing.  Priefls  indeed  in  their  charader,  as  they  re- 
prefent  God,  are  facred ;  and  fo  are  conflables,  as 
they  reprefent  the  King  ;  but  you  will  own  a  great 
many  of  them  are  very  odd  fellows,  and  the  devil  of 
any  Hkenefs  in  them.  Yet  I  can  affure  you,  I  honour 
the  good  as  much  as  I  deteft  the  bad,  and  I  think,  that 
in  condemning  thefe,  we  praife  thofe.  The  tranfla- 
tions  from  Ovid  I  have  not  fo  good  an  opinion  of  as 
you ;  becaufe  I  think  they  have  little  of  the  main 
charaderiftic  of  this  author,  a  graceful  eafinefs. 
For  let  the  fenfe  be  ever  fo  exactly  rendered,  unlefs 
an  author  looks  like  himfelf,  in  his  air,  habit,  and 
manner,  'tis  a  difgulfe,  and  not  tranflation.  But 
as  to  the  Pfalm,  1  think  David  is  much  more  beholden 
to  the  tranflator  than  Ovid ;  and  as  he  treated  the 
Roman  like  a  Jew,  fo  he  has  made  the  Jew  fpeak 
like  a  Roman. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XXV. 

FROM   MR.  CROMWELL. 

Dec.  5,  1 710. 
rpHE   fame  judgment  we  made  on  Rowe*s  ixth  of 
Lucan  will  ferve  for  his  part  of  the  vith,  where 
1  find  this  memorable  line, 

Parque 
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Parque  novum  For  tuna  videt  concurrere,  bellum 
Atque  virum. 

For  this  he  employs  fix  verfes,  among  which  is  this, 
As  if  on  Knightly  terms  in  lifts  they  ran. 

Pray  can  you  trace  chivalry  *  up  higher  than  Pha- 
ramond  ?  will  you  allow  it  an  anachronifm  ? — Tickel 
in  his  verfion  of  the  Phoenix  from  Claudian, 

When  nature  ceafes,  thou  (halt  ftill  remain, 
Nor  fecond  Chaos  bound  thy  endlefs  train  ; 

Claudian  thus, 

Et  clades  te  nulla  rapit,  folufque  fuperftes, 
Edomita  tellure,  manes  : 

which  plainly  refers  to  the  deluge  of  Deucalion,  and 
the  conflagration  of  Phaeton  ;  not  to  the  final  difTo- 
lution.  Your  thought  of  the  Priefts  lottery  is  very 
fine  :  you  play  the  wit,  and  not  the  critic,  upon  the 
errors  of  your  brother. 

Your  obfervations  are  all  very  juft :  Virgil  is  emi- 
nent for  adjufling  his  didion  to  his  fentlments ;  and, 
among  the  moderns,  I  find  you  pra£life  the  Profodia 
of  your  rules.     Your  *  poem  ihews  you  to  be,  what 

you 

♦  Nothing  fiirely  can  bo  fo  totally  abhorrent  from  all  the  ideas 
of  antiquity  as  chivalry,  the  rife  and  genius  of  which  is  no  where 
fo  amply  and  accurately  ir.veftigated  as  by  that  curious  antiquary 
M.  De  la  Curne  de  SaintePalaye,  in  a  Memoir  firft  publilhed 
in  the  20th.  volume  of  the  Academy  of  Infcriptions  and  Belles 
I^ettres,  and  afterwards  enlarged  and  publiflicd  in  two  volumes  at 
Paris,   1759.  Warton. 

*  To  a  Lady,  with  the  Works  of  Voitttrc.  Porr. 

L  3 
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you  fay  of  Vokure-^witb  books  well  bred:  the  flate 
of  the  fair,  though  fatirical,  is  touched  with  that  de- 
licacy and  gallantry,  that  not  the  court  of  Auguflus, 
not — But  hold,  I  fliall  lofe  what  \  lately  recovered, 
your  opinion  of  my  fincerity  :  yet  I  mud  fay,  'tis  as 
jfaultlefs  as  the  fair  to  whom  it  is  addrelTed,  be  fhe 
never  fo  perfefl.  The  M.  G.  (who,  it  feems,  had  no 
right  notion  of  you,  as  you  of  him)  tranfcribed  it  by 
lucubration  :  From  fome  difcourfe  of  yours,  he  thought 
your  inclination  led  you  to  (what  the  men  of  fafliion 
call  learning)  pedantry ;  but  now,  he  fays,  he  has  no 
lefs,  I  aflure  you,  than  a  veneration  for  you. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXVI. 

December  17,   1710. 

T  T  feems  that  my  late  mention  of  Crafliaw,  and  my 
quotation  from  him,  has  moved  your  curiofity. 
I  therefore  fend  you  ihe  whole  Author,  who  has  held 
a  place  among  my  other  books  of  this  nature  for  fome 
years  ;  in  which  time  having  read  him  twice  or  thrice, 
I  find  him  one  of  thofe  whofe  works  may  juft  deferve 
reading.  I  take  this  poet  to  have  writ  like  a  gentleman  ♦, 
that  is,  at  leifure  hours,  and  more  to  keep  out  of  idlenefs, 
than  to  eftablifh  a  reputation  j  fo  that  nothing  regular 

or 

*  Like  a   gentleman !  he  might  have  faid  as  well  that  Dante 
wrote  like  a  gentleman ! 
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or  jufl:  can  be  expefted  from  him.  All  that  regards 
defign,  form,  fable,  (which  is  the  foul  of  poetry,)  all 
that  concerns  exadnefs,  or  confent  of  parts,  (which  is 
the  body,)  will  probably  be  wanting  ;  only  pretty  con- 
ceptions, fine  metaphors,  glittering  expreflions,  and 
fomething  of  a  neat  cafl  of  verfe,  (which  are  properly 
the  drefs,  gems,  or  loofe  ornaments  of  poetry,)  may  be 
found  in  thefe  verfes.  This  is  indeed  the  cafe  of  moft 
other  poetical  writers  of  mifcellanies  ;  nor  can  it  well 
be  otherwife,  fince  no  man  can  be  a  true  poet,  who 
writes  for  diverfion  only.  Thefe  authors  fliould  be 
confidered  as  verfifiers  and  witty  men,  rather  than 
as  poets ;  and  under  this  head  will  only  fall  the 
thoughts,  the  expreffion,  and  the  numbers.  Thefe 
are  only  the  pleafing  part  of  poetry,  which  may  be 
judged  of  at  a  view,  and  comprehended  all  at  once. 
And  (to  exprefs  myfelf  like  a  painter)  their  colouring 
entertains  the  fight,  but  the  lines  and  hfe  of  the  pic- 
ture are  not  to  be  infpefted  too  narrowly. 

This  Author  formed  himfelf  upon  Petrarch,  or 
rather   upon  Marino  *.     His  thoughts,  one  may  ob- 

ferve, 

*  CntJlMiv  was>  fo  fond  o(  Jlfartno,  a  writer  of  fine  imaoination  but 
little  judgment,  as  to  tranflate  the  whole  firft.  book  of  his  Strage 
cle  gli  Innocenti  (publillicd  1633),  which  Marino  himftlf  preferred 
to  his  //  Adone.,  and  to  which  Milton  was  indebted  for  many  hints, 
which,  however,  he  greatly  improved.  See  particularly  Stanza  7, 
and  fevcral  fucceeding  Stanzas  in  CraJJmvjt  p.  35,  for  a  defcription 
of  Satan.  Milton,  in  his  Man/us,  celebrates  the  Adonis  :  the 
Strage  was  not  then  publifhed.  It  was  Hril  printed  in  France, 
and  Chapeldin  prefixed  a  Itarntd  preface  to  it.  There  was  a 
tranflation  of  all  the  four  books  of  the  Slaughter  of  the  Itniocentt, 
publifticd  1675,  by  T.  R.  and  dedicated  to  the  Duchrfs  of  Tork. 

Warton. 
I.  4 
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ferve,  in  the   main,  are   pretty ;  but  oftentimes  far 
fetched,  and  too  often  ft  rained  and  ftiftened  to  make 
them  appear  the  greater.     For  men  are  never  fo  apt 
to  think  a  thing  great,  as  when  it  is  odd  or  wonder- 
ful; and   inconfiderate  authors  would  rather  be  ad- 
mired than  underftood.     This  ambition  of  furprizing 
a  reader,  is  the  true  natural  caufe  of  all  fuflian,  or 
bombaft  in  poetry.     To  confirm  what  I  have  faid, 
you  need  but  look  into  his  firft  poem  of  the  Weeper, 
where  the  2d,  4th,  6th,  14th,  21ft  ftanzas  are  as  fub- 
limely  dull,  as  the  7th,  8th,  9th,   16th,   17th,  20th, 
and  23d  ftanzas  of  the  fame  copy,  are  foft  and  pleaf- 
ing  :  and  if  thcfe  laft  want  any  thing,  it  is  an  eafier 
and   more   unafteded    expreflion.      The    remaining 
thoughts  in  that  poem  might  have  been  fpared,  being 
cither  but  repetitions,  or  very  trivial  and  mean.     And 
by  this  example  in  the  firft,  one  may  guefs  at  all  the 
reft ;    to   be  like  this,  a  mixture   of  tender  gentle 
thoughts  and  fuitable  expreffions,  of  forced  and  in- 
extricable conceits,   and  of  needlefs  fillers-up  to  the 
reft.     From  all  which  it  is  plain,  this  author  writ  faft, 
and  fet  down  what  came  uppermoft.     A  reader  may 
{kim  off  the  froth,  and  ufe  the  clear  underneath  ;  but 
if  he  goes  too  deep,  will  meet  with  a  mouthful  of 
dregs  ;  either  the  top  or  bottom  of  him  are  good  for 
little,  but  what  he  did  in  his  own,  natural,  middle- 
way,  is  beft. 

To  fpeak  of  his  numbers,  is  a  little  difticult,  they 
arc  fo  various  i\i\d  irregular,  and  moftly  Pindaric  ; 
it  is  evident  his   heroic  verl'e   (the  beft  example  oi 

which 
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which  is  his  Mufic's  duel)  is  carelefsly  made  up  ;  but 
one  may  imagine  from  what  it  now  is,  that  had  he 
taken  more  care,  it  had  been  mufical  and  pleafmg 
enough,  not  extremely  majeftic,  but  fweet :  and  the 
time  confidered  of  his  writing,  he  was  (even  as  un- 
corrett  as  he  is)  none  of  the  worfl:  verfificators. 

I  will  jufl:  obferve,  that  the  belt  pieces  *  of  this 
author  are  a  paraphrafe  on  Pfal.  xxiii.  On  Leffius, 
Epitaph  on  Mr.  Afhton,  Wiflies  to  his  fuppofed  Mif- 
trefs,  and  the  Dies  Ira. 

*  To  thcfe  might  le  added  fome  other  pieces  of  Crnjha'w  that 
deferved  his  praife  ;  particularly  a  tranflation  from  Mofchus,  and 
another  from  Catullus.  His  2.3d  Pfalm  is  not  tqual  to  that  of 
Sanclys\  whofe  Pfalms  deferve  much  more  attention  than  they 
meet  with.  Rofcommon  has  borrowed  many  lines  from  the  Diet 
Ira  of  CraJhaiVi  particularly  Stanza  17  : 

"  My  God,  my  Father,  and  my  Friend, 

**  Do  not  forfake  me  in  my  end  !" 
Craftiaw  gives  it  thus,  page  194  of  his  Poems,  1670  : 

"  My  Hope,  my  Fear,  my  Judge,  my  Friend, 

"  Take  charge  of  me  and  of  my  end  !" 
Pope  has  taken  many  exprefllons  and  lines  from  this  autlior, 
who,  having  been  a  convert  to  popery,  wo  may  imagine  was  re- 
commended to  our  author  in  his  younger  years.  It  is  in  hisEloifa 
to  Abelard,  that  many  exprefllons  and  thoughts  of  Cralhaw  chiefly 
occur ;  particularly  his  defcriptiou  of  a  religious  houfe,  from 
Barclay ;  the  fituation  of  the  Paraclete ;  and  alfo  line  .347, 
from  the  complaint  of  Alexias,  the  forfaken  wife  of  Alexis, 
though  much  hcightcud  and  improved.  Cowley  wrote  a  poem 
on  Crafhaw's  deatli,  whom  he  higlily  celebrates.  He  died  of  a 
ftvcr  at  Loretto,  being  newly  ch.ifcn  fcanonof  that  church. 

Warton. 
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LETTER    XXVII. 

Decembc  r  5  o,  171c. 
T  RESUME  my  old  liberty  of  throwing  out  myfelf 
upon  paper  to  you,  and  making  what  thoughts 
float  uppermoft  in  my  head,  the  fubjeft  of  a  letter. 
They  are  at  prefent  upon  laughter,  which  (for  aught 
I  know)  may  be  the  caufe  you  might  fometimes  think 
me  too  remifs  a  friend,  when  I  was  mod  intirely  fo  : 
for  I  am  never  fo  inclined  to  mirth  as  when  I  am 
mofl  pleafed  and  mofl  eafy,  which  is  in  the  company 
of  »  friend  like  yourfelf. 

As  the  fooling  and  toying  with  a  miftrefs  is  a  proof 
of  fondnefs,  not  difrefpett,  fo  is  raillery  with  a  friend. 
1  know  there  are  prudes  in  friendfhip,  who  expeft 
diftance,  awe,  and  adoration  ;  but  I  know  you  are 
not  of  them  :  and  1,  for  my  part,  am  no  idol-worihip- 
per,  though  a  Papift.  If  I  were  to  addrefs  Jupiter 
himfelf  in  a  heathen  way,  I  fancy  I  iliould  be  apt  to 
take  hold  of  his  knee  in  a  familiar  manner,  if  not  of 
his  beard  like  Dionyfius  ;  I  was  juft  going  to  fay,  of 
his  buttons  ;  but  I  think  Jupiter  wore  none  (however' 
I  won't  be  pofitive  to  fo  nice  a  critic  as  you,  but  his 
robe  might  be  fubneded  with  a  Fibula).  I  know 
fome  philofophers  define  laughter,  A  rccGnunending  eiir- 
fdves  to  our  oivn  favour^  by  comparifon  iviib  the  wcak- 
nrfs  of  another :  but  I  am  fure  I  very  rarely  laugh  with 
that  view,  nor  do  I  believe  children  have  any  fuch 

confider- 
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confideration  in  their  heads,  when  they  exprefs  their 
pleafure  this  way :  I  laugh  full  as  innocently  as  they, 
for  the  moft  part,  and  as  fillily.  There  is  a  differ- 
ence too  betwixt  laughing  about  a  thing,  and  laughing 
at  a  thing  :  one  may  find  the  inferior  man  (to  make 
a  kind  of  cafuiftical  diflindion)  provoked  to  folly  at 
the  fight  or  obfervation  of  fome  circumjiances  of  a 
thing,  when  the  thing  ///?^  appears  folemn  and  auguft 
to  the  fuperior  man,  that  is,  our  judgment  and  rea- 
fon.  Let  an  Ambalfador  fpeak  the  bell  fenfe  in  the 
world,  and  deport  himfelf  in  the  mofl  graceful  man- 
ner before  a  Prince,  yet  if  the  tail  of  his  fhirt  happen 
(as  I  have  known  it  happen  to  a  very  wife  man)  to 
hang  out  behind,  more  people  (hall  laugh  at  that  than 
attend  to  the  other;  till  they  recolledl  themfelves, 
and  then  they  will  not  have  a  jot  the  lefs  refpeft  for 
the  minifter.  I  mull  confefs  the  iniquity  of  my  coun- 
tenance before  you  ;  feveral  mufcles  of  my  face  fome- 
times  take  an  impertinent  liberty  with  my  judgment, 
but  then  my  judgment  foon  rifes,  and  fets  all  right 
again  about  my  mouth :  and  I  find  I  value  no  man 
fo  much,  as  him  in  whofe  fight  I  have  been  playing 
the  fool.  1  cannot  hefub  perfona  before  a  man  I  love ; 
and  not  to  laugh  with  honefly,  when  nature  prompts, 
or  folly,  (which  is  more  a  fecond  nature  than  any  thin^ 
1  know,)  is  but  a  knavifli  hypocritical  way  of  making 

a   mafic  of  one's  own  face. To  conclude,  thofe 

that  are  my  friends  /  laugh  iviih,  and  thofe  that  are 
not  /  laugh  at ;  fo  am  merry  in  company,  and  if  ever 

I  am 
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I  am  wife,  it  is  all  by  myfelf.     You  take  juft  another 

courfe,  and  to  thofe  that  are  not  your  friends,  are  very 

civil ;  and  to  thofe  that  are,  very  endearing  and  com- 

plaifant :  thus  when  you  and  I  meet,  there  will  be  the 

Rifus  Es*  Blanditia  united  together  in  converfarion,  as 

they  commonly  are  in  verfe.     But  without'laughter 

on  the  one  fide,  or  compliment  on  the  other,  I  aflure 

you  1  am,  with  real  efteem. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXVIII. 
FROM    MR.  CROMWELL. 

Oftober  16,    1711, 

-\  TR.  Wycherley  vifited  me  at  Bath  in  my  ficknefs, 
'^  and  expreffed  much  afFe£tion  to  me :  hearing 
from  me  how  welcome  his  letters  would  be,  he  pre- 
fently  writ  to  you  ;  in  which  1  inferted  my  fcrall,  and 
after,  a  fecond.  He  went  to  Gloucefter  in  his  way 
to  Salop,  but  was  difappointed  of  a  boat,  and  fo  re- 
turned to  the  Bath  ;  then  he  fhewed  me  your  anfwer 
to  his  letters,  in  which  you  fpoke  of  my  good-nature, 
but,  I  fear,  you  found  me  very  froward  at  Reading  ; 
yet  you  allow  for  my  illnefs.  I  could  not  pofTibly  be 
in  the  fame  houfe  with  Mr.  Wycherley,  though  I 
fought  it  earneftly ;  nor  come  up  to  town  with  him, 
he  being  engaged  with  others ;   but,   v/hcnever  we 

met, 
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met,  we  talked  of  you.  He  praifes  your  Poem ",  and 
even  outvies  me  in  kind  expreflions  of  you.  As  if 
he  had  not  wrote  two  letters  to  you,  he  was  for  wri- 
ting every  pofl: ;  I  put  him  in  mind  he  had  already. 
Forgive  me  this  wrong ;  I  know  not  whether  my 
talking  fo  much  of  your  great  humanity  and  tender- 
nefs  to  me,  and  love  to  him ;  or  whether  the  return 
of  his  natural  difpofition  to  you,  was  the  caufe ;  but 
certainly  you  are  now  highly  in  his  favour :  now  he 
will  come  this  winter  to  your  houfe,  and  I  muft  go 
with  him ;  but  firft  he  will  invite  you  fpeedily  to 
town. — I  arrived  on  Saturday  laft  much  wearied,  yet 
had  wrote  fooner,  but  was  told  by  Mr.  Gay  (who  has 
writ  a  pretty  poem  to  Lintot,  and  who  gives  you  his 
fervice)  that  you  was  gone  from  home.  Lewis  ihewed 
me  your  letter,  which  fet  me  right,  and  your  next 
letter  is  impatiently  expected  from  me.  Mr.  Wycher- 
ley  came  to  town  on  Sunday  laft,  and  kindly  furprized 
me  with  a  vifit  on  Monday  morning.  We  dined  and 
drank  together  ;  and  I  faying.  To  our  loves ^  he  replied, 
*Tis  Mr.  Pope*^  Ijealth.  He  liiid  he  would  go  to  Mr. 
Thorold*s,  and  leave  a  letter  for  you.  Though  I  can- 
not anfwer  for  the  event  of  all  this,  in  refpedl  of  him; 
yet  I  can  alTure  you,  that,  when  you  pleafe  to  come, 
you  will  be  moft  defirable  to  me,  as  always  by  incli- 
nation, fo  now  by  duty,  who  Ihall  ever  be 

Your,  etc. 

"  EfTay  on  Criticifm.  Pope. 
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LETTER    tllX. 

NbVember  12,  TyiY. 
-f  RECEIVED  the  entertainment  of  your  letter  the  day 
after  I  had  fent  you  one  of  mine,  and  I  am  but 
this  morning  returned  hither.  The  news  you  tell  me 
of  the  many  difficulties  you  found  in  your  return  from 
Bath,  gives  me  fuch  a  kind  of  pleafure  as  we  ufually 
take  in  accompanying  our  friends  in  their  mixed  ad- 
ventures ;  for,  methinks,  I  fee  you  labouring  through 
all  your  inconveniencies  of  the  rough  roads,  the  hard 
faddle,  the  trotting  horfe,  and  what  not  ?  What  an 
agreeable  furprize  would  it  have  been  to  me,  to  have 
met  you  by  pure  accident,  (which  I  was  within  an  ace 
of  doing,)  and  to  have  carried  you  off  triumphantly, 
fet  you  on  an  eafier  pad,  and  relieved  the  wandering 
knight  with  a  night's  lodging  and  rural  repaft,  at  our 
caflle  in  the  foreft  ?  But  thefe  are  only  the  pleafing 
imaginations  of  a  difappointed  lover,  who  mufl  fufFer 
in  a  melancholy  abfence  yet  thefe  two  months.  In 
the  mean  time,  I  take  up  with  the  Mufes  for  want  of 
your  better  company  ;  the  Mufes,  qucs  nobifcum  per- 
no(3ant,  peregrinantur,  ri(Jiicantur.  Thofe  aerial  ladies 
jufl  difcover  enough  to  me  of  their  beauties  to  urge 
my  purfuit,  and  draw  me  on  in  a  wandering  maze  of 
thought,  flill  in  hopes  (and  only  in  hopes)  of  attain- 
ing thofe  favours  from  them,  which  they  confer  on 
their  more  happy  admirers.     We  grafp  fome  more 

beautiful 
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beautiful  idea  in  our  own  brain,  than  our  endeavours 
to  exprefs  it  can  fet  to  the  view  of  others ;  and  flill 
do  but  labour  to  fall  fliort  of  our  firfl  imagination. 
The  gay  colouring  which  fancy  gave  at  the  firfl  tran- 
fient  glance  we  had  of  it,  goes  off  in  the  execution : 
like  thofe  various  figures  in  the  gilded  clouds,  which 
while  we  gaze  long  upon,  to  feparate  the  parts  of  each 
imaginary  image,  the  whole  faints  before  the  eye,  and 
decays  into  confufion. 

I  am  highly  pleafed  with  the  knowledge  you  give 
me  of  Mr.  Wycherley's  prefent  temper,  which  feems 
fo  favourable  to  me.  I  fliall  ever  have  fuch  a  fund 
of  affeftion  for  him  as  to  be  agreeable  to  myfelf  when 
^  am  fo  to  him,  and  cannot  but  be  gay  when  he  is  in 
good  humour,  as  the  furface  of  the  earth  (if  you  will 
pardon  a  poetical  fimilitude)  is  clearer  or  gloomier, 

juft  as  the  fun  is  brighter  or  more  over-cafl  *. 1 

{hould  be  glad  to  fee  the  verfes  to  Lintot  which  you 
mention,  for,  methinks,  fomething  oddly  agreeable 
may  be  produced  from  that  fubjecl — For  what  re- 
mains, I  am  fo  well,  that  nothing  but  the  aifurance 
of  your  being  fo  can  make  me  better  ;  and  if  you 
would  have  me  live  with  any  fatisfadion  tliefe  dark 
days  in  which  I  cannot  fee  you,  it  muft  be  by  your 

writing  fometimes  to 

Your,  etc. 

*  Tliis  was  written,  I  have  no  doubt,  with  a  view  of  Wycher- 
ley's feeing  it,  fo  early  had  Pope  learned  "  ftratagem  :"  one  can 
hardly  otherwife  account  for  fuch  liyperbolical  praife. 
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LETTER     XXX. 
FROM   MR.  CROMWELL. 

December  7,  17 11. 
•iiyrR.  Wycherley  has,  I  believe,  fent  you  two  or 
three  letters  of  invitation ;  but  you,  like  the 
fair,  will  be  long  folicited  before  you  yield,  to  make 
the  favour  the  more  acceptable  to  the  lover.  He  is 
much  yours  by  his  talk ;  for  that  unbounded  genius, 
which  has  ranged  at  large  like  a  libertine,  now  feenis 
confined  to  you :  and  I  fhould  take  him  for  your  mif- 
trefs  too,  by  your  (imile  of  the  fun  and  earth  :  'tis 
very  fine,  but  inverted  by  the  application  ;  for  the 
gaiety  of  your  fancy  and  the  drooping  of  his  by  the 
withdrawing  of  your  luftre,  perfuades  me  it  would  be 
jufter  by  the  reverfe.  Oh  happy  favourite  of  the 
Mufes !  how  pernodare  all  night  long  with  them  ? 
but  alas !  you  do  but  toy,  but  fkirmifh  with  them, 
and  decline  a  clofe  engagement.  Leave  elegy  and 
tranflation  to  the  inferior  clafs,  on  whom  the  Mufes 
only  glance  now  and  then,  like  our  winter-fun,  and 
then  leave  them  in  the  dark.  1  hink  on  the  dignity 
of  Tragedy,  which  is  of  the  greater  poetry,  as  Dennis 
fays,  and  foil  him  at  his  other  weapon,  as  you  have 
done  in  Criticifm.  Every  one  wonders  that  a  genius 
like  *  yours  will  not  fupport  the  finking  Drama ;  and 

Mr. 

« 

*  He  fliewed  his  excellent  good  fcnfe,  by  not  attempting  a  fpe- 
cies  of  poetry  to  which  he  was  fo  much  difinchncd  ;  I  do  not  fay 
uif^'a'-  Wartok. 


FROM  H.   CROMWELL,   ESQ^     i6i 

Mr.  Wilks  (though  I  think  his  talent  is  Comedy)  has 
exprefled  a  furious  ambition  to  fvvell  in  your  bufkins. 
We  have  had  a  poor  Comedy  of  Johnfon's  (not  Ben) 
which  held  feven  nights,  and  has  got  him  three  hun- 
dred pounds,  for  the  town  is  (harp-fet  on  new  plays. 
In  vain  would  I  fire  you  by  interefl;  or  ambition,  when 
your  mind  is  not  fufceptible  of  either ;  though  your 
authority  (arifmg  from  the  general  efteem,  like  that 
of  Pompey)  mufl  infallibly  alfure  you  of  fuccefs ;  for 
which  in  all  your  wilhes  you  will  be  attended  v/ith 
thofe  of 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER     XXXL 

December  21,  lyii, 
TF  I  have  not  writ  to  you  fo  foon  as  I  ought,  let  mv 

writing  now  atone  for  the  delay  ;  as  it  will  infal- 
libly do,  when  you  know  what  a  facrifice  I  make  yoi^^ 
at  this  time,  and  that  every  moment  my  eyes  are  em- 
ployed upon  this  paper,  they  are  taken  off  from  two 
of  the  fined  faces  in  the  univerfe.  But  indfced  'ti^ 
fome  confolation  to  me  to  refleft,  that  while  I  but 
write  this  period,  I  efcape  fome  hundred  fatal  darts 
from  thofe  unerring  eyes,  and  about  a  thoufand  deaths 
or  better.  Now  you,  that  delight  in  dying,  would 
not  once  have  dreamt  of  an  abfent  friend  in  thefe  cir- 

VOL.  vii»  M  cumftances ; 


i62  LETTERS   TO   AND 

cumftances ;  you  that  are  fo  nice  an  admirer  of  beaut^^^ 
or  (as  a  Critic  would  fay  after  Terence)  fo  elegant  a 
fpeSlaior  of  forms ;  you  muft  have  a  fober  difh  of 
coffee,  and  a  folitary  candle  at  your  fide,  to  write  an 
cpiflle  lucubratory  to  your  friend,  whereas  I  can  do 
it  as  well  with  two  pair  of  radiant  lights,  that  outfliine 
the  golden  god  of  day  and  filver  goddefs  of  night, 
and  all  the  refulgent  eyes  of  the  firmament. — You 
fancy  now  that  Sappho*s  eyes  are  two  of  thefe  my 
tapers,  but  it  is  no  fuch  matter ;  thefe  are  eyes  that 
have  more  perfuafion  in  one  glance  than  all  Sappho*s 
oratory  and  geflure  together,  let  her  put  her  body 
into  what  moving  poflures  (he  pleafes.  Indeed,  in- 
deed, my  friend,  you  never  could  have  found  fo  im- 
proper a  time  to  tempt  me  with  intereft  or  ambition  : 
let  me  but  have  the  reputation  of  thefe  in  my  keeping, 
and  as  for  my  own,  let  the  devil,  or  let  Dennis,  take 
it  for  ever.  How  gladly  would  I  give  all  1  am  worth, 
that  is  to  fay,  my  Paflorals,  for  one  of  them,  and  my 
EfTay  for  the  other  ;  I  would  lay  out  all  my  Poetry  in 
Love  ;  an  Original  for  a  Lady,  and  a  Tranflation  for 
a  Waiting-maid  *  !  Alas !  what  have  I  to  do  with  Jane 
Gray,  as  long  as  Mifs  Molly,  Mifs  Betty,  or  Mifs 
Patty  are  in  this  world  ?  Shall  I  write  of  beauties  mur- 
dered long  ago,  when  there  are  thofe  at  this  inftant 
that  murder  me  ?  I'll  e'en  compofe  my  own  Tragedy, 

and 

*  This  evidently  allvules  to  the  clrcumftanee  of  Pope's  being 
half-perfuadcd  to  attempt  a  Tragedy  on  the  fubje6\  of  I-,ady 
Jane  Gray. 
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and  the  Poet  fhall  appear  in  his  own  perfon,  to  move 
compaflion  :  'twill  be  far  more  efFedtual  than  Bays's 
entering  with  a  rope  about  his  neck,  and  the  world 
will  own,  there  never  was  a  more  miferable  obje^ 
brought  upon  the  {lage. 

Now  you  that  are  a  critic,  pray  inform  me,  in  what 
manner  I  may  connefl:  the  foregoing  part  of  this  let- 
ter with  that  which  is  to  follow,  according  to  thd 
rules  ?  I  would  willingly  return  Mr.  Gay  my  thanks 
for  the  favour  of  his  poem,  and  in  particular  for  his 
kind  mention  of  me  ;  I  hoped,  when  I  heard  a  new 
Comedy  had  met  with  fuccefs  upon  the  ftage,  that  it 
had  been  his,  to  which  I  really  wifii  no  lefs  ;  and  (had 
it  been  any  way  in  my  power)  (hould  have  been  very 
glad  to  have  contributed  to  its  introdudion  into  the 
world.  His  verfes  to  Lintot  *  have  put  a  whim  into 
,my  head,  which  you  are  like  to  be  troubled  with  in 
the  oppofite  page :  take  it  as  you  find  it,  the  produc- 
tion of  half  an  hour  t'other  morning.  I  defign  very 
foon  to  put  a  talk  of  a  more  ferious  nature  upon  you, 
in  reviewing  a  piece  of  mine  that  may  better  deferve 
criticifm ;  and  by  that  time  you  have  done  with  it,  I 
hope  to  tell  you  in  perfon  with  how  much  fidelity  I 
am 

Your,  etc. 

"  Thefe  verfes  are  printed  in  Dr.  Srvift's  and  odr  Author** 
MifccUanies.  Warburton. 

M  2 
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Pop£,  it  lias  been  obferved,  early  learned  the  cant  of  gallanttj 
from  Cromwell.  Some  paHages  in  his  firft  Letters  to  this 
pedantic  beau,  which  Warburton  has  fupprefled,  and  which  it 
does  not  become  me  to  reftore,  fufficiently  explain  the  progrefs 
the  "  youthful  Dard"  made  niidL-r  fo  edifying  a  Tutor.  Cromwell's 
prime  vanity  feems  to  have  been,  his  being  in  "  the  graces  of  the 
Ladies ;"  and  he  correfponded  with  Pope,  pofiibly,  to  (hew 
thofe  whom  he  fo  much  affefted  to  ♦'  admire"  what  a  genius  and 
Jcholar  he  was.  With  all  this  abfurdity,  and  the  affe6;aiion  of 
fingularity,  he  was  moll  probably  a  generous  man,  as  Mrs. 
Thomas,  once  his  "  chere  ami,"  amidii  all  her  difappointments 
and  forrows,  fpeaks  of  him  with  kindnefs  and  gratitude. 

The  following  paffages  from  fome  Letters  of  Pope  will  more  rea- 
dily enable  the  reader  to  form  an  idea  of  his  character,  and  they  alio 
are  the  beft  comment  on  his  corrofpondcnce,  the  tone  of  which  is 
divided  between  his  "  admiration*'  of  the  "  fair  fex,"  and  of  that 
tharming  Poet,  Ovid,  the  author  of  that  charming  poem  called  the 
*•  Art  of  Love."  Cromwell  vifited  Pope  in  the  Forcft  1708,  and 
in  a  letter  from  thence  after  his  departure,  Pope  writes  thus  : 

**  However,  I  will  confefs  myfcU  the  lefs^  concerned  on  that  ac- 
♦'  count,  as  I  have  no  violent  inclination  to  lofe  my  heart,  efpecially 
**  in  fo  wild  a  place  as  this  Foreft  is  :  in  the  Town  'tis  ten  to  one 
«  but  diyoung fellow  may  find  his  (Iraytd  heart  again,  with  fome  Wild- 
**  ftreet  or  Drury-lane  damfel  ;  but  here,  where  I  could  have  met 
**  with  no  redrefs  from  an  unmerciful,  virtuous  dame,  I  mull  for 
"  ever  have  loll  my  httle  traveller,  &c." 

Thefe  little  traits  I  have  thought  not  unintercfliiig,  as  they  tend 
to  elucidate  Cromwell's  character. 

In  another  Letter  he  fays  :  *'  All  you  faw  in  this  country  charge 
"  me  to  affure  you  of  their  humble  fervice,  and  the  Ladies,  in 
**  particular,  who  look  upon  usas  but//«/n  country-fellows  fincethey 
•*  fatuyou,  and  heard  more  nW  things  in  that  fortnight,  than  they  cx- 
"  pcdl  from  a  whole  (hire  of  us  in  an  age.  The  trcphv  you  bore 
"  away  from  one  of  them,  in  your  fnujf-hox,  will  doubtlefs  pre- 
•'  ferve  her  memory,  and  be  a  teiUmony  of  your  admiration  for 
<*  ever." 

To 


C  165  ] 

To  thefe  circumftances  may  be  added  fometliing  of  Crom- 
"ivell's  peffonal  appearance,  notvvitliftanding  Johnfon  fays,  he  could 
find  out  no  more  of  him  than  that  he  wore  **  red  breeches." 

"  "Wh^t  an  afcenclancehnve  you  over  all  the  fex,  who  could  gain 
"  the  fair-one's  heart  by  appearing  before  her  in  a  long  Had 
"  unpoiudered periiuig  ;  nay,  without  fo  much  ab  the  very  extremi' 
"  ties  of  clean  linen,  in  neck-cloths  and  cuffs-  I  guefs  that  your 
"  friend  Vertumnus,  among  all  the  forms  he  affumes  to  win  the 
"  good  graces  of  Pomona,  never  took  upon  him  that  of  zjlovenly 
**  beau."  Pope  to  Cromwell. 

He  is  thus  defcribed  by  Gay,  in  his  Ballad  : 

•'  And  honcii,  hatlcfs  Cromwell,  with  red  breeclies." 
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tae 


Tort  never  appears  to  fo  rrmch  difadvantagc,  as  when  he  write* 
to  the  Ladies.  Thefe  Letters,  in  particular,  are  conftrained, 
afFefted,  full  of  falfe  wit,  and  falfe  gaiety,  and  in  every  thing  the 
ycverfe  of  what  he  wifhed  them  to  appear,  the  natural  cffufions  of 
lively  and  gallant  feelings.  He  certainly  was  fenfible  of  this,  as 
will  be  feen  by  his  own  confeflion,  and  they  were  indeed  written 
chiefly  at  an  early  age  ;  but  as  they  were  publifhed,  and  with  fome 
care  (by  leaving  out  pafiages  that  might  be  thought  offenfive,  and 
Correfting  others),  it  is  plain  he  was  not  indifferent  to  them  in  his 
latter  days,  though  it  muft  have  been  very  ftrange  if  he  was  not 
^ware  how  vainly  laboured  they  were. 
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TO 


SEVERAL    LADIES', 


LETTER    I. 


Madam,  March  1,  1705. 

T  SEND  you  the  book  of  rudiments  of  Drawing,  which 

you  were  pleafed  to  command,  and  think  myfelf 
obliged  to  inform  you  at  the  fam^  time  of  one  of  the 
many  excellencies  you  polTefs  without  knowing  of 
them.     You  are  but  too  good  a  Painter  already ;  and 

no 

"  Mod  of  thefe  were  printed  without  the  Author's  confent, 
and  np  doubt  are  the  fame  upon  which  the  cenfure  is  pafTed  in  the 
Preface,  *'  That  they  have  too  much  of  a  juvenile  ambition  of 
^'  wit,  and  affeftation  of  gaiety."  And  it  is  pleaded  in  cxcufe, 
*'  that  they  were  written  very  young,  and  the  folly  was  foon 
«♦  over."  Pope. 

After  this  candid  cenfure,  pafled  by  our  Author  himfelf,  on  the 
(ucceeding  Thirty-three  Letters  to  feveral  Ladies,  it  would  be 
invidious  to  fay  any  thing  more  of  their  being  very  unworthy  of 
him ;  always  excepting  the  lalt,  to  Mrs.  Arabella  Fermor,  on  her 
marriage,  which  is  full  of  gallantry  and  elegance.  Warton. 

It  is  faid  in  the  Contents,  that  all  thefe  Letters  were  writtrti 
to  the  fame.  Tliat  cannot  be,  for  the  Lady  here  certainly  is  not 
Mifs  Blount,  as  Hie  is  dcfcrlbed  of  the  age  of  three  and  twenty, 
;»nd  as  having  had  a  child  fix  years  before. 
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no  picture  of  Raphael's  was  ever  fo  beautiful,  as-that 
which  you  have  formed  in  a  certain  heart  of  my  ac- 
quaintance.    Indeed  it  was  but  juft  that  the  fineft  lines 
in  nature    fhould  be  drawn  upon  the  moft  durable 
ground,  and  none  could  ever  be  met  with,  that  would 
fo  readily  receive,  or  fo  faithfully  retain  them,  as  this 
Heart.     I  may  boldly  fay  of  it,  that  you  will  not  find 
its  fellow  in  all  the  parts  of  the  body  in  this  book. 
But  I  muft  complain  to  you  of  my  hand,  which  Is  an 
arrant  traitor  to  my  heart ;  for  having  been  copying 
your  pidure  from  thence  and  from  Kneller  thefe  three 
days,  it  has  done  all  pofTible  injury  to  the  finefl  face 
that  ever  was  made,  and  to  the  livelieft  image  that 
ever  was  drawn.     I  have  imagination  enough  in  your 
abfence,  to  trace  fome  refemblance  of  you  ;  but  I  have 
been  fo  long  ufed  to  lofe  my  judgment  at  the  fight  of 
you  that  it  is  pall  my  power  to  correct  it  by  the  life. 
Your  pifture  feems  leaft  like  when  placed  before  your 
eyes ;  and,  contrary  to  all  other  pidures,  receives  a 
manifefl  difadvantage  by  being  fet  on  the  faired  light 
in  the  world.    The  Painters  are  a  very  vain  generation, 
and  have  a  long  time  pretended  to  rival  nature  ;  but 
to  own  the  truth  to  you,  fne  made  fuch  a  finifhed 
piece  about  three  and  twenty  years  ago,  (I  beg  your 
pardon.  Madam  ;    I  proteft,   I  meant  but  two  and 
twenty,)  that  'tis  in  vain  for  them  any  longer  to  con- 
tend with  her.     I  know  you  indeed  made  one  fome- 
thing  like  it,  betwixt  five  and  fix  years  part: :  'twas 
a  little  girl,  done  with  abundance  of  fpirit  and  life, 

and 
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and  wants  nothing  but  time  to  be  an  admirable  piece : 
but,  not  to  flatter  your  work,  I  don*t  think  it  will 
ever  come  up  to  what  your  father  made.  However 
I  would  not  difcourage  you ;  *tis  certain  you  have  a 
ftrange  happinefs,  of  making  jfine  things  of  a  fudden 
and  at  a  flroke,  with  incredible  eafe  and  pleafure. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    ir. 

T  T  is  too  much  a  rule  *  in  this  town,  that  when  a  lady 
has  once  done  a  man  a  favour,  he  is  to  be  rude 
to  her  ever  after.  It  becomes  our  fex  to  take  upon 
us  twice  as  much  as  yours  allow  us :  by  this  method 
I  may  write  to  you  moft  impudently,  becaufe  you  once 
anfwered  me  modeftly  ;  and  if  you  fhould  never  do  me 
that  honour  for  the  future,  I  am  to  think  (like  a  true 
coxcomb)  that  your  filence  gives  confent.  Perhaps 
you  wonder  why  this  is  addrefled  to  you  rather  than 

to  Mrs.  M ,  with  whom  I  have  the  right  of  an 

old  acquaintance,  whereas  you  are  a  fine  lady,  have 
bright  eyes,  etc.  Firfl:,  Madam,  I  make  choice  of  you 
rather  than  of  your  mother,  becaufe  you  are  younger 
than  your  mother.  Secondly,  becaufe  I  fancy  you 
fpell  better,  as  having  been  at  fchool  later.     Thirdly, 

becaufe 

*  We  cannot  but  regret  the  want  of  a  date  and  addrefs  to  alJ 
thefc  letters.  Warto.h. 

They  were  purpoftly  omitted  by  Pope. 
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becaufe  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  write  if  you 
pleafe,  and  pofTibly  it  may  keep  you  from  employing 
yourfelf  worfe  :  it  may  fave  fome  honeft  neighbouring 
gentleman  from  three  or  four  of  your  peflilent  glances. 
Caft  your  eyes  upon  paper.  Madam,  there  you  may 
look  innocently :  men  are  feducing,  books  are  dan- 
gerous, the  amorous  ones  foften  you,  and  the  godly 
ones  give  you  the  fpken  :  if  you  look  upon  trees, 
they  clafp  in  embraces  j  birds  and  beafts  make  love  : 
the  fun  is  too  warm  for  your  blood  ;  the  moon  melts 
you  into  yielding  and  melancholy.  Therefore  I  fay 
once  more,  caft  your  eyes  upon  paper,  and  read  only 
fuch  letters  as  I  write,  which  convey  no  darts,  no 
flames,  but  proceed  from  innocence  of  foul,  and  fim- 
plicity  of  heart.  Thank  God,  1  am  an  hundred  miles 
off  from  thofe  eyes!  I  would  fooner  truft  your  hand 
than  them  for  doing  me  mifchief ;  and  though  I  doubt 
not  fome  part  of  the  rancour  and  iniquity  of  your 
heart  will  drop  into  your  pen,  yet  lince  it  will  not 
attack  me  on  a  fudden  and  unprepared,  fince  I  may 
have  time  while  I  break  open  your  letter  to  crofs 
myfelf  and  fay  a  Pater-nofter,  I  hope  Providence  will 
proted  me  from  all  you  can  attempt  at  this  diftance. 
1  am  told  you  are  at  this  hour  as  handfome  as  an  an- 
gel ;  for  my  part,  I  have  forgot  your  face  fmce  two 
winters.  You  may  be  grown  to  a  giantefs  for  all  I 
know.  I  can't  tell  in  any  refped  what  fort  of  creature 
you  are,  only  that  you  are  a  very  mifchievous  one, 
whom  I  fhall  ever  pray  to  be  defended  from.  But 
8  when 
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when  your  MInifler  fends  me  word  you  have  the 
fmall-pox,  a  good  many  freckles,  or  are  very  pale, 
I  will  defire  him  to  give  thanks  for  it  in  your  parifti 
church  ;  which  as  foon  as  he  fhall  inform  me  he  hsus 
done,  I  will  make  you  a  vifit  without  armour :  I  will 
eat  any  thing  you  give  me  without  fufpicion  of  poifon, 
take  you  by  the  hand  without  gloves,  nay  venture  to 
follow  you  into  an  arbour  without  calling  the  company. 
This,  Madam,  is  the  top  of  my  wifhes,  but  how  dif- 
ferently are  our  defires  inclined !  You  figh  out,  in 
the  ardour  of  your  heart.  Oh  play-houfes,  parks, 
operas,  aflemblies,  London !  I  cry  with  rapture.  Oh 
woods,  gardens,  rookeries,  fifh-ponds,  arbours !  Mrs. 
M 


LETTER     IlL 

TO   A   LADY. 

[Written  on  one  column  of  a  letter,  while  Lady  M.  wrote 
to  the  Lady's  Hufband  on  the  other.] 

rpHE  wits  would  fay,  that  this  mufl  needs  be  a  dull 
letter  becaufe  it  is  a  married  one.  1  am  afraid 
indeed  you  will  find,  what  fpirit  there  is,  muft  be  on 
the  fide  of  the  wife,  and  the  huiband*s  part,  as  ufual, 
will  prove  the  dullcft.  What  an  unequal  pair  are  put 
together  in  this  fheet  ?  in  which,  though  we  fm,  it  is 
you  mufl:  do  penance.     When  you  look  on  both  fides 

of 
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of  this  paper,  you  may  fancy  that  our  words  (accord- 
ing to  a  Scripture  expreffion)  are  as  a  two-edged 
fword,  whereof  Lady  M.  is  the  fhining  blade,  and  I 
only  the  handle.  But  I  can't  proceed  without  fo  far 
mortifying  Sir  Robert  as  to  tell  him,  that  {he  writes 
this  purely  in  obedience  to  me, .  and  that  it  is  but  one 
of  thofe  honours  a  huiband  receives  for  the  fake  of 
his  wife. 

It  is  making  court  but  ill  to  one  fine  woman  to  fhew 
her  the  regard  we  have  for  another ;  and  yet  I  mud 
own  there  is  not  a  period  of  this  epiflle  but  fquints 
towards  another  over-againfl  it.  It  will  be  in  vain  to 
diflemble  :  your  penetrating  eyes  cannot  but  difcover, 
how  all  the  letters  that  compofe  thefe  words  lean  for- 
ward after  Lady  M.*s  letters,  which  feem  to  bend  as 
much  from  mine,  and  fly  from  them  as  fall  as  they 
are  able.  Ungrateful  letters  that  they  are!  which 
give  themfelves  to  another  mart,  in  the  vtry  prefence 
of  him  who  will  yield  to  no  mortal,  in  knowing  how 
to  value  them. 

You  will  think  I  forgot  myfelf,  and  am  not  writing 
to  you  ;  but,-  let  me  tell  you,  'tis  you  forget  yourfelf 
in  that  thought,  for  you  are  almoft  the  only  woman 
to  whom  one  can  fafely  addrefs  the  praifes  of  another. 
BefideSy  can  you  imagine  a  man  of  my  importance  fo 
ftupid,  as  to  fay  fine  things  to  you  before  your  huf- 
band  ?  Let  us  fee  how  far  Lady  M.  herfelf  dares  do 
any  think  like  it,  with  all  the  wit  and  addrefs  Ihe  is 
miftrefs  of.     If  Sir  Robert  can  be  fo  ignorant  (now 

he 
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he  is  left  to  himfelf  in  the  country)  to  imagine  any 
fuch  matter,  let  him  know  from  me,  that  here  in  town 
every  thing  that  lady  fays,  is  taken  for  fatire.  For 
my  part,  every  body  knows  it  is  my  conftant  pradice 
to  fpeak  truth,  and  I  never  do  it  more  than  when  I 
call  myfelf  Your,  etc. 


LETTER     IV. 

^Y^ou  have  put  me  into  fo  much  gaiety  of  temper,^ 
that  there  will  not  be  a  ferious  word  in  this 
day's  letter.  No  more,  you  will  fay,  there  would,  if 
I  told  you  the  whole  ferious  bufmefs  of  the  town.  All 
lad  night  I  continued  with  you,  though  your  unrea- 
fonable  regularity  drove  me  out  of  your  doors  at  three 
o'clock.  I  dreamed  all  over  the  evening's  converfation', 
and  faw  the  little  bed  in  fpite  of  you.  In  the  morning 
I  waked,  very  angry  at  your  phantom  for  leaving  me 
fo  abruptly. 1  know  you  delight  in  my  mortifica- 
tion. 1  dined  with  an  old  Beauty ;  (he  appeared  at 
the  table  like  a  Death's  he?.d  enamelled.  The  Egyp- 
tians, you  know,  had  fuch  things  at  their  entertain- 
ments ;  but  do  you  think  they  painted  and  patched 
them  ?  However,  the  laft  of  thefe  objeftions  was  foon 
removed  ;  for  the  lady  had  fo  violent  an  appetite  for 
a  falmon,  that  ilie  quickly  eat  all  the  patches  off 
her   face.     She  divided   the   fifii   into   three   parts ; 

not 
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not  equal,  God  knows ;  for  (he  helped  Gay  to  the 
head,  me  to  the  middle,  and  making  the  reft  much 
the  largeft  part,  took  it  herfelf,  and  cried  very  naively, 
ril  be  content  with  my  own  tail. 

My  fupper  was  as  fmgular  as  my  dinner.  It  was 
with  a  great  Poet  *  and  Ode-maker  (that  is,  a  great 
poet  out  of  his  wits,  or  out  of  his  way).  He  came 
to  me  very  hungry  ;  not  for  want  of  a  dinner  (for 
that  I  Ihould  make  no  jeft  of)  but  having  forgot  to 
dine.  He  fell  moft  furioufly  on  the  broiled  relics  of 
a  flioulder  of  mutton,  commonly  called  a  blade  bone  : 
he  profeffed  he  never  tailed  fo  exquifite  a  thing !  beg- 
ged roe  to  tell  him  what  joint  it  was  ;  wondered  he 
had  never  heard  the  name  of  this  joint,  or  feen  it  at 
other  tables  ;  and  defired  to  know  how  he  might  di- 
rect his  butcher  to  cut  out  the  fame  for  the  future. 
>\jid  yet  this  man,  fo  ignorant  in  modern  butchery, 
has  cut  up  half  an  hundred  heroes,  and  quartered  five 
gr  Hx.  miferable  lovers  in  every  tragedy  he  has  written. 
I  have  nothing  more  to  tell  you  to-day. 

*  It  is  faid  he  meant  Dr.  Young  ;  and  that  he  laughed  at  his 
frequent  abfencc  of  mind:  to  which,  but  not  with  afFcftation,  he 
va>  fvbje^.  Warton. 
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LETTER    V. 

THE  ANSWER.  ' 

^^ou  Ihould  have  my  day  too,  Sir,  but  indeed  I 
flept  it  out,  and  fo  I'll  give  you  all  that  was 
left,  my  laft  Night's  entertainment.  You  know  the 
company.  I  went  in  late,  in  order  to  be  better  re- 
ceived ;  but  unluckily  came  in,  as  Deuce-ace  was 
flinging  (Lord  H.  would  fay  I  came  in  the  Nick). 
The  lady  coloured,  and  the  men  took  the  name  of 
the  Lord  in  vain:  nobody  fpoke  to  me,  and  I  fat 
down  difappointed  ;  then  affedling  a  carelefs  air,  gaped, 
and  cried  feven  'or  eight  times,  Ifje  luin  cr  lofe  ?  I 
could  fafely  fay  at  that  moment  I  had  no  temptation 
to  any  one  of  the  feven  lively  fins ;  and,  in  the  inno- 
cent way  I  was,  happy  had  it  been  for  me,  if  I  had  . 
died  !  Moralizing  fat  I  by  the  hazard-table  j  I  looked 
upon  the  uncertainty  of  riches,  the  decay  of  beauty, 
and  the  crafh  of  worlds,  with  as  much  contempt  as 
ever  Plato  did.  But  ah !  the  frailty  of  human  na- 
ture !  fome  ridiculous  thought  came  into  my  head, 
wakened  my  paflions,  which  burft  forth  into  a  violent 
laughter  :  I  rofe  from  my  feat,  and  not  confidering  the 
jufl  refentments  of  the  lofmg  gamefters,  hurled  a  ball 
of  paper  crofs  the  table,  which  flopped  the  dice,  and 
turned  up  feven  inftead  of  five.  Curfed  on  all  fides, 
and  not  knowing  where  to  fly,  1  threw  rayfelf  into  a 
VOL.  VII.  N  chair, 
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chair,  which  I  demolifhed,  and  never  fpoke  a  word 
after.  We  went  to  fupper,  and  a  lady  faid,  Mifs  G. 
looks  prodigiotijly  like  a  Tree.  Every  body  agreed  to 
it,  and  1  had  not  curiofity  to  afk  the  meaning  of 
that  fprightly  fancy :  find  it  out,  and  let  me  know. 
Adieu,  'tis  time  to  drefs,  and  begin  the  bufmefs  of 
the  day. 


LETTER    \T. 

IN   THE    STYLE    OF   A   LADY*. 

"pRAY  what  is  your  opinion  of  Fate?  For  I  mull 
confefs  I  am  one  of  thofe  that  believe  in  Fate  and 
Predeftination. — No,  I  can't  go  fo  far  as  that,  but  I 
own  I  am  of  opinion  one's  flars  may  incline,  though 
not  compel  one  ;  and  that  is  a  fort  of  free-will ;  for  we 
may  be  able  to  refill  inclination,  but  not  compulfion. 
Don't  you  think  they  have  got  into  the  mofl:  pre- 
pofterous  fafhion  this  winter  that  ever  was,  of  floun- 
cing the  petticoat  fo  very  deep,  that  it  looks  like  an 
entire  coat  of  lutellring  ? 

It 

*  In  the  ftyle  of  a  Lady  ?  read  Lady  M.  Montagu's  Letters,  and 
confefs  how  Httle  this  nonfenfe  is  like. 

We  cannot  now  tell  to  whom  thefe  idle  efufwns  of  Pope's  early 

days   were  written.     The    next   Letter  is    evidently   to   Tcrefa 

Blount ;  Pope  certainly  wiftied  to  mijlead,  when  he  fays,  in  his  own 

edition,  all  thefe  Lcttasy  as  far  as  the  eleventh,  were  written  to  the 

/ame  Lady, 
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It  is  a  little  cool  indeed  for  this  time  of  year,  but 
then,  my  dear,  you  will  allow  it  has  an  extreme  clean, 
pretty  look. 

Ay,  fo  has  my  muflin  apron  ;  but  I  would  no 
chufe  to  make  it  a  winter  fuit  of  cloaths. 

Well  now  I'll  fwear,  child,  you  have  put  me  in 
mind  of  a  very  pretty,  drefs ;  let  me  die  if  I  don't 
think  a  muflin  flounce,  made  very  full,  would  give 
one  a  very  agreeable  Flirtatio7i-2dY. 

Well,  I  fwear  it  would  be  charming  !  and  I  fhould 
like  it  of  all  things — Do  you  think  there  are  any  fuch 
things  as  Spirits?  -,,,, 

Do  you  believe  there  is  any  fuch  place  as  the  Ely- 
fian  Fields ;  O  Gad,  that  would  be  cliarming  !  I  wifh 
I  were  to  go  to  the  Elyfian  fields  when  I  die,  and 
then  I  fhould  not  care  if  I  were  to  leave  the  world 
to-morrow :  but  is  one  to  meet  there  with  what  one 
has  loved  moll,  in  this  world  ? 

Now  you  muft  tell- me  this  pofitively.  To  be  fure 
you  can,  or  what  do  I  correfpond  with  you  for,  if 
you  will  not  tell  me  all  ?  you  know  I  abominate  Re- 
ferve. 
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LETTER    VII.  * 


Bath,  17 14. 
v^'ou  are  to  iindcrftand,  Madam,  that  my  paflion 
for  your  fiiir  felf  and  your  filter,  has  been  di- 
vided with  the  moft  wonderful  regularity  in  the  world. 
Even  from  my  infancy  I  have  been  in  love  with  one 
after  the  other  of  you,  week  by  week,  and  my  journey 
to  Bath  fell  out  in  the  three  hundred  feventy-fixth 
week  of  the  reign  of  my  fovereign  Lady  Sylvia.  At 
the  prefent  writing  hereof  it  is  the  three  hundred 
eighty-ninth  week  of  the  reign  of  your  mod  ferenc 
majefly,  in  whofe  fervice  I  was  lifted  fome  weeks  be- 
fore I  beheld  your  filter.  This- information  will  ac- 
count for  my  writing  to  either  of  you  hereafter,  as 
either  (hall  happen  to  be  queen-regent  at  that  time. 

Pray  tell  your  filler,  all  the  good  qualities  and  vir- 
tuous inclinations  fhe  has,  never  gave  nie  fo  much 
pleafure  in  her  converfation,  as  tliat  one  vice  of  her 
obftinacy  will  give  rue  mortification  this  month.  Rat- 
cliffe  commands  her  fo  the  Bath,  and  fhe  refufes  ! 
indeed  if  I  were  in  Berkfliire  I  flionld  honour  her  for 
this  obilinacy,  and  magnify  her  no  Icfs  for  difobe- 
dience  than  U'e  do  the  Barcelonians.  But  people 
change  with  the  change  of  places  (as  we  fee  of  late) 

and 

*  To  Tercfa  Blount.  Pope's  tendernefs  of  Paflion  feetrs  here 
to  be  wavering  between  the  two  fillers  ;  it  was  afterwards  entirely 
fixed  on  Martha,  and  continued  to  hi3  dcnth. 
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and  virtues  become  vices  when  they  ceafe  to  be  for 
one's  intereft,  with  me,  as  with  others. 

Yet  let  me  tell  her,  flie  will  never  look  fo  finely 
while  (he  is  upon  earth,  as  fhe  would  here  in  the  water. 
It  is  not  here  as  in  mod  other  inftances,  for  thofe  la- 
dies that  would  pleafe  extremely,  muft  go  out  of  their 
own  element.  She  does  not  make  half  fo  good  a  fi- 
gure on  horfeback  as  Chriflina  Queen  of  Sweden ; 
but  were  fhe  once  feen  in  the  Bath,  no  man  would 
part  with  her  for  the  beft  mermaid  in  Chriftendom. 
You  know  I  have  feen  you  often,  I  perfectly  know  * 
how  you  look  in  black  and  in  white,  I  have  expe- 
rienced the  utmofl  you  can  do  in  colours ;  but  all 
your  movements,  all  your  graceful  fleps,  deferve  not 
half  the  glory  you  might  here  attain,  of  a  moving  and 
eafy  behaviour  in  buckram  :  fomething  between  fwim- 
ming  and  walking,  free  enough,  and  more  modeflly- 
half-naked  than  you  can  appear  any  where  elfe.  You 
have  conquered  enough  already  by  land  ?  fhow  your 
ambition,  and  vanquilh  alfo  by  water.  The  buckram 
I  mention  is  a  drefs  peculiarly  ufeful  at  this  time,  when, 
we  are  told,  they  are  bringing  over  the  fafhion  of 
German  ruffs  :  you  ought  to   ufe  yourfelf  to  fome 

degrees 

*  Such  is  the  fuperior  decency  and  propriety  of  public  manners, 
that  the  llrange  circumftance  of  Ladies  appearing  in  the  Bath, 
pro  bono  publico,  feems,  at  this  time,  fcarcely  credible.  Thcfe 
very  Letters  may  further  tend  to  prove  the  great  fuperigrity  gf  the 
prefent  period,  in  this  rtfped. 
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degrees  of  ftifFnefs  before-hand  ;  and  when  our  ladles 
chins  have  been  tickled  a-while  with  ftarched  muflin 
and  wire,  they  may  poiTibly  bear  the  brufh  of  a  Ger- 
man beard  and  whiiker. 

I  could  tell  you  a  delightful  ftory  of  Dr.  P.  but 
want  room  to  difplay  it  in  all  its  (hining  circumftances. 
He  had  heard  it  was  an  excellent  cure  for  love,  to 
kifs  the  Aunt  of  the  perfon  beloved,  who  is  generally 
of  years  and  -experience  enough  to  damp  the  fierceft 
flame  ;  he  try'd  this  courfe  in  his  pafiion,  and  kified 
Mrs.  E —  at  Mr.  D — 's,  but,  he  fays,  it  will  not  do^ 
and  that  he  loves  you  as  much  as  ever. 

Your,  etc. 


\\'%  have  already  remarked,  tbat  when  thefe  Letters  came  to  be 
tsubliflied,  Pope,  left  out  pafTages  that  might  be  thought  offciifive, 
and  corredlcd  others.  It  appears  alfo,  on  an  iiifpeftion  of  the 
originals  of  fomc  of  them,  which  are  now  before  us,  that  he  not 
only  omitted  paflages,  but  tranfpofed  the  order  of  his  paragraphs, 
for  reafons  which  it  is  not  now  eafy  to  guefs.  That  the  reader, 
however,  may  have  one  fpecimen  of  his  lirll  thoughts  and  his  lalt 
correftions,  we  fliall  here  exhibit  an  exadl  tranfcript  of  the  pre- 
ceding tETTER  VII.  C. 

**  To  Mrs.  Terefa  Blount,  at  Mapledurham,  near  F..edding. 

"  Madam,  Bath,  Sept. 

••  I  write  to  you  for  two  reafons  :  one  is  becaufe  you  com- 
manded it,  ivhich  tvill  be  aliuays  a  reafon  to  me  in  any  ihwg  ;  the 
other,  becaufe  I  fit  at  home  to  take  phyfick,  and  they  tell  me  I 
muft  do  nothing  that  cofts  me  great  application  or  ^reai  pains^ 
therefoiiE  I  can  ncitlier  fay  my  prayers  nor  write  vcrfes.  I  am 
ordered  to  think  but  flightly  of  any  thing,  and  I  am  pradifing  if 
I   can  think   fo  of  you,  which,  if  I  can  bring  about,  I  fhall  be 

abovp 
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above  regarding  any  thing  in  nature  for  the  future :  I  may  then 
think  of  the  world  as  a  hazle  nut,  the  fun  as  a  fpangle,  and  the 
king's  coronation  as  a  puppet-fliow.  When  my  phyfick  makes  me 
remember  thofe  I  love,  may  it  not  be  faid  to  work  kindly  ? 
(Hide  I  befeech  you  this  pun  from  Mifs  Patty,  who  hates  them 
in  compliance  to  the  tafte  of  a  noble  earl,  whofe  mode^y  vmkcs  him 
dcteft  double-meanings.) 

"  Pray  tell  that  Lady,  all  the  good  qualities  and  virtuous  incli- 
nations (he  has,  never  gave  me  fo  much  pleafure  in  her  converfation, 
as  that  one  vice  of  her  obftinacy  will  give  me  mortification  , 
this  month.  Ratcliffe  commands  her  to  the  Bath,  and  fhe  refufes  ! 
Indeed,  if  I  were  in  Berkfhire,  I  fhould  honour  her  for  this  obftinacy, 
and  magnify  her  no  lefs  for  difobedience  than  we  do  the  Barce- 
lonians  *  :  I  fhould  be  charmed  with  this  glorious  rebel  to  Ratcliffe, 
whom  all  the  great  and  the  fair  obey  as  a  Tyrant,  and  from  the 
fame  fervile  principle,  the  fear  of  death.  But  people  change  with 
the  change  of  places  (as  we  fee  of  late),  and  virtues  become  vices 
when  they  ceafe  to  be  for  one's  intereft,  with  me  as  with  other 
folks. 

"  Yet  let  me  tell  her,  (be  will  never  look  fo  finely  while  fhe  is 
upon  earth,  as  fhe  would  in  the  water.  It  is  not  here  as  in  mofl 
other  inflances,  but  thofe  Ladies  that  would  pleafe  extremely  mufl 
go  out  of  their  own  element.  She  does  not  make  half  lo  good  a 
figure  on  horfeback  as  Chriftina  Qiieen  of  Sweden  ;  but  were  fhe 
once  feen  in  the  Bath,  no  man  would  part  with  her  for  the  befl 
mermaid  in  Chriftendom.  Ladies,  I  have  feen  you  often,  I 
perfeftly  know  how  you  look  in  black  and  white,  I  have  experienced 
the  utmoft  you  can  do  in  any  colours  ;  but  all  your  movements,  all 
your  graceful  fteps,  all  your  attitudes  and  poftures,  deferve  not 
half  the  glory  you  might  here  attain,  of  a  moving  and  eafy  behavi- 
our in  buckram  :  fomething  betwixt  fwimming  and  walking,  free 
enough,  yet  more  modeftly-kalf-naked  than  you  appear  any  where 
clfe.  You  have  conquered  enough  already  by  land  ;  fhow  your 
ambition,  and  vanquifh  alfo  by  water.  We  have  no  pretty  admirals 
on  thefe  feas,  but  muft  flrike  fail  to  your  white  flags  were  they 
once  hoifted  up.  The  buckram  I  mention  is  a  drefs  particularly 
uftful  at  this  time,  when  the  princefs  is  bringing  over  the  fafhion  of 
German  ruffs :  you  ought  to  ufe  yourfelves  to  fome  degrees  of 
ftiffnefs  before-hand  ;  and  when  our  ladies  chins  have  been  tickled 

a-while 

•  An  allufion  to  the  oblHnate  lefiftance  of  the  Barcelonians,  when  befiiged  by 
tlic  Duke  ofBeiwiek  iu  1714.  C. 
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a-while  with  ftarchcd  muflin    and  wires,  ihsy  may  fojjibly  hear  the 
brufh  of  a  German  beard  and  nvh'ijker. 

**  Having  told  you  th?.t  I  am  here,  I  will  acquaint  you  how 
I  got  hither  :  Dr.  Parnelle  detained  me  at  Biniield  fome  days 
longer  than  I  propofed  when  I  left  Mapledurham,  though  he 
came  to  the  country  on  the  day  of  his  appointment.  We  gave  the 
flip  to  every  body,  as  you  may  imagine,  when  we  could  pafs  by 
your  houfe  within  two  miles  of  it.  The  gay  Archdeacon  had 
violent  yearnings  towards  you.  Thrice  he  flopped  his  deed,  and 
thrice  he  fpurred  him  away  ;  love  and  inclination  pufhed  him  on, 
but  defpair  withheld  :  not  to  add,  that  the  very  hairs  of  his  beard 
ftood  an  end  with  fear  of  your  eyes  ;  that  is  to  fay,  he  was  not 
ihaved.  Had  he  given  the  parting  falute,  it  had  been  the  mod 
mafculine  one  you  ever  received.  As  for  me  I  had  the  like  palpi- 
tation of  heart  towards  your  filler,  for  it  happened  on  a  day  when 
I  defied  you  and  all  your  works. 

**  You  are  to  underftand,  Madam,  that  my  violent  paffion  for 
your  fair  felf  and  your  filler  has  been  divided  with  the  woft 
wonderful  regularity  in  the  world.  Even  from  my  infancy  1  have 
been  in  love  with  one  after  the  other  of  you,  week  by  week; 
and  my  journey  to  Bath  fell  out  in  the  three  hundred  feventy- 
fixch  week  of  the  reign  of  my  fovcreign  Lady  Martha.  At  the 
prefcnt  writing  hereof,  it  is  the  three  hundred  eighty-ninth  week  of 
the  reign  of  your  mod  ferene  majefty,  in  whofe  fervice  I  was  hded 
fome  weeks  before  I  beheld  her.  This  information  will  account 
for  my  writing  to  either  of  you  hereafter,  as  {he  (hall  happen  to  be 
Qneen  Regent  at  that  time. 

"  I  could  tell  you  a  nr>oft  dehghtful  (lory  of  Dr.  Parnelle,  but 
want  room  to  difplay  it  in  all  its  (hining  circumftances.  He  had 
heard  it  was  an  excellent  cure  for  love,  to  kifs  the  Aunt  of  the 
perfon  beloved,  who  is  generally  of  years  and  experience  enough 
to  damp  the  fierccll  flame  ;  be  tried  this  courfe  in  his  paffion  for 
you,  and  kified  Mrs.  Englefyld  at  Mrs.  Dancafter's.  This  recipe 
he  hath  left  written,  in  the  ftyle  of  a  divine,  as  follows :  "  Whofo 
lovelh  Mlfs  Blount  Jhall  k'lfs  her  Aunt  and  he  healed.  For  he  kljfeth 
her  not  as  her  hujbandy  luho  h'lffeth  and  is  enjlavedfor  ever,  as  one  of 
the  fool'fh  ones  :  but  as  a  pajjtn^er  who paffdh  aiuay  and forgetteth  the 
Lifs  of  her  mouth  ;  even  as  the  tvind  faluteth  a  flower  in  his  paffage^ 
and  hnoweth  not  the  odour  thereof*. 

"  When  this  letter  is  printed  for  the  wit  of  it,  pray  take  care 
that  what  is  underlined  be  printed  in  a  different  chara£ler." 

•  This  foolilh  ribaldry  was  piolially  Pope's.  Parnelle  bad  been  lome  years 
m*  lied  td  a  Lady  wh>jfe  dtalii  niraoit  iiioke  liis  heait.  C. 


SEVERAL  LADIES.  185 

LETTER    VIIL 

TO  THE  SAME. 

TF  you  aik  how  the  waters  agree  with  me,  I  mufl  tell 

you,  fo  very  well,  that  I  queftion  how  you  and  I 

fhould  agree  if  we  were  in  a  room  by  ourfelves.  Mrs. 

*  has  honeftly  affured  me,  that  but  for  fome  whims 

which  {he  can't  entirely  conquer,  {he  would  go  and 
fee  the  world  with  me  in  man's  cloaths.  Even  you. 
Madam,  I  fancy,  (if  you  would  not  partake  in  our 
adventures,)  would  wait  our  coming  in  at  the  evening 
with  fome  impatience,  and  be  well  enough  pleafed  to 
hear  them  by  the  fire-fide.  That  would  be  better  than 
reading  romances,  unlefs  Lady  M.  would  be  our  hif- 
torian.  What  raifes  thefe  defires  in  me,  is  an  acquaint- 
ance I  am  beginning  with  my  Lady  Sandwich,  who  has 
all  the  fpirit  of  the  laft  age,  and  all  the  gay  experience 
of  a  pleafurable  life.  It  were  as  fcandalous  an  omi{fion 
to  come  to  the  Bath,  and  not  fee  my  Lady  Sandwich, 
as  it  had  formerly  been  to  have  travelled  to  Rome  with- 
out vifiting  the  Queen  of  Sweden.  She  is,  in  a  word, 
the  befl  thing  this  country  has  to  boaft  of;  and  as 
fhe  has  been  all  that  a  woman  of  fpirit  could  be,  fo 
{he  flill  continues  that  eafy  and  independent  creature 
that  a  fenfible  woman  always  will  be. 

I  mull 

*  Mrs.  Thomas.    So  it  is  ia  the  Oridnitl. 
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I  muft  tell  you  the  truth,  which  is  not,  however, 

much   to  my   credit.     I  never  thought  fo  much  of 

yourfelf  and  your  fifter,  as  fmce  I  have  been  fourfcore 

miles  diflant  from  you.     In  the  Foreft  I  looked  upon 

you  as  good  neighbours,  at  London  as  pretty  kind  of 

women,  but  here  as  divinities,  angels,  goddefles,  or 

what  you  will.     In  the  fame  manner  I  never  knew  at 

what  rate  I  valued  your  life  till  you  were  upon  the  point 

of  dying.     If  Mr. and  you  will  but  fall  very  fick 

every  feafon,  I  fhall  certainly  die  for  you.     Serioufly 

I  value  you  both  fo  much,  that  I  efteem  others  much 

the  lefs  for  your  fakes ;  you  have  robbed  me  of  the 

pleafure  of  efteeming  a  thoufand  pretty  qualities  in 

them,  by  fhowing  me  fo  many  finer  in   yourfelves. 

There  are  but  two  things  in  the  world  which  could 

make  you  indifferent  to  me,  which,  I  believe,  you 

are  not  capable  of,  I  mean  ill-nature  and  malice.     I 

have  feen  enough  of  you,  not  to  overlook  any  frailty 

you  could  have,  and  nothing  lefs  than  a  vice  could 

make  me  like  you  lefs.     I  expeft  you  fhould  difcover 

by  my  condu6t  towards  you  both,  that  this  is  true,  and 

that  therefore  you  fhould  pardon  a  thoufand  things 

in  me  for  that  one  difpofition.     Exped  nothing  from 

me  but  truth   and   freedom,   and  I  fhall  always  be 

thought  by  you,  what  I  always  am, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER     IX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

1714. 
T   RETURNED  homc  as  flow  and  as  contemplative 

after  I  had  parted  from  you,  as  my  Lord  *  retired 
from  the  Court  and  glory  to  his  Country-feat  f  and 
wife,  a  week  ago.  I  found  here  a  difmal  defponding 
letter  from  the  fon  of  another  great  courtier  who  ex- 
peds  the  fame  fate,  and  who  tells  me  the  great  ones 
of  the  earth  will  now  take  it  veiy  kindly  of  the  mean 
ones,  if  they  will  favour  them  with  a  vifit  by  day -light. 
With  what  joy  would  they  lay  down  all  their  fchemes 
of  glory,  did  they  but  know  you  have  the  generofity 
to  drink  their  healths  once  a  day,  as  foon  as  they  are 
fallen  ?  Thus  the  unhappy,  by  the  fole  merit  of  their 
misfortunes,  become  the  care  of  Heaven  and  you, 
I  intended  to  have  put  this  laft  into  verfe,  but  in  this 
age  of  ingratitude  my  bed  friends  forfake  me,  I  mean 
my  rhymes. 

I  defire  Mrs.  P J  to  ftay  her  ftomach  with  thefe 

half  hundred  Plays,  till  I  can  procure  her  a  Romance 

big 

*  Lord  Bolingbroke. 

f    Melancholy  country-feat.  Orig.  C. 

t  Mrs.  Patty,  in  the  Original.  This  Letter  was  addrtfled  to  the 
Mils  Blounts  jointly,  and  begins  with,  "  Fair  Ladies."  The 
addrefs  on  the  outfide  is,  "  Au  MademoiTellcs,  Madcmoifclles  dc 
Maple-Durham."  C. 
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big  enough  to  fatisfy  her  great  foul  with  adventures. 
As  for  Novels,  I  fear  fhe  can  depend  upon  none  from 
me  but  that  of  my  Life,  which  I  am  ftill,  as  I  have 
been,  contriving  all  poflible  methods  to  fhorten,  for 
the  greater  eafe  both  of  the  hiftorian  and  the  reader  *, 
May  fhe  believe  all  the  paflion  and  tendemefs  ex- 
prefled  in  thefe  Romances  to  be  but  a  faint  image  of 
what  1  bear  her,  and  may  you  (who  read  nothing) 
take  the  fame  truth  upon  hearing  it  from  me.  You 
will  both  injure  me  very  much,  if  you  don*t  think 
me  a  truer  friend,  than  ever  any  romantic  lover,  or 
any  imitator  of  their  flyle  could  be. 

The  days  of  beauty  are  as  the  days  of  greatnefs, 
and  t  fo  long  all  the  world  are  your  adorers.  I  am  one 
of  thofe  unambitious  people,  who  will  love  you  forty 
years  hence  when  your  eyes  begin  to  twinkle  in  a 
retirement  |,  and  without  the  vanity  which  every  one 
now  will  take  to  be  thought 

Your,  etc. 

*  This  mention  of  *'  Novels,"  and  of  "  his  Life,"  is  not  in  the 
original.  C. 

f  "  And  as  long  as  your  eyes  make  their  funfljine,  all  the  world," 
&c.  Orig.  C. 

t  **  For  your  own  fakes."  Orig.  C. 
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LETTER    X.* 

•T^HE  more  I  examine  my  own  mind,  the  more  ro- 
mantic I  find  myfelf.  Methinks  it  is  a  noble 
fpirit  of  contradidion  to  Fate  and  Fortune,  not  to 
give  up  thofe  that  are  fnatched  from  us ;  but  to  fol- 
low them  the  more,  the  farther  they  are  removed 
from  the  fenfe  of  it.  Sure,  Flattery  never  travelled 
fo  far  as  three  thoufand  miles  ;  it  is  now  only  for 
Truth,  which  overtakes  all  things,  to  reach  you  at 
this  diftance.  *Tis  a  generous  piece  of  Popery,  that 
purfues  even  thofe  who  are  to  be  eternally  abfent, 
into  another  world ;  whether  you  think  it  right  or 
wrong,  you'll  own  the  very  extravagance  a  fort  of 
piety.  I  can't  be  fatisfied  with  ftrowing  flowers 
over  you,  and  barely  honouring  you  as  a  thing  loft  : 
but  muft  confider  you  as  a  glorious,  though  remote 
being,  and  be  fending  addrefles  after  you.  You 
have  carried  away  fo  much  of  me,  that  what  remains 
is  daily  languifliing  and  dying  over  my  acquaintance 
here,  and,  I  believe,  in  three  or  four  months  more 
I  fhall  think  Aurat  Bazar  f  as  good  a  place  as  Covent 
Garden.  You  may  imagine  this  is  raillery,  but  I  am 
really  fo  far  gone  as  to  take  pleafure  in  reveries  of  this 

kind. 

*  To  Lady  M.  W.  Montagu,  at  Conftantinople.  Some  very 
exceptionable  paflages  Pope  has  left  out,  as  he  has  in  his  Letteii 
to  the  Mifs  B!oiint3. 

t  At  CofiiUntinople. 
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kind.  Let  them  fay  I  am  romantic,  fo  is  every  one 
fald  to  be,  that  either  admires  a  fine  thing  or  does 
one.  On  my  confcience,  as  the  world  goes,  'tis 
hardly  worth  any  body's  while  to  do  one  for  the  ho- 
nour of  it :  Glory,  the  only  pay  of  generous  anions, 
is  now  as  ill  paid  as  other  juft  debts  ;  and  neither 
Mrs.  Macfarland  for  immolating  her  lover,  nor  you, 
for  conftancy  to  your  lord,  mud  ever  hope  to  be 
compared  to  Lucreftia  or  Portia. 

I  write  this  in  fome  anger :  for  having,  fince  you 
went,  frequented  thofe  people  moft,  who  feemed 
mofl  in  your  favour,  I  heard  nothing  that  concerned 
you  talked  of  fo  often,  as  that  you  went  away  in  a 
black  full-bottomed  wig ;  which  I  did  not  affert  to  be 
a  bob,  and  was  anfwered.  Love  is  blind.  I  am  perfuaded 
your  wig  had  never  fuffered  this  criticifm,  but  on  the 
fcore  of  your  head,  and  the  two  eyes  that  are  in  it. 

Pray,  when  you  write  to  me,  talk  of  yourfelf; 
there  is  nothing  I  fo  much  defire  to  hear  of ;  talk  a 
great  deal  of  yourfelf ;  that  Ihe  who  I  always  thought 
talked  beft,  may  fpeak  upon  the  bed  fubjed.  The 
fhrines  and  rellques  you  tell  me  of  no  way  engage  my 
curiofity  ;  I  had  ten  times  rather  go  on  pilgrimage 
to  fee  one  fuch  face  as  yours,  than  both  St.  John 
Baptift's  heads.  I  wifii  (fince  you  are  grown  fo 
covetous  of  golden  things)  you  had  not  only  all  the 
fine  ftatues  you  talk  of,  but  even  the  golden  image 
which  Nebuchadnezzar  fet  up,  provided  you  were  to 
travel  no  farther  that  you  could  carry  it, 

7  The 
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The  court  of  Vienna  is  very  edifying.  The  ladies^ 
with  refped  to  their  hufbands,  feein  to  underftand 
that  text  literally,  that  commands  to  bear  onea?iother*s 
burthens :  but,  I  fancy,  many  a  man  there  is  like 
IJfachar^  an  afs  between  two  burthens.  I  fliall  look 
upon  you  no  more  as  a  Chriftian,  when  you  psds 
from  that  charitable  court  to  the  land  of  jealoufy.  I 
expedl  to  hear  an  exact  account  how,  and  at  what 
places,  you  leave  one  of  the  thirty-nine  articles  after 
another,  as  you  approach  to  the  lands  of  infidelity. 
Pray  how  far  are  you  got  already  ?  Amidfl:  the  pomp 
of  a  high  mafs  and  the  ravifhing  trills  of  a  Sunday 
opera,  what  did  you  think  of  the  dodrine  and  difci- 
pline  of  the  church  of  England  ?  Had  you  from  your 
heart  a  reverence  for  Sternhold  and  Hopkins  ?  How 
did  your  Chriftian  virtues  hold  out  in  fo  long  a  voy- 
age *  ?  You  have,  it  feems,  (without  pafllng  the  bounds 
of  Chriftendom,)  out-travelled  the  fm  of  fornication : 
in  a  little  time  you'll  look  upon  fome  others  with 
more  patience,  than  the'  ladies  here  are  capable  of. 
I  reckon,  you'll  time  it  fo  well  as  to  make  your 
religion  laft  to  the  verge  of  Chriftendom,  that  you 
may  difcharge  your  Chaplain  (as  humanity  requires) 
in  a  place  where  he  may  find  forae  bufinefs. 

-    I  doubt 

*  This  Letter,  in  which  there  is  much  cold  and  infipid  raillery, 
and  many  ilrokes  of  idle  levity,  is  written  to  Lady  Wortley  Mon- 
tagu, who  was  then  purfuing  her  journey  to  Conftantinople ; 
whofe  Letters  from  Turkey,  it  muft  be  candidly  confcflcd,  for  the 
curious  information  they  contain,  and  for  that  cafe  and  elegance 
which  conllitute  the  effencc  and  the  excellence  of  the  epiftolaiy 
flylc,  are  far  fuperior  to  the  Letters  of  Tape.  Wartoh. 
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I  doubt  not  but  1  (hall  be  told  (when  I  come  to 
follow  you  through  thofe  countries)  in  how  pretty  a 
manner  you  accommodated  yourfelf  to  the  cuftoms  of 
the  true  MufTelmen.  They  will  tell  me  at  what  town 
you  praftifed  to  fit  on  the  Sopha,  at  what  village  you 
learned  to  fold  a  Turbant,  where  you  was  bathed  and 
anointed,  and  where  you  parted  with  your  black  full- 
bottonv  How  happy  muft  it  be  for  a  gay  young 
woman,  to  live  in  a  country  where  it  is  a  part  of  reli- 
gious worfhip  to  be  giddy-headed?  I  fhall  hear  at 
Belgrade  how  the  good  J3a(haw  received  you  with 
tears  of  joy,  how  he  was  charmed  with  your  agree- 
able manner  of  pronouncing  the  words  Allah  and 
Muhamed ;  and  how  earneftly  you  joined  with  him 
in  exhorting  your  friend  to  embrace  that  religion. 
But  I  think  his  objedion  was  a  juft  one,  that  it  was 
attended  with  fome  circumftances  under  which  he 
could  not  properly  reprefent  his  Britannic  Majefly. 

Laftly,  I  fhall  hear  how,  the  firfl  night  you  lay  at 
Pcra,  you  had  a  vifion  of  Mahomet's  Paradife ;  and 
happily  awaked  without  a  foul,  from  which  blelTed 
moment  the  beautiful  body  was  left  at  full  liberty  to 
pciform  all  the  agreeable  funftions  it  was  made  for. 

I  fee  I  have  done  in  this  letter  as  I  have  often  done 
in  your  company,  talked  myfelf  into  a  good  humour, 
when  1  begun  in  an  ill  one  ;  the  pleafure  of  addreffmg 
to  you  makes  me  run  on,  and  'tis  in  your  own 
power  to  fhorten  this  letter  as  much  as  you  pleafe,  by 
giving  over  when  you  pleafe  j  fo  TU  make  it  no 
longer  by  apologies. 
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xrou  have  aiked  me  news  a  hundred  times  at  the 
firfl  word  you  fpoke  to  me,  which  fome  would 
interpret  as  if  you  expefted  nothing  better  from  my 
lips :  and  truly  *tis  not  a  fign  two  lovers  are  together, 
when  they  can  be  fo  impertinent  as  to  enquire  what 
the  world  does.  All  I  mean  by  this  is,  that  either 
you  or  1  are  not  in  love  wich  the  other  :  I  leave  you 
to  guefs  which  of  the'  two  is  that  flupid  and  infenfible 
creature,  fo  blind  to  the  other's  excellencies  and 
charms  f  ? 

This  then  (hall  be  a  letter  of  news  ;  and  fure,  if 
you  did  not  think  me  the  humbleft  creature  in  the 
world,  you  would  never  imagine  a  Poet  could  dwindle 
to  a  brother  of  Dawks  and  Dyer,  from  a  rival  of 
Tate  and  Brady. 

The  Earl  of  Oxford  has  behaved  fo  bravely,  that 
in  this  act  at  lead  he  might  feem  above  man,  if  he 
had  not  juft  now  voided  a  (lone  to  prove  him  fubjedt 
to  human  infirmities.  The  utmoft  weight  of  afflittion 
from   minifterial   power  and   popular   hatred^    were 

almoll 

♦  This  wa3  written  in  the  year  1 7 15,  when  great  fears  were 
entertained  of  a  rebellion,  which  foon  after  happened  :  a  camp  was 
formed  in  Hyde-Park. 

f  This  flrft  paragraph  is  not  in  the  original.  It  occurs  in  a 
Letter  which  will  appear,  for  the  firfl  time,  in  our  Xth  Volume.   C. 

VOL.  VII.  O 
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almofl:  worth  bearing,  for  the  glory  of  fuch  a  dauntlefs 
conduft  as  he  has  (hewn  under  it. 

You  may  foon  have  your  \vi{h,  to  enjoy  the  gallant 
fights  of  armies,  encampments,  flandards  waving  over 
your  brother's  corn-fields,  and  the  pretty  windings  of 
the  Thames  ftained  with  the  blood  of  men.  Your 
barbarity,  which  I  have  heard  fo  long  exclaimed 
againfl:  in  town  and  country,  may  have  its  fill  of  de- 
flruftion.  I  would  not  add  one  circumflance  ufual  in 
all  defcriptions  of  calamity,  that  of  the  many  rapes 
committed,  or  to  be  committed,  upon  thofe  unfor- 
tunate women  that  delight  in  war  *.  But  God 
forgive  me — in  this  martial  age,  if  1  could,  I  would 

buy  a  regiment   for  your  fake  and  Mrs.  |  P 's 

and  fome  others,  whom,  I  have  caufe  to  fear,  no  fair 
means  will  prevail  upon. 

Thofe  eyes  that  care  not  how  much  mifchief  is 
done,    or   how   great   flaughter  committed,    fo  they 

have 

*  AjTC,  who  wrote  the  Life  of  Pope  in  1745,  fays,  in  his 
ufual  manner  oljimple  admiration,  fpeaking  of  Martha  Blount, 

"  Mrs.  Blount  had  always  a  very  gallant  fp'irit ;  Hie  would  often 
"  wifli  to  fee  fucli  fjghts  ar.  anu'ies,  encampments,  7iX\A  Jlancfardsy 
«♦  wriving  over  lur  brother's  grounds  and  fields,  and  would  talh  of 
**  battles  and  bloodflied,  as  familiar  as  if  fhe  was  noways  afraid  of 
w  them>  which  fome  Ladies  nfed  to  call  barbarity,  and  wonder 
*'  how  file  could  tall,  or  even  thinh,  of  fnch  things,  without  tears^ 
••  or  an  aching  heart !  "  Oh  !  (fhe'd  make  anfwcr)  it  m'ould  he  a 
*'  glorious  fight  !  fo  many  fne  officers,  fine  gentlemen,  fne  foldiers, 
'■'■  fne  colours,  fne  horfes,  'iivoiddbe  a  prodigious  pleafure  to  fee  T^ 

So  fays  the  fimple  Mr.  Ayre,  thinking,  no  doubt,  to  pay  a  very 
high  compliment  to  Mifs  Patty  Blount.  The  Letter,  however, 
was  written  to  Tcrtfa. 

t  Mrs.  Patty's.   Orig.  C. 
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have  but  a  fine  Ihow  ;  thofe  very  female  eyes,  will  be 
infinitely  delighted  with  the  camp  which  is  fpeedily 
to  be  formed  in  Hyde-park.  The  tents  are  carried 
thither  this  morning,  new  regiments,  with  new  cloaths 
and  furniture  (far  exceeding  the  late  cloth  and  linen 
defigned  by  his  Grace  for  the  foldiery).  The  fight 
of  fo  many  gallant  fellows,  with  all  the  pomp  and 
glare  of  war,  yet  undeformed  by  battles,  thofe  fcenes 
which  England  has  for  many  years  only  beheld  on 
ftages,  may  poffibly  invite  your  curiofity  to  this 
place  *. 

By 

*  The  following  articles  of  chit-chat  intelligeitce  are  in  the 
original.  "  My  Lady  Lanfdowneheld  her  lajl  affembly  yefterday, 
vhere  was  not  prefent  the  Earl  of  D — d. 

"  I  met  my  lord  Finch  in  red,  trimmed  with  gold,  correfpondent 
to  the  gravity  of  the  Nottingham  family  ;  fo  that  he  may  be  faid 
(with  Mrs.  Patty's  leave)  to  be  as  gay  as  a  Gold-Finch. 

"  The  Prince's  Secretary  M — x  (Moliueux)  has  been  fo  em- 
ployed in  writing  difpatches,  that  his  weary  hand  could  hardly 
fliake  the  box  and  dice  t'other  day  at  Mr.  Gage's.  The  Ladies 
blamed  his  indolence,  and  he  made  that  excufe. 

*'  Mrs.  Nelfon  expe<£l3  the  Pretender  at  her  lodgings  by  Saturday 
fc'nnight.  She  has  bought  a  pi6ture  of  Madam  Maintenon  to  fet 
htr  features  by,  againft  that  time.  Three  priefls  of  your  ac- 
quaintance are  very  pofitive,  by  her  interell,  to  be  his  father 
confcflbrs. 

"  It  is  reported  that  the  Honourable  Thomas  Gage  efq.  having 
renounced  the  errors  of  the  Romifli  communion,  is  to  be  created 
groom-poitcr,  and  that  Alexander  Pope  gent,  being  ready  to  do 
the  fame,  will  be  choftn  City-poet. 

"  The  Lord  Vifcount  Dunbar  is  married  to  the  daughter  of  the 
I^ord  Clifford  :  One  of  the  agents  in  this  affair  was  Mr.  Edward 
Blount,  who  (it  was  thought)  might  have  provided  for  that  noble 
Vifcount  much  better  out  of  his  own  family.    The  faid  Mr.  Blount 
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By  our  latefl   account  from   Duke-flreet,    Wefl- 

minfler,  the  converfion  of  T.   G.  efq.   is   reported 

in  a  manner  fomewhat  more  particular.     That  upon 

the  feizure  of  his  Flanders  mares,  he  feemed  more 

than  ordinarily  difturbed  for  fome  hours,  fent  for  his 

ghoftly   father,  and  refolved   to  bear  his  lofs  like  a 

Chriftian ;  till  about  the  hours  of  feven  or  eight  the 

coaches  and  horfes  of  feveral  of  the  Nobility  pafling 

by  his  window    towards   Hyde-park,    he   could   no 

longer  endure  the  difappointment,  but  inftantly  went 

out,  took  the  oath  of  abjuration,  and  recovered  his 

dear  horfes,  which  carried  him  in  triumph  to  the  ring. 

The  poor  diflrefled  Roman  Catholics,  now  unhorfed 

and  uncharioted,  cry  out  with  the  Pfalmift,  So7ne  in 

Chariots  and  fome  on  Horfes,  but  ive  will  invocate  the 

name  of  the  Lord]. 

I  am,  etc. 

is  this  morning  gone  off  for  Devonfhire,  without  daring  to  call  at 
Mapledurham  in  his  way.  Some  people  Cgh,  and  fay  Mr.  Holman 
{lands  fair. 

"  Sir  Samuel  Garth's  journey  into  Italy  is  put  off  for  three 
days  ;  that  of  fome  others  into  Devonlhire  is  neither  off  nor  on,  hke 
moft  modern  matches,  though  all  the  parties  are  agreed. 

**  I  muft  ftop  here  till  further  advices,  which  are  expefted  fropi 
the  Lady  Mary  Wortley  this  afternoon."  0. 

f  "  There  are  feveral  other  advices  from  the  Lady  M.  W. 
which  you  fhall  have  in  our  next.  So  much  for  the  prefcnt ;  and  as 
for  the  future,  I  neither  know  what  will  become  of  myfelf,  or  of 
the  nation."  Oris:.  C. 
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'ynii  weather  is  too  fine  for  any  one  that  loves  the 
country  to  leave  it  at  this  feafon  j  when  every 
fmile  of  the  fun,  like  the  fmile  of  a  coy  lady,  is  as 
dear  as  it  is  uncommon  :  and  1  am  fo  much  in  the 
tafte  of  rural  pleafures^  1  had  rather  fee  the  fun  than 
any  thing  he  can  fhew  me,  except  yourfelf.  1  defpife 
every  fine  thing  in  town,  not  excepting  your  new 
gown,  till  I  fee  you  drefied  in  it  (which  by  the  way 
I  don't  like  the  better  for  the  red  ;  the  leaves,  I  think, 
are  very  pretty).  I  am  growing  fit,  I  hope,  for  a 
better  world,  of  which  the  light  of  the  fun  is  but  a 
fhadow :  for  I  doubt  not  but  God's  works  here  are 
what  come  nearcft  to  his  works  there  ;  and  that  a  true 
relifh  of  the  beauties  of  nature  is  the  moft  eafy  pre- 
paration and  gentled  tranfition  to  an  enjoyment  of 
thofe  of  heaven  :  as,  on  the  contrary,  a  true  town- 
life  of  hurry,  confufion,  noife,  flander,  and  dilTention, 
h  a  fort  of  apprenticelhip  to  hell  and  its  furies.  I  am 
endeavouring  to  put  my  mind  into  as  quiet  a  fituation 
as  I  can,  to  be  ready  to  receive  that  ftroke  which,  I 
believe,  is  coming  upon  me,  and  have  fully  refigned 
myfelf  to  yield  to  it.  The  feparation  of  my  foul  and 
body  is  what  I  could  ihink  of  with  lei's  pain  ;  for  I  am 
very  fure  he  that  made  it  will  take  care  of  it,  and  in 
whatever  ftate  he  pleafcs  it  fhall  be,  that  ftate  mufl 
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be  right :  but  I  cannot  think  without  tears  of  being 
feparated  from  my  friends,  when  their  condition  is  fo 
doubtful,  that  they  may  want  even  fuch  afliftance  as 
mine.  Sure,  it  is  more  merciful  to  take  from  us  after 
death  all  memory  of  what  we  loved  or  purfued  here  : 
for  elfe  what  a  torment  would  it  be  to  a  fpirit,  ftill  to 
love  thofe  creatures  it  is  c^uite  divided  from  ?  Unlefs 
we  fuppofe,  that  in  a  more  exalted  Ufe,  all  that  we 
efteemed  in  this  imperfed  ftate  will  afFe£t  us  no  more, 
than  what  we  loved  in  our  infancy  concerns  us  now. 

This  is  an  odd  way  of  writing  to  a  lady,  and,  I  am 
fenfible,  would  throw  me  under  a  great  deal  of  ridi- 
cule, were  you  to  fhow  this  letter  among  your  ac- 
quaintance. But  perhaps  you  may  not  yourfelf  be 
quite  a  ftranger  to  this  way  of  thinking.  I  heartily 
wilh  yopr  life  may  be  fo  long  and  fo  happy,  as  never 
to  let  you  think  quite  fo  far  as  I  am  now  led  to  do  : 
but  to  think  a  little  towards  it,  is  what  will  make 
you  the  happier,  and  the  eafier  at  all  times. 

There  are  no  pleafures  or  amufements  that  I  do 
not  wifh  you,  and  therefore  'tis  no  fmall  grief  to  me 
that  I  (hall  for  the  future  be  lefs  able  to  partake  with 
you  in  them.  But  let  fortune  do  her  worft,  whatever 
i^he  makes  us  lofe,  as  long  as  (he  never  makes  us,  lofe 
our  honefliy  and  our  independance  ;  I  defpife  from 
my  heart  whoever  parts  with  the  firfl,  and  pity  from 
jny  foul  whoever  quits  the  latter. 

I  am  grieved  at  Mr.  Gay's  conditipn  in  this  lad 
refpeft  of  dependance.     He  has  Merit,  Good-nature, 

7  and 


SEVERAL  LADIES.  199 

and  Integrity,  three  qualities  that  I  fear  are  too  often 
loll  upon  great  men ;  or  at  leaft  are  not  all  three  a 
match  for  one  which  is  oppofed  to  them,  Flattery.  I 
wifh  it  may  not  foon  or  late  difplace  him  from  the  fa- 
vour he  now  pofieffes,  and  feems  to  like.  I  am  fure 
his  late  adion  deferves  eternal  favour  and  efteem : 
Lord  Bathurfl  was  charmed  with  it,  who  came  hither 
to  fee  me  before  his  journey.  He  aflced  and  fpoke 
very  particularly  of  you.  To-morrow  Mr.  Fortefcuc 
comes  to  me  from  London  about  B— -'s  fuit  in 
forma  pauperis.  That  poor  man  looks  ftarved :  he 
tells  me  you  have  been  charitable  to  him.  Indeed 
*tis  wanted  ;  the  poor  creature  can  fcarce  ftir  or  fpeak ; 
and  I  apprehend  he  will  die,  juft  as  he  gets  fomething 
to  live  upon.     Adieu. 


LETTER    XIII,  • 

rpHis  is  a  day  of  wifhes  for  you,  and  I  hope  you 
have  long  known,  there  is  not  one  good  one 
which  I  do  not  form  in  your  behalf.  Every  year  that 
paiTes,  I  wifli  fome  things  more  for  my  friends,  and 
fome  things  lefs  for  myfelf.  Yet  were  I  to  tell  you 
what  I  wilh  for  you  in  particular,  it  would  be  only  to 

repeat 

•  To  Martha  Blount. 
04 
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nepeat  in  profe,  what  I  told  you  laft  year  in  rhyme 
(fo  fincere  is  my  poetry) :  I  can  only  add,  that  as 
I  then  wiihed  you  a  friend',  I  now  wifh  that  friend 
were  Mrs. * 

Abfence  is  a  Ihort  kind  of  death  ;  and  in  either, 
one  can  only  wifli,  that  the  friends  we  are  feparated 
from,  may  be  happy  with  thofe  that  are  left  them. 
I  am  therefore  very  folicitous  that  you  may  pafs  much 
agreeable  time  together :  I  am  forry  to  fay  I  envy  you 
no  other  companion  ;  though  I  hope  you  have  others 
that  you  like  ;  and  1  am  always  pleafed  in  that  hope, 
when  it  is  not  attended  with  any  fears  on  your  own 
account. 

I  was  troubled  to  leave  you  both  f,  jufl  as  I  fancied 
we  fhould  begin  to  live  together  in  the  country.  'Twas 
a  little  like  dying  the  moment  one  had  got  all  one  de- 
fired  in  this  world.  Yet  I  go  away  with  one  generous 
fort  of  fatisfadion,  that  what  I  part  with,  you  are  to 
inherit. 

I  know 

"  To  Mrj.  Blount  on  her  Birth-day. 
**  O  be  thou  blell  with  all  that  Heav'n  can  fend, 
**  Long  health,  long  youth,  long  pleafure,  and  z  friend." 

WARBURTOhf. 

'^  Mrs.  Howard. 

f  In  a  note  figned,  Terefa  and  Martha,  Pope  is  invited  to 
meet  them  ;  and  they  fay,  if  there  is  any  company  he  difliked,  they 
will  retire  with  him  into  any  room. 

Pope  in  anfwer  requefts  they  will  write  their  fir-names,  as  he 
fays,  Terefa  and  Martha  may  be  two  faints,  for  what  he  knows  to 
the  contrary.  The  conclufion  of  the  note  is  too  grofs  to  be  pub- 
lifted.         '  8 
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I  know  you  would  both  be  pleafed  to  hear  fome 
certain  news  of  a  friend  departed  ;  to  have  the  adven- 
tures of  his  paflage,  and  the  new  regions  through 
which  he  travelled,  defcribed  ;  and,  upon  the  whole, 
to  know  that  he  is  as  happy  where  he  now  is,  as 
while  he  lived  among  you.     But  indeed  I  (like  many 
a  poor  unprepared  foul)  have  feen  nothing  I  like  fo 
well  as  what  I  left :  no  fcenes  of  Paradife,  no  happy 
bowers,  equal  to  thofe  on  the  banks  of  the  Thames. 
Where-ever  I  wander,  one  refle£lion  ftrikes  me :  I 
wifh  you  were  as  free  as  I ;  or  at  lead  had  a  tie  as 
tender,  and  as  reafonable  as  mine,  to  a  relation  that 
as  well  deferved  your  conftant  thought,  and  to  whom 
you  would  be  always  pulled  back  (in  fuch  a  manner 
as  I  am)  by  the  heart-ftring.     I  have  never  been  well 
ftnce  I  fet  out :  but  don't  tell  my  mother  fo  ;  it  will 
trouble  her  too   much :  and  as  probably  the  fame 
reafon  may  prevent  her  fending  a  true  account  of  her 
health  to  me,  I  mud  defire  you  to  acquaint  me.     I 
would  gladly  hear  the  country  air  improves  your  own  ; 
but  don't  flatter  me  when  you  are  ill,  that  I  may  be 
the  better  fatisfied  when  you  fay  you  are  well :  for 
thefe  are  things  in  which  one  may  be  fmcerer  to  a 
reafonable  friend,  than  to  a  fond  and  partial  parent. 
Adieu. 
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LETTER    XIV. 

■xTov  cannot  be  furprifed  to  find  him  a  dull  corre- 
fpondent  whom  you  have  known  fo  long  for  a  dull 
companion.  And  though  T  am  pretty  fenfible,  that 
if  I  have  any  wit,  I  may  as  well  write  to  fhow  it,  as 
not ;  yet  1  will  content  myfelf  with  giving  you  as  plain 
a  hiftory  of  my  pilgrimage,  as  Purchas  himfelf,  or  as 
John  Bunyan  could  do  of  his  walking  through  the  wil- 
dernefs  of  this  world,  etc. 

Firft  then  I  went  by  water  to  Hampton-Court,  un» 
attended  by  all  but  my  own  virtues ;  which  were  not 
of  fo  modefl;  a  nature  as  to  keep  themfelves,  or  me, 
concealed :  for  I  met  the  Prince  with  all  his  ladies 
on  horfeback,  coming  from  hunting.  Mrs.  B  *  and 
Mrs.  L  *  took  me  into  protection,  (contrary  to  the 
laws  againft  harbouring  Paplfls,)  and  gave  me  a  din- 
ner, with  fomething  I  liked  better,  an  opportunity  of 
converfation  with  Mrs.  H  * .  We  all  agreed  that  the 
life  of  a  Maid  of  Honour  was  of  all  things  the  mofl: 
miferable  :  and  wifhed  that  every  woman  who  envied 
it,  had  a  fpecimen  of  it.  To  eat  Weftphalia  ham  in 
a  morning,  ride  over  hedges  f  and  ditches  on  bor- 
rowed 

*  Mary  Bellenden,  Mary  Lepell,  Maids  of  Horour  to  the 
Princefs  ;  Mrs.  Howard,  afterwards  Countefs  of  Suffolk.  It  is  well 
known  that  at  the  time  this  was  written,  unmarried  ladies  were 
called  generally  Mrs's.  Mifs  Bellenden  and  Lepell  have  been  before 
fpoken  of. 

f  At  this  time  it  was  the  fafliion  for  ladies  of  diftin6lif)n  to  rid^ 
hunting  in  Windfor  foreft. 
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rowed  hacks,  come  home  in  the  heat  of  the  day  with 
a  fever,  and  (what  is  worfe  a  hundred  times)  with  a 
red  mark  in  the  forehead  from  an  uneafy  hat ;  all  this 
may  qualify  them  to  make  excellent  wives  for  fox- 
hunters,  and  bear  abundance  of  ruddy  complexioned 
children.  As  foon  as  they  can  wipe  off  the  fweat  of 
the  day,  they  muft  fimper  an  hour,  and  catch  cold,  in 
the  Princefs's  apartment :  from  thence  (as  Shakefpear 

has  it)  to  dinner,  with  what  appetite  they  may ^and 

after  that,  till  midnight,  walk,  -v^ork,  or  think,  which 
they  pleafe.  I  can  eafily  believe,  no  lone-houfe  in 
Wales,  with  a  mountain  and  a  rookery,  is  more  con- 
templative than  this  Court ;  and  as  a  proof  of  it,  I 
need  only  tell  you,  Mrs.  L  *  f  walked  with  me  three 
or  four  hours  by  moonlight,  and  we  met  no  creatur© 
of  any  quality  but  the  King,  who  gave  audience  to  the 
vice-chamberlain,  all  alone,  under  the  garden-wall. 

In  fhort,  I  heard  of  no  ball,  aflembly,  baflet-table, 
or  any  place  where  two  or  three  were  gathered  toge- 
ther, except  Madam  Kilmanfegg's,  to  which  I  had 
the  honour  to  be  invited,  and  the  grace  to  flay  away. 

*  I  was  heartily  tired,  and  ported  to park  :  there 

we  had  an  excellent  difcourfe  of  quackery  ;  Dr.  S. 

was  mentioned  with  honour.     Lady walked  a 

whole  hour  abroad  without  dying  after  it,  at  leall  in 
the  time  I  flayed,  though  fhe  feemed  to  be  fainting, 
and  had  convulfive  motions  feveral  times  in  her  head. 

I  arrived 

t    Lepell. 

*  Some  paflages  of  a  very  grofs  kind  are  here  omitted.  The 
wonder  is  that  they  could  have  ever  been  addrefled  to  a  Lady.  The 
Dr.  S was  Dr.  Shad  well .'  and  the  Lady ,  Lady  Arran.  C 


204  LETTERS  TO 

I  arrived  in  the  forefl:  by  Tuefday  noon,  having  fled 
from  the  face  (I  vifh  I  could  fay  the  horned  face)  of 
Mofes,  who  dined  in  the  midway  thither.  I  paffcd 
the  reft  of  the  day  in  thofe  woods  where  I  have  fo  often 
enjoyed  a  book  and  a  friend  ;  I  made  a  Hymn  as  I 
pafled  through,  which  ended  with  a  figh,  that  I  will 
not  tell  you  the  meaning  of  *. 

Your  Do6lor  is  gone  the  way  of  all  his  patients, 
and  was  hard  put  to  it  how  to  difpofe  of  an  eltate  mi- 
ferably  unwieldy,  and  fplendidly  unufcful  to  him. 
Sir  Samuel  Garth  fays,  that  for  Ratcliffe  to  leave  f  a 

library, 

*     "  All  hall !  once  pleafing,  once  infpiring  fhade,] 

Scene  of  my  youthful  loves,  and  happier  hours  1 
Where  the  kind  Mufes  met  ?ne,  a.  I  llray'd, 

And  gently  prefs'd  my  hand,  and  faid,  Be  ours. 
Take  all  thou  ere  (hall  have,  a  conftant  Mufe  : 

At  court  thou  may'fl  be  lik'd,  hut  nothing  gain  : 
Stocks  thou  may'ft  buy  and  fell,  but  always  lofe  ; 
And  love  the  brighteft  eyes,  but  love  in  vain. 
•*  On  Thurfday  I  went  to  Stonor,  which  I  have  long  had  a  mind 
to  fee  fmce  the  romantic  defcription  you  gave  me  of  it.     The  me- 
lancholy which   my  wood  and   this  place  have  fpread  over  me, 
will  go  near  to  call  a  cloud  upon  the  reft  of  my  lettei,   if  I  don't 
make  hafte  to  conclude  it  here.     I  know  you  wifli  my  happinefs 
fo  much,  that  I  would  not  have  you  think  I  have  any  other  reafon 
to  be  melancholy :  And   after  all,  he  muft.  be  a  beaft  that  is  fo, 
with  two  fuch  fine  women  for  his  friends.     'Tis  enough  to  make 
any  creature  eafy,  even   fuch  an  one  as  Your  humble   Servant." 
What  follows  in  the  printed  Letter,  appears  to  have  been  added  by 
Pope  for  publication.  C. 

■}■  Bccaufe  it  was  notorious  that  he  had  little  learning  ;  but  he 
poflefTed  what  was  better,  wonderful  fagacity  and  penetration  in 
judging  of  difeafes.  Dr.  Young  has  the  fame  fimile  in  his  fecond 
fatire  : 

Unlearned  men  of  Books  aflume  the  care. 

As  Eunuchs  are  the  guardians  of  the  Fair.      War  ton. 
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library,  was  as  if  a  Eunuch  fhould  found  a  Seraglio. 

Dr.  S lately  told  a  Lady,  he  wondered  fhe  could 

be  alive  after  him  :  fhe  made  anfwer,  fhe  wondered 
at  it  for  two  reafons,  becaufe  Dr.  RatclifFe  was  dead, 

and  becaufe  Dr.  S was  living.     1  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XV.* 

VJOTHiNG  could  have  more  of  that  melancholy  which 
once  ufed  to  pleafe  me,  than  my  lafl  day's  jour- 
ney ;  for  after  having  pafTed  through  my  favourite 
woods  in  the  foreft,  with  a  thoufand  reveries  of  paft 
pleafures,  I  rid  over  hanging  hills,  whofe  tops  were 
edged  with  groves,  and  whofe  feet  watered  with  wind- 
ing rivers,  liltening  to  the  falls  of  cataracts  below,  and 
the  murmuring  of  the  winds  above  :  the  gloomy  ver- 
dure of  Stonor  fucceeded  to  thefe  ;  and  then  the  fhades 
of  the  evening  overtook  me.  The  moon  rofe  in  the 
clearell  fky  I  ever  faw,  by  whofe  folemn  light  I  paced 
on  flowly,  without  company,  or  any  interruption  to 
the  range  of  my  thoughts.  About  a  mile  before  I 
reached  Oxford,  all  the  bells  tolled  in  different  notes  ; 
the  clocks  of  every  college  anfwered  one  another,  and 
founded  forth  (fome  in  a  deeper,  fome  a  fofter  tone) 

that 

♦  To  Martha  Blount. — This  is  a  pleafing  and  very  intcrcfting  de- 
scription. 
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that  it  was  eleven  at  night.  All  this  was  no  ill  pre- 
paration to  the  life  I  have  led  fince,  among  thofe  old 
walls,  venerable  galleries,  ftone  porticos,  fludious 
walks,  and  folitary  fcenes  of  the  univerfity.  I  wanted 
nothing  but  a  black  gown  and  a  falary,  to  be  as  mere 
a  book-worm  as  any  there.  I  conformed  myfelf  to 
the  college  hours,  was  rolled  up  in  books,  lay  in  one 
of  the  mofl  ancient,  duiky  parts  of  the  Univerfity, 
and  was  as  dead  to  the  world  as  any  hermit  of  the 
defart.  If  any  thing  was  alive  or  awake  in  me,  it  was  a 
little  vanity,  fuch  as  even  thofe  good  men  ufed  to  enter- 
tain, when  the  monks  of  their  own  order  extolled  their 
piety  and  abflradion.  For  I  found  myfelf  received 
with  a  fort  of  refpecl,  which  this  idle  part  of  mankind, 
the  learned,  pay  to  their  own  fpecies  j  who  are  as 
confiderable  here,  as  the  bufy,  the  gay,  and  the  am- 
bitious are  in  your  world. 

Indeed  I  was  treated  in  fuch  a  manner,  that  I  could 
not  but  fometimes  alk  myfelf  in  my  mind,  what  college  I 
was  founder  of,  or  what  library  I  had  built  ?  Methinks, 
I  do  very  ill  to  return  to  the  world  again,  to  leave  the 
only  place  where  I  make  a  figure,  and,  from  feeing 
myfelf  feated  with  dignity  on  the  mofl  confpicuous 
fhelves  of  a  library,  put  myfelf  into  the  abjed  pofturc 
of  lying  at  a  lady's  feet  in  St.  James's  Square  *. 

I  will  not  deny,  but  that,  like  Alexander,  in  the 
niidft  of  my  glory  I  am  wounded,  and  find  myfelf  a 

mere 

*  "  Go  to  contemplate  this  wretched  perfon  in  the  abjefl  con- 
dition of  lying  at  a  lady's  feet  in  Bolton  ftreet."  Orig.  The 
Mifs  Blounts  at  this  time  refided  ia  Bolton  Street.  C 
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mere  man.  To  tell  you  from  whence  the  dart  comes, 
is  to  no  purpofe,  fmce  neither  of  you  will  take  the 
tender  care  to  draw  it  out  of  my  heart,  and  fuck  the 
poifon  with  your  lips. 

Here,  at  my  Lord  II *s  *,  I  fee  a  creature  nearer 

an  angel  than  a  woman  (though  a  woman  be  very 
near  as  good  as  an  angel)  ;  I  think  you  have  formerly 

heard  me  mention  Mrs.  T f  as  a  credit  to  the 

Maker  of  angels  j  fhe  is  a  relation  of  his  lordfhip's, 
and  he  gravely  propofed  her  to  me  for  a  wife  j  being 
tender  of  her  interefts,  and  knowing  (what  is  a  fhame 
to  Providence)  that  fhe  is  lefs  indebted  to  fortune  than 
I.  I  told  him,  'twas  what  he  never  could  have  thought 
of,  if  it  had  not  been  his  misfortune  to  be  blind ;  and 
what  I  never  could  think  of,  while  I  had  eyes  to  fee 
both  her  and  mvfelf. 

I  muft  not  conclude  without  telling  you,  that  I  will 
do  the  utmoft  in  the  aftair  you  defire  {.  It  would  be  an 
inexpreilible  joy  to  me  if  I  could  fervc  you,  and  I  v.'ill 
always  do  all  I  can  to  give  myfelf  pleafure.  I  wifh  as 
well  for  you  as  for  myfelf;  I  am  in  love  with  you 
both,  as  much  as  I  am  with  myfelf,  fcr  I  find  myfelf 
moft  fo  with  either,  when  I  leaft  fufpedt  it. 

*  Harcoiirt's. 

t  •'  Mrs.  Jennings."  Orig.  C. 

:|:  This  lall  paragraph  is  confidcrably  altered  from  the  original, 
but  it  is  not  worth  tranfcription.  The  affair  here  mentioned  in 
which  he  promifes  to  do  his  utmoil,  was  the  purchafe  of  an 
annuity  for  his  fair  correfpondent.  C. 
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LETTER    XVL* 

rpHE  chief  caufe  I  have  to  repent  my  leaving  the 
town,  is  the  uncertainty  I  am  in  every  day  of 
your  fifter*s  ftate  of  health.  I  really  expeSed  by 
every  polt  to  have  heard  of  her  recovery,  but  on  the 
contrary  each  letter  has  been  a  new  awakening  to  my 
apprehenfions,  and  I  have  ever  fmce  fuffered  alarms 
upon  alarms  on  her  account  f.  No  one  can  be  more 
fenfibly  touched  at  this  than  1 ;  nor  any  danger  of  any 
I  love  could  affect  me  with  more  uneafmefs.  I  have 
felt  fome  weaknefles  of  a  tender  kind,  which  I  would 
not  be  free  from  j  and  I  am  glad  to  find  my  value  for 
people  fo  rightly  placed,  as  to  perceive  them  on  this 
occalion. 

I  cannot  be  fo  good  a  Chriftian  as  to  be  willing  to 
refign  my  own  happinefs  here,  for  hers  in  another 
life.  I  do  more  than  wifh  for  her  fafety,  for  every 
wifli  I  make  I  find  immediately  changed  into  a  prayer, 

and 

♦  To  Mifs  Terefa  Blount. — The  illnefs  of  M.  E.  feems  to  have 
awakened  Pope's  particular  tendernefs,  and  indeed  the  letter 
breathes  fincerity,  friendfhip,  and  aftctlion. 

"f  A  pafTagc  in  the  original,  which  is  omitted  here,  may  perhaps 
llerve  to  illuftrate,  if  any  thing  can,  the  nature  of  Pope's  attach- 
ment to  Martha  Blount-  •<  A  month  ago  I  fhould  have  laughed 
at  any  one,  who  had  told  me  my  heart  would  be  perpetually 
beating  for  a  lady  that  was  thirty  miles  off  fiom  me  :  and  indeed  I 
never  imagined  my  concern  could  be  half  fo  great  for  any  young 
woman  whom  1  have  been  no  more  obliged  to  than  to  fo  innocent 
an  one  as  fhe.  But,  madam,  it  is  with  the  ulmoft  ferioufnefs  I 
affure  you,  no  relation  you  have  can  be,  &c."  C 
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and  a  more  fervent  one  than  I  had  learned  to  make 
till  now. 

May  her  life  be  longer  and  happier  than  perhaps 
herfelf  may  defire,  that  is,  as  long  and  as  happy  as 
you  can  wifh  :  may  her  beauty  be  as  great  as  poffible, 
that  is,  as  it  always  was,  or  as  yours  is.  But  what- 
ever ravages  a  mercilefs  diftemper  may  commit,  I  dare 
promife  her  boldly,  what  few  (if  any)  of  her  makers 
of  vifits  and  compliments  dare  to  do  :  fhe  fhall  havd 
one  man  as  much  her  admirer  as  ever.  As  for  your 
part.  Madam,  you  have  me  fo  more  than  ever,  fmce 
I  have  been  a  witnefs  to  the  generous  tendemefs  you 
have  fhewn  upon  this  occafion  *. 

Youf,  etc. 


- •  ^"  I.  ->».  'i  - ■ ..  >. 


LETTER    XVII.f 

T  AM  not  at  all  concerned  to  think  that  this  letter  may 

be  lefs  entertaining  than  fome  I  have  fent :  I  know 

you  are  a  friend  that  will  think  a  kind  letter  as  good 

as 

♦  The  following  lines  in  the  original,  which  Conclude  the  Letter, 
feem  to  allude  to  a  correfpondence  of  which  we  have  no  other 
information :  "  I  beg  Mrs.  Blount  and  Mr.  Blount  to  believe  me 
very  faithfully  their  forvant,  and  that  your  good  mother  will 
accept  of  a  thoufand  thanks  for  the  favour  of  her  f  Maid's  Letters^ 
and  oblige  me  with  the  continuance  of  them  every  poll."  C, 

f  To  Martha  Blount. 

%  2Hxre,  wheiher  Hope  dees  not  mean  bet  diughters  i 
VOL.  VII.  P 
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as  a  diverting  one.  He  that  gives  you  his  mirth  makes 
a  much  lefs  prefent  than  he  that  gives  you  his  heart ; 
and  true  friends  would  rather  fee  fuch  thoughts  as 
they  communicate  only  to  one  another,  than  what 
they  fquander  about  to  all  the  world.  They  who  can 
fet  a  right  value  upon  any  thing,  will  prize  one  ten- 
der, well-meant  word,  above  all  that  ever  made  them 
laugh  in  their  lives.  If  I  did  not  think  fo  of  you,  I 
fhould  never  have  taken  much  pains  to  endeavour  to 
pleafe  you,  by  writing,  or  any  thing  elfe.  Wit,  I  am 
fare,  I  want ;  at  leaft  in  the  degree  that  I  fee  others 
have  it,  who  would  at  all  feafons  alike  be  entertaining  j 
but  I  would  willingly  have  fome  qualities  that  may  be 
(at  fome  feafons)  of  more  comfort  to  myfelf,  and  of 
more  fervice  to  my  friends.  I  would  cut  off  my  own 
head,  if  it  had  nothing  better  than  wit  in  it ;  and  tear 
out  my  own  heart,  if  it  had  no  better  difpofitions  than 
to  love  only  myfelf,  and  laugh  at  all  my  neighbours. 

I  know  you  will  think  it  an  agreeable  thing  to  hear 
that  1  have  done  a  great  deal  of  Homer.  If  it  be  to. 
lerable,  the  world  may  thank  you  for  it :  for  if  I  could 
have  feen  you  every  day,  and  imagined  my  company 
could  have  every  day  pleafed  you,  I  fhould  fcarcc  have 
thought  it  worth  my  while  to  pleafe  the  world.  How 
many  verfes  could  I  gladly  have  left  unfiniflied,  and 
turned  into  It,  for  people  to  fay  what  they  would 
of,  had  I  been  permitted  to  pafs  all  thofe  hours  more 
pleafmgly  ?  Whatever  fome  may  think,  Fame  is  a 
thing  I  am  much  lefs  covetous  of  than  your  Friend- 

fhipj 
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fhip  ;  for  that,  I  hope,  will  laft  all  my  life  ;  the  other, 
I  cannot  anfwer  for.  What  if  they  fhould  both  grow 
greater  after  my  death  ?  alas !  they  would  both  be  of 
no  advantage  to  me  !  Therefore  think  upon  it,  and 
love  me  as  well  as  ever  you  can,  while  I  live. 

Now  I  talk  of  Fame,  I  fend  you  my  Temple  of 
Fame,  which  is  juft  come  out :  but  my  fentiments 
about  it  you  will  fee  better  by  this  Epigram : 

What's  Fame  with  Men,  by  cuftom  of  the  Nation, 
Is  call'd  in  Women  only  Reputation : 
About  them  both  why  keep  we  fuch  a  pother  ? 
Part  you  with  one,  and  I'll  renounce  the  other. 


LETTER    XVIIL 

A  L  L  the  pleafure  or  ule  of  familiar  letters,  is  to 
give  us  the  alTurance  of  a  friend*s  welfare  ;  at 
ieaft  'tis  all  I  know,  who  am  a  mortal  enemy  and 
defpifer  of  what  they  call  fine  letters.  In  this  view,  I 
promife  you,  it  will  always  be  a  fatisfadion  to  me  to 
write  letters  and  to  receive  them  from  you  ;  becaufe  I 
unfeignedly  have  your  good  at  my  heart,  and  am  that 
thing,  which  many  people  make  only  a  fubje£t  to  dif- 
play  their  fine  fentiments  upon,  a  Friend  :  which  is  a 
charafter  that  admits  of  little  to  be  faid,  till  fomething 

p  2  may 
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may  be  done.  Now  let  me  fairly  tell  you,  I  don*t 
like  your  ftyle ;  *tis  very  pretty,  therefore  I  don't  like 
it ;  and  if  you  writ  as  well  as  Voiture,  I  would  not 
give  a  farthing  for  fuch  letters  *,  unlefs  I  were  to  fell 
them  to  be  printed.  Methinks  I  have  loft  the  Mrs. 
L*  I  formerly  knew,  who  writ  and  talked  like  other 
people  (and  fometimes  better).  You  muft  allow  me 
to  fay,  you  have  not  faid  a  fenfible  word  in  all  your 
letter,  except  where  you  fpeak  of  fliewing  kindnefs 
and  expe£ling  it  in  return  :  but  the  addition  you  make 
about  your  being  but  two  and  twenty,  is  again  in  the 
ftyle  of  wit  and  abomination.  To  fhew  you  how  very 
unfatisfadorily  you  write,  in  all  your  letters  you've 
never  told  me  how  you  do.  Indeed  I  fee  it  was  ab- 
folutely  neceffary  for  me  to  write  to  you,  before  you 
continued  to  take  more  notice  of  me,  for  I  ought  to 
tell  you  what  you  are  to  expeQ:  j  that  is  to  fay,  Kind- 
nefs, which  I  never  failed  (1  hope)  to  return  ;  and 
not  Wit,  which  if  I  want  I  am  not  much  concerned, 
becaufe  Judgment  is  a  better  thing  ;  and  if  I  had,  I 
would  make  ufe  of  it  rather  to  play  upon  thofe  I  de- 
^ifed,  than  to  trifle  with  thofe  I  loved.  You  fee,  in 
fhort,  after  what  manner  you  may  moft  agreeably  write 
to  me  :  tell  me  you  are  my  friend,  and  you  can  be 
no  more  at  a  lofs  about  that  article.    As  I  have  opened 

my 

*  Pope  feems  here  unconfcioiifly  to  have  defcribed  his  own 
chara£^er  as  a  Letter-writer.  What  he  fays  is,  however,  very 
jiift  and  fenfible  ;  and  he  would  have  been  a  more  intercfting 
writer,  if  he  had  at  all  times  remembered  his  own  advice. 
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my  mind  upon  this  to  you,  it  may  alfo  ferve  for 

Mr.  H *,  who  will  fee  by  it  what  manner  of  letters 

he  mufl  expeft  if  he  correfponds  with  me.  As  I  am 
too  ferioufly  yours  and  his  fervant  to  put  turns  upon 
you  inftead  of  good  wifhes,  fo  in  return  I  would  have 
nothing  but  honed  plain  Howd*ye*s  and  Pray  remem- 
ber me*s  J  which  not  being  fit  to  be  (hewn  to  any 
body  for  wit,  may  be  a  proof  we  correfpond  only  for 
ourfelves,  in  mere  friendlinefs ;  as  doth,  God  is  my 
witnefs, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XlX.f 

T  T  is  with  infinite  fatisfadion  I  am  made  acquainted 

that  your  brother  will  at  lad  prove  your  relation, 

iind  has  entertained  fuch  fentiments  as  became  him  in 

your 

*  I  do  not  know  to  whom  this  is  written  ;  but  it  appears,  the 
Lady,  thinking  fhe  was  writing  to  a  man  of  wit,  thought  it  necef- 
fnry  fhe  (hould  endeavour  to  fliew  her  owtiy  and  was  probably 
more  unfortunate  than  Pope. 

f  This  Letter,  which  muft  have  been  written  very  early,  is 
evidently  addrefltd  to  the  young  Lady  whofe  untimely  fate  Pope 
afterwards  pathetically  lamented,  in  Verfcs  to  an  **  Unfortunate 
Lady."  This  was  perhaps  Pope's  carlicft  attachment,  and  it  has 
been  faid  the  attachment  was  mutual,  and  that  (he  was  herfclf 
deformed.  1  do  not  think  there  are  any  grounds  for  believing 
cither. 

P3 


214  LETTERS   TO 

your  concern.  T  have  been  prepared  for  this  by  de- 
grees, having  feveral  times  received  from  Mrs.  *  that 
which  is  one  of  the  greateft  pleafures,  the  knowledge 
that  others  entered  into  my  own  fentiments  concerning 
you.  I  ever  was  of  opinion  that  you  wanted  no  more 
to  be  vindicated  than  to  be  known.  As  I  have  often 
condoled  with  you  in  your  adverfities,  fo  I  have  a 
right,  which  but  few  can  pretend  to,  of  congratulating 
on  the  profped  of  your  better  fortunes :  and  I  hope, 
for  the  future,  to  have  the  concern  1  have  felt  for  you 
overpaid  in  your  felicities.  Though  you  modeftly  fay 
the  world  has  left  you,  yet,  I  verily  believe,  it  is 
coming  to  you  again  as  fall  as  it  can :  for,  to  give 
the  world  its  due,  it  is  always  very  fond  of  Merit  when 
'tis  paft  its  power  to  oppofe  it.  Therefore,  if  you  can, 
take  it  into  favour  again  upon  its  repentance,  and  con- 
tinue in  it.  But  if  you  are  refolved  in  revenge  to  rob 
the  world  of  fo  much  example  as  you  may  afford  it, 
I  believe  your  defign  will  be  vain  ;  for  even  in  a  mo- 
naftery  your  devotions  cannot  carry  you  fo  far  toward 
the  next  world  as  to  m.ake  this  lofe  the  fight  of  you ; 
but  you'll  be  like  a  ftar,  that,  while  it  is  fixed  to  hea- 
ven, Ihines  over  all  the  earth. 

Wherefoever  Providence  fhall  difpofe  of  the  moft 
valuable  thing  I  know,  I  fhall  ever  follow  you  with 
my  fmcerefl:  wifhes,  and  my  befl  thoughts  will  be  per- 
petually waiting  upon  you,  when  you  never  hear  of 
me  nor  them.  Your  own  guardian  angels  cannot  be 
more  conflant,  nor  more  filent.     I  beg  you  will  never 

ceafe 


SEVERAL    LADIES.  215 

ceafe  to  think  me  your  friend,  that  you  may  not  be 
guilty  of  that  which  you  never  yet  knew  to  commit, 
an  injuftice.  As  I  have  hitherto  been  fo  in  fpitc  of  the 
world,  fo  hereafter,  if  it  be  poffible  you  fhould  ever 
be  more  oppofed,  and  more  deferted,  I  fhould  only 
be  fo  much  the  more 

Your  faithful,  etc. 


LETTER    XX.* 

T  CAN  fay  little  to  recommend  the  letters  I  fhall  write 
to  you,  but  that  they  will  be  the  mofl  impartial 
reprefentations  of  2Lfree  heart,  and  the  trueft  copies 
you  ever  faw,  though  of  a  very  mean  original.  Not 
a  feature  will  be  foftened,  or  any  advantageous  light 
employed  to  make  the  ugly  thing  a  little  lefs  hideous  ; 
but  you  (hall  find  it,  in  all  refpefts,  mod  horribly  like. 
You  will  do  me  an  injuftice  if  you  look  upon  any  thing 
I  fhall  fay  from  this  inftant,  as  a  compliment  either  to 
you  o»  to  myfelf :  whatever  1  write  will  be  the  real 
thought  of  that  hour ;  and  I  know  you'll  no  more 

exped 

*  To  Lady  M.  W.  Montagu.  Her  beauty,  accomplirtiments, 
fuperior  birth,  &c.  fetm  to  have  made  fuch  a  fudden  impreflion 
on  Pope's  fufceptible  bofom,  that  for  a  moment  the  charms  of 
Tcrefa  and  Martha  Blount  were  forgotten,  and  loft  in  the  blaze  of 
fuperior  elegance  and  fafliion. 

P4 
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cxpe£t  it  of  me  to  perfevere  till  death,  in  every  fenti- 
jtnent  or  notion  I  now  fet  down,  than  you  would  ima- 
gine a  man's  face  fhould  never  change  when  once  his 
pidure  was  drawn. 

The  freedom  I  (hall  ufe  in  this  manner  of  thinking 
aloud,  may  indeed  prove  me  a  fool ;  but  it  will  prove 
me  one  of  the  beft  fort  of  fools,  the  honeft  ones. 
And  fmce  what  folly  we  have,  will  infallibly  buoy  up 
at  one  time  or  other  in  fpite  of  all  our  art  to  keep  it 
down  ;  methinks,  'tis  almoil  foolifli  to  take  any  pains 
to  conceal  it  at  all,  and  almofl:  knavifh  to  do  it  from 
thofe  that  are  our  friends.  If  Momus's  proje£l  had 
taken,  of  having  windows  in  our  breads,  I  fhould  be 
for  carrying  it  further,  and  making  thofe  windows 
cafements  ;  that  while  a  man  fhowed  his  heart  to  all 
the  world,  he  might  do  fomething  more  for  his  friends; 
even  give  it  them,  and  truft  it  to  their  handling.  I 
think  I  love  you  as  well  as  King  Herod  did  Herodias, 
(though  I  never  had  fo  much  as  one  dance  with  you,) 
and  would  as  freely  give  you  my  heart  in  a  difh,  as 
he  did  another's  head.  But  fmce  Jupiter  will  not 
have  it  fo,  I  mufl:  be  content  to  fhew  my  tafte  in  life, 
?is  I  do  my  tafte  in  painting,  by  loving  to  have  as  lit- 
tle drapery  as  poflible,  Not  that  I  think  every  body 
naked  altogether  fo  fine  a  fight,  as  yourfelf  and  a  few 
piore  would  be,  but  becaufe  'tis  good  to  ufe  people 
to  what  they  muft  be  acquainted  with  :  and  there  will 
certainly  come  fome  day  of  judgment  or  other,  to  un- 
cover every  foul  of  us.     We  {hall  then  fee  that  the 

8  prudes 
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prudes  of  this  world  owed  all  their  fine  figure  only  to 
their  being  ftraiter-laced  than  the  reft  ;  and  that  they 
are  naturally  as  arrant  fquabs  as  thofe  that  went  more 
loofe,  nay  as  thofe  that  never  girded  their  loins  at 
all. — But  a  particular  reafon  that  may  engage  you  to 
write  your  thoughts  the  more  freely  to  me,  is,  that 
I  am  confident  no  one  knows  you  better  ;  for  I  find, 
when  others  exprefs  their  thoughts  of  you,  they  fall 
very  fhort  of  mine,  and,  I  know,  at  the  fame  time, 
theirs  are  fuch  as  you  would  think  fufficicntly  in  your 
favour. 

You  may  eafily  imagine  how  defirous  I  muft  be  of 
a  correfpondence  with  a  perfon,  who  had  taught  me 
long  ago  that  it  was  as  poflible  to  efteem  at  firft  fight  *, 
as  to  love :  and  who  has  fince  ruined  me  for  all  the 
converfation  of  one  fex,  and  almoft  all  the  friendfiiip 
of  the  other.  I  am  but  too  fenfiblc,  through  your 
means,  that  the  company  of  men  wants  a  certain  foft- 
nefs  to  recommend  it,  and  that  of  women  wants  every 
thing  elfe.  How  often  have  I  been  quietly  going  to 
take  pofleffion  of  that  tranquillity  and  indolence  I  had 
fo  long  found  in  the  Country ;  when  one  evening  of 
your  converfation  has  fpoiled  me  for  a  Solitaire !  Books 
have  loft  their  effe£l  upon  mc,  and  1  was  convinced 
fince  I  faw  you,  that  there  is  one  alive  wifer  than  all 
the  fages.  A  plague  of  female  wifdom  I  it  makes  a 
man  ten  times  more  uneafy  than  his  own.  What  is 
very  ftrange,  Virtue  herfelf  (when  you  have  the  dreff- 

ing 

*  Sec  Note  at  the  beginning. 
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ing  her)  is  too  amiable  for  one's  repofe.  You  might 
have  done  a  world  of  good  in  your  time,  if  you  had 
allowed  half  the  fine  gentlemen  who  have  ken  you, 
to  have  converfed  with  you ;  they  would  have  been 
ftrangely  bit,  while  they  thought  only  to  fall  in  love 
with  a  fair  lady,  and  you  had  bewitched  them  with 
Reafon  and  Virtue  (two  beauties  that  the  very  fops 
pretend  to  no  acquaintance  with). 

The  unhappy  diftance  at  which  we  correfpond*,  re- 
moves a  great  many  of  thofe  reftriftions  and  pundilious 
decorums,  that  oftentimes  in  nearer  converfation  pre- 
judice truth,  to  fave  good-breeding.  I  may  now  hear 
of  my  faults,  and  you  of  your  good  qualities,  with- 
out a  blufli ;  we  converfe  upon  fuch  unfortunate  ge- 
nerous terms,  as  exclude  the  regards  of  fear,  fliame, 
or  defign,  in  either  of  us.  And,  methinks,  it  would 
be  as  paultry  a  part,  to  impofe  (even  in  a  fmgle  thought) 
upon  each  other  in  this  flate  of  feparation,  as  for  fpi- 
rits  of  a  different  fphere,  who  have  fo  little  intercourfe 
with  us,  to  employ  that  little  (as  fome  would  make 

us 

♦  Lady  Montagu  was  at  this  time  at  Conftatitinoplc.  Pope  lias 
here  fuppreffcd  part  of  the  Letter,  which  may  be  feen  in  Dalla- 
way*s  edition.  The  groflhefs  of  it  will  fufficiently  explain  Pope's 
meaning  ;  and  I  have  httle  doubt,  but  that  the  Lady,  difdaining 
the  ftiff  and  fonnal  mode  of  female  manners  at  that  time  prevalent, 
made  the  Lover  believe  he  might  proceed  a  ^ej)  farther  than 
deconim  would  allow.  As  the  paflage  alluded  to  may  be  feen, 
the  reader  v/ill  perceive  that  here  Pope  has  certainly  exhibited, 
without  difguife,  (as  he  fays  in  the  beginning  of  the  Letter,) 
the  "impartial  reprefentation  of  st  free  heart."  His  piAures 
were  indeed  y^yrff,  that  he  muft  have  a  ftrange  opinion  of  her,  if 
he  could  fiippofe  fiie  would  not  refent  it. 
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us  think  they  do)  in  putting  tricks  and  delufions  upon 
poor  mortals. 

Let  me  begin  then.  Madam,  by  afking  you  a  quef- 
tion,  that  may  enable  me  to  judge  better  of  my  own 
conduct  than  moft  inftances  of  my  life.  In  what 
manner  did  I  behave  in  the  lafl;  hour  1  faw  you  ?  What 
degree  of  concern  did  I  difcover,  when  I  felt  a  mif- 
fortune,  which,  I  hope,  you  will  never  feel,  that  of 
parting  from  what  one  mod  efteems  ?  for  if  my  pair- 
ing looked  but  like  that  of  your  common  acquaintance, 
I  am  the  greatefl:  of  all  the  hypocrites  that  ever 'decency 
made. 

I  never  fince  pafs  by  your  houfe  but  with  the  fame 
fort  of  melancholy  that  we  feel  upon  feeing  the  tomb 
of  a  friend,  which  only  ferves  to  put  us  in  mind  of 
what  we  have  loft.  1  refleft  upon  the  circumftances 
of  your  departure,  which  I  was  there  a  witnefs  of, 
Cyour  behaviour  in  what  I  may  call  your  laft  moments,) 
and  I  indulge  a  gloomy  kind  of  pleafure  in  thinking 
that  thofe  laft  moments  were  given  to  me.  I  would 
fain  imagine  that  this  was  not  accidental,  but  proceeded 
from  a  penetration,  which  I  know  you  have,  in  find- 
ing out  the  truth  of  people's  fentiments  ;  and  that  you 
are  willing,  the  laft  man  that  woidd  have  parted  from 
you,  fhould  be  the  laft  that  did.  I  really  looked  upon 
you  juft  as  the  friends  of  Curtius  might  have  done 
upon  that  Hero,  at  the  inftant  when  he  was  devoting 
himfelf  to  glory,  and  running  to  be  loft  out  of  gene- 
rofity  :  I  was  obliged  to  admire  your  refolution,  in  as 

great 


22P  LETTERS   TO 

great  a  degree  as  I  deplored  it :  and  had  only  to  wifh, 

that  Heaven  would  reward  fo  much  virtue  as  was  to 

be  taken  from  us,  with  all  the  felicities  it  could  enjoy 

elfe  where ! 

I  am,  etc. 
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T  CAN  never  have  too  many  of  your  letters.  I  am 
angry  at  every  fcrap  of  paper  loft,  and  though  it 
is  but  an  odd  compliment  to  compare  a  fine  lady  to  a 
Sibyl,  your  leaves,  methinks,  like  hers,  are  too  good 
to  be  committed  to  the  winds  ;  though  I  have  no  other 
way  of  receiving  them  but  by  thofe  unfaithful  meflen- 
gers.     I  have  had  but  three,  and  I  reckon  that  fhort 

one  from  D ,  which  was  rather  a  dying  ejacula^ 

tion  than  a  letter. 

You  have  contrived  to  fay  In  your  laft  the  two  things 
moft  pleafmg  to  me :  the  firft,  that  whatever  be  the 
fate  of  your  letters,  you  will  continue  to  write  in  the 
difcharge  of  your  confcience.  I'he  other  is,  the  juf- 
tice  you  do  me,  in  taking  what  I  write  to  you,  in  the 
ferious  manner  it  was  meant  j  it  is  the  point  upon 
which  I  can  bear  no  fufpicion,  and  in  which,  above 
all,  I  defire  to  be  thought  ferious.  It  would  be  vex- 
atious indeed,  if  you  fhould  pretend  to  take  that  for 
wit,  which  is  no  more  than  the  natural  overflowing  of 
a  heart  improved  by  an  efteem  for  you  j  but  fmce  you 

tell 
*  To  the  Same. 
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tell  me  you  believe  me,  I  fancy  my  expreflions  have 
not  been  entirely  unfaithful  to  my  thoughts. 

May  your  faith  be  increafed  in  all  truths,  that  are 
as  great  as  this ;  and  depend  upon  it,  to  whatever 
degree  it  may  extend,  you  never  can  be  a  bigot. 

If  you  could  fee  the  heart  I  talk  of,  you  would  rea- 
dily think  it  a  foolilh  good  kind  of  thing,  with  fome 
qualities  as  well-deferving  to  be  half>laughed  at,  and 
half-efteemed,  as  mod  hearts  in  the  world. 

Its  grand  foible  in  regard  to  you,  is  the  moft  like 
Reafon  of  zny  foible  in  nature.  Upon  my  word,  this 
heart  is  not  like  a  great  warehoufe,  flored  only  with 
my  own  goods,  or  with  empty  fpaces  to  be  fupplied 
as  fafl:  as  Intereft  or  Ambition  can  nil  them  j  but  is 
every  inch  of  it  let  out  into  lodgings  for  its  friends, 
and  fhall  never  want  a  corner  where  your  idea  will 
always  lie  as  warm,  and  as  clofe,  as  any  idea  ill 
Chriftendpm. 

If  this  diftance  (as  you  are  fo  kind  as  to  fay)  en- 
larges your  belief  of  my  friendftiip,  I  affure  you,  it 
has  fo  extended  my  notion  of  your  value,  that  I  begin 
to  be  impious  upon  that  account,  and  to  wifh  that  even 
flaughter,  ruin,  and  defolation  may  interpofe  between 
you  and  the  place  you  defign  for  j  and  that  you  were 
reflored  to  us  at  the  expence  of  a  whole  people. 

Is  there  no  expedient  to  return  you  in  peace  to  the 
bofom  of  your  country  ?     I  hear  you  are  come  as  far 

as  :  do  you  only  look  back  to  die  twice  ?     Is 

Eurydice  once  more  (hatched  to  the  ihades  ?     If  ever 

mortal 


M2  LETTERS    TO 

mortal  had  reafon  to  hate  the  King,  It  is  I,  whofe 
particular  misfortune  it  is,  to  be  almofl:  the  only  in-* 
nocent  perfon  he  has  made  to  fuffer ;  both  by  his  Go- 
vernment at  home,  and  his  Negoclations  abroad  *. 

If  you  muft  go  from  us,  1  wifli  at  lead  you  might 
pafs  to  your  banifliment  by  the  mod  pleafant  way ; 
that  all  the  road  might  be  rofes  and  myrtles,  and  a 
thoufand  objeds  rife  round  you,  agreeable  enough  ta 
make  England  lefs  defirable  to  you.  It  is  not  now 
my  intereft  to  wifli  England  agreeable :  it  is  highly 
probable  it  may  ufe  me  ill  enough  to  drive  me  from 
it.  Can  I  think  that  place  my  country,  where  I  can- 
not now  call  a  foot  of  paternal  Earth  my  own  f  ?  Yet 
it  may  feem  fome  alleviation,  that  when  the  wifeil 
thing  I  can  do  is  to  leave  my  country,  what  was  mofl 
agreeable  in  it  fhould  firft  be  fnatched  away  from  it. 

I  could  overtake  you  with  pleafure  in  —  |,  and  make 
that  tour  in  your  company.  Every  reafonable  enter- 
tainment and  beautiful  view  would  be  doubly  engaging 
when  you  partook  of  it.  I  fliould  at  leafl  attend  you 
to  the  fea-coafts,  and  call  a  laft  look  after  the  fails 
that  tranfported  you.  But  perhaps  I  might  care  as 
little  to  flay  behind  you ;  and  be  full  as  uneafy  to  live 
in  a  country  where  I  faw  others  perfecuted  by  the 
rogues  of  my  own  religion,  as  where  I  was  perfecuted 

myfeff 

*  Alluding  to  the  circumftance  of  her  hufband  being  fent  to 
Conftantinople  as  a  negociator,  and  the  double  taxes  he  himfclf 
paid  as  a  Catholic. 

•f-   His  father's  houfe  was  fold. 

X  Italy. 
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myfelf  by  the  rogues  of  yours.  And  it  is  not  impof- 
fible  I  might  run  into  Afia  in  fearch  of  liberty ;  for 
who  would  not  rather  live  a  freeman  among  a  nation 
of  flaves,  than  a  Have  among  a  nation  of  freemen  ? 

In  good  earned,  if  I  knew  your  motions,  and  your 
exa£t  time ;  I  verily  think,  I  fhould  be  once  more 
happy  in  a  fight  of  you  next  fpring. 

I'll  conclude  with  a  wifli,  God  fend  you  with  us, 
or  me  with  you. 


LETTER    XXn.* 

^ou  will  find  me  more  troublefome  than  ever 
Brutus  did  his  evil  Genius ;  I  fhail  meet  you 
in  more  places  than  one,  and  often  refrefh  your  me- 
mory before  you  arrive  at  your  Philippi.  Thefe  flia* 
dows  of  me  (my  letters)  will  be  haunting  you  from 
time  to  time,  and  putting  you  in  mind  of  the  man 
who  has  really  fuffered  very  much  from  you,  and  whom 
you  have  robbed  of  the  mod  valuable  of  his  enjoy- 
ments, your  converfation.  The  advantage  of  hearing 
your  fentiments  by  difcovering  mine,  was  what  I  always 
thought  a  great  one,  and  even  worth  the  rifque  I  ge- 
nerally run  of  manifefting  my  own  indifcretion.  You 
then  rewarded  my  truft  in  you  the  moment  it  was 
given,  for  you  pleafed  and  informed  me  the  minute 

you 

♦  To  the  Saoic. 
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you  anfwered.  I  mufl  now  be  contented  with  more 
flow  returns.  However,  'tis  fome  pleafure,  that  your 
thoughts  upon  paper  A^ill  be  a  more  lading  pofTeflion 
to  me,  and  that  I  fhall  no  longer  have  caufe  to  com- 
plain of  a  lofs  I  have  fo  often  regretted,  that  of  any 
thing  you  faid,  which  I  happened  to  forget.  In  ear- 
ned. Madam,  if  I  were  to  write  to  you  as  often  as  I 
think  of  you,  it  mud  be  every  day  of  my  life.  1  at- 
tend you  in  fpirit  through  all  your  ways,  I  follow  you 
through  every  flage  in  books  of  travels,  and  fear  for 
you  through  whole  folios  ;  you  make  me  fhrink  at  the 
paft  dangers  of  dead  travellers  ;  and  if  I  read  of  a 
delightful  profpeft,  or  agreeable  place,  1  hope  it  yet 
fubfifts  to  pleafe  you.  I  enquire  the  roads,  the  amufe- 
ments,  the  company,  of  every  town  and  country 
through  which  you  pafs,  with  as  much  diligence,  as 
if  I  were  to  fet  out  next  week  to  overtake  you.  In  a 
word,  no  one  can  have  you  tnore  conftantly  in  mind, 
not  even  your  Guardian-angel  (if  you  have  one) ;  and 
I  am  willing  to  indulge  fo  much  popery  as  to  fancy 
fome  Being  takes  care  of  you,  who  knows  your  value 
better  than  you  do  yourfelf :  I  am  willing  to  think 
that  Heaven  never  gave  fo  much  felf-negleft  and 
refolution  to  a  woman,  to  occafion  her  calamity ; 
but  am  pious  enough  to  believe  thofe  qualities 
muft  be  intended  to  conduce  to  her  benefit  and  her 
glory. 

Your  firft  fhort  letter  only  ferves  to  fhow  me  you 
are  alive  :  it  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  firfl  dove  that  re- 
turned 
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turned  to  Noah,  and  juft  made  him  know  It  had  found 
no  reft  abroad. 

There  is  nothing  in  it  that  pleafes  me,  but  when 
you  tell  me  you  had  no  fea-ficknefs.  I  beg  your  next 
may  give  me  all  the  pleafure  it  can,  that  is,  tell  me 
any  that  you  receive.  You  can  make  no  difcoveries 
that  will  be  half  fo  valuable  to  me  as  thofe  of  your 
own  mind.  Nothing  that  regards  the  ftates  or  king- 
doms you  pafs  through,  will  engage  fo  much  of  my 
curiofity  or  concern,  as  what  relates  to  yourfelf :  your 
welfare,  to  fay  truth,  is  more  at  my  heart  than  that 
of  Chriftendom. 

I  am  fure  I  may  defend  the  truth,  though  perhaps 
not  the  virtue,  of  this  declaration.  One  is  ignorant, 
or  doubtful  at  beft,  of  the  merits  of  differing  reli- 
gions and  governments :  but  private  virtues  one  can 
be  fure  of.  I  therefore  know  what  particular  Perfon 
has  defert  enough  to  merit  being  happier  than  others, 
but  not  what  Nation  deferves  to  conquer  or  opprefs 
another.  You  will  fay,  I  am  not  public-fpirited ;  let 
it  be  fo,  I  may  have  too  many  tendernefles,  particular 
regards,  or  narrow  views ;  but  at  the  fame  time  I  am 
certain  that  whoever  wants  thefe,  can  never  have  a 
public  fpirit ;  for  (as  a  friend  of  mine  fays)  how  is  it 
pofTible  for  that  man  to  love  twenty  thoufand  people, 
who  never  loved  one  ? 

I  communicated  your  letter  to  Mr.  C- *  ;  he 

thinks  of  you  and  talks  of  you  as  he  ought,  I  mean 

as 

*  Craggs,  probably. 
VOL.  VII.  Q_ 
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as  I  do,  and  one  always  thinks  that  to  be  jufl  as  it 
ought.  His  health  and  mine  are  now  fo  good,  that 
we  wifli  with  all  our  fouls  you  were  a  witnefs  of  it. 
We  never  meet  but  we  lament  over  you  :  we  pay  a 
kind  of  weekly  rites  to  your  memory,  where  we 
(Irow  flowers  of  rhetoric,  and  oft'er  fuch  libations  to 
your  name  as  it  would  be  profane  to  call  Toafting. 

The  Duke  of  B m  is  fometimes  the  High  Priefl 

of  your  praifes  ;  and  upon  the  whole,  I  believe  there 
are  as  few  men  that  are  not  forry  at  your  departure, 
as  women  that  are ;  for,  you  know,  moft  of  your 
fex  want  good  fenfe,  and  therefore  muft  want  gene- 
rofity :  you  have  fo  much  of  both,  that,  I  am  fure, 
you  pardon  them  ;  for  one  cannot  but  forgive  what- 
ever one  defpifes.  For  my.  part,  I  hate  a  great  many 
women  for  your  fake,  and  undervalue  all  the  reft. 
'Tis  you  are  to  blame,  and  may  God  revenge  it  upon 
you,  with  all  thofe  bleffings  and  earthly  profperities, 
which,  the  Divines  tell  us,  are  the  caufe  of  our  per- 
dition ;  for  if  he  makes  you  happy  in  this  world,  1 
dare  truft  your  own  virtue  to  do  it  in  the  other.    I  am 

Your,  etc. 


Mr. WoRTLEY  was  appointed  ambaflaJor  to  Conftantinople> 
under  the  great  ftal,  bearing  date  June  5,  1716.  He  returned  to 
England  0£l.  30,  1718;  after  which,  by  Pope's  entreaty,  Lady 
Montagu's  fummer  rtfidence  was  fixed  at  Twickenham.  This  fun- 
fliine  of  deliglit  and  friendfliip  was  foon  clouded  with  iufpicion,  and 
ended,  on  Pope's  part,  with  the  bittercil  enmity. 
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LETTER     XXm. 

TO    MRS.  ARABELLA   FERMOR*. 
ON    HER    MARRIAGE. 

^^ou  are  by  this  time  fatisfied  how  much  the  fen- 
dernefs  of  one  man  of  merit  is  to  be  preferred 
to  the  addreifes  of  a  thoufand.  And  by  this  time  the 
gentleman  you  have  made  choice  of  is  fenfible,  how 
great  is  the  joy  of  having  all  thofe  charms  and  good 
qualities  which  have  pleafed  fo  many,  now  applied  to 
pleafe  one  only.  •  It  wasbutjufl,  that  the  fame  Virtues 
which  gave  you  reputation,  fhould  give  you  happinefs; 
and  I  can  wifh  you  no  greater,  than  that  you  may  re- 
ceive it  in  as  high  a  degree  yourfelf,  as  fo  much  good 
humour  mufl:  infallibly  give  it  to  your  hufband. 

It  may  be  expetSled,  perhaps,  that  one  who  has  the 
title  of  Poet  fhould  fay  fomething  more  polite  on 
this  occafion  :  but  I  am  really  more  a  well-wifher 
to  your  felicity,  than  a  celebrater  of  your  beauty. 
Befides,  you  are  now  a  married  woman,  and  in  a 
way  to  be  a  great  many  better  things  than  a  fine  lady ; 
fuch  as  an  excellent  wife,  a  faithful  friend,  a  tender 
parent,  and  at  laft,  as  the  confequence  of  them  all,  a 
faint  in  heaven.     You  ought  now  to  hear  nothing  but 

that, 

■*■  This  Letter,  though  very  elegant  and  well-turned,  muft  yield 
TO  Waller's  Letter  to  Sacchariffa,  on  her  marriage.  Warton. 

a.2 
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that,  which  was  all  you  ever  defired  to  hear,  (what- 
ever others  may  have  fpoken  to  you,)  I  mean  Truth : 
and  it  is  with  the  utmoft  that  I  alTure  you,  no  friend 
you  have  can  more  rejoice  in  any  good  that  befals 
you,  is  more  fmcerely  delighted  with  the  profpeft  of 
your  future  happinefs,  or  more  unfeignedly  defires  a 
long  continuance  of  it. 

I  hope  you  will  think  it  but  juft,  that  a  man  who 
will  certainly  be  fpoken  of  as  your  admirer,  after  he 
is  dead,  may  have  the  happinefs  to  be  efteemed,  while 
he  is  living. 

Your,  etc. 
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SIR   AYILLIAM    TRUMBULL*. 

From  the  Year  1705  to  1716. 


LETTER    I. 

Sill  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL  TO   MR.  POPE. 
SIR,  Odlober  19,  1705. 

T  RETURN  you  the  book  you  were  pleafed  to  fend 
me,  and  with  it  your  obliging  letter,  which  de- 
ferves  my  particular  acknowledgment :  for,  next  to 
the  pleafure  of  enjoying  the  company  of  fo  good  a 
friend,  the  welcomed  thing  to  me  is  to  hear  from  him. 
I  expected  to  find,  what  I  have  met  with,  an  admi- 
rable genius  in  thofe  Poems,  not  only  becaufe  they 
were    Milton's '',    or  were    approved   by   Sir    Hen. 

Wooton» 

"  Secretary  of  State  to  King  William  the  Third.  Pope. 

Sir  William  Trumbull  was  by  far,  excepting  Waifli,  the  mod  re- 
fpcdlable  and  valuable  of  Pope's  early  corrcfpondents.  Cromwell 
and  Wychcrley  were  old  debauchees. 

''  L' Allegro,  11  Penferofo,  Lycidas,  and  the  Mafque  of  Comus. 

Pope. 

From  hence  it  appears,    tliat  thcfe  four  exquillte    Poems   of 

Milton  were  read,  and  relifhed,  and  recommended  by  our  Author, 

Q^  3  much 
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Wooton,  but  becaufe  you  had  commended  them ; 
and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  1  know  nobody  fo 
like  to  equal  him,  even  at  the  age  he  wrote  mod  of 
them,  as  yourfelf.  Only  do  not  afford  more  caufe 
of  complaints  againft  you,  that  you  fuffer  nothing  of 
yours  to  come  abroad;  which  in  this  age,  wherein 
wit  and  true  fenfe  is  more  fcarce  than  money,  is  a 
piece  of  fuch  cruelty  as  your  befl  friends  can  hardly 
pardon.  I  hope  you  will  repent  and  amend  ;  I  could 
offer  many  reafons  to  this  purpofe,  and  fuch  as  you 
cannot  anfwer  with  any  fmcerity ;  but  that  I  dare  not 
enlarge ;  for  fear  of  engaging  in  a  ftyle  of  Compli- 
ment, which  has  been  fo  abufed  by  fools  and  knaves, 
that  it  is  become  almoft  fcandalous.  I  conclude  there- 
fore with  an  affurance  which  fhall  never  vary,  of  my 
being  ever,  etc. 


much  earlier  than  they  are  fuppofed  to  have  been.  He  has  taken 
many  expreffions  from  them  in  the  Eleifat  and  the  Temple  of  Fame, 
and  other  pieces.  See  the  Preface  to  the  fecond  edition,  1791, 
p.  10,  of  Milton's  fmaller  Poems,  by  T,  Warton.  That  a 
perfon  of  Trumbull's  tafte  and  literature  fhould  not  have  been 
before  acquainted  with  thefe  Poems  of  Milton,  is  a  clear  proof 
how  little  they  were  known  and  regarded  in  general.      Wartos. 
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LETTER    IL 

FROM    SIR   WILLIAM  TRUMBULL. 

April  9,  1 70S. 

T  HAVE  this  moment  *  received  the  favour  of  yours 
of  the  8th  inftant ;  and  will  make  you  a  true  ex- 
cufe  (though  perhaps  no  very  good  one)  that  I  de- 
ferred the  troubling  you  with  a  letter,  when  I  fent 
back  your  papers,  in  hopes  of  feeing  you  at  Binfield 
before  this  time.  If  I  had  met  with  any  fault  in  your 
performance,  I  (hould  freely  now  (as  I  have  done  too 
prefumptuoufly  in  converfation  with  you)  tell  you  my 
opinion  ;  which  I  have  frequently  ventured  to  give 
you,  rather  in  compliance  with  your  defires  than  that 
I  could  think  it  reafonable.  For  I  am  not  yet  fatisfied 
upon  what  grounds  I  can  pretend  to  judge  of  poetry, 
who  never  have  been  praclifed  in  the  art.  There  may 
pofiibly  be  fome  happy  genius's,  vi'ho  may  judge  of 
fome  of  the  natural  beauties  of  a  poem,  as  a  man  may 

of 

♦  There  is  fomething  particularly  pleafing  in  the  Letters  of  this 
amiable  and  honed  old  llatefman  ;  they  breathe  an  air  of  uncom- 
mon good  temper,  good  fenfe,  candour,  and  tranquillity  of  mind. 
See  particularly  Letters  III.  VL  and  VIII.  Several  curious  Let- 
ters of  Sir  W.  Trumbull,  written  while  he  was  Ambaffador  in 
France,  are  preferved  in  the  Paper  office  :  and  fome  relating  to 
the  cruel  Revocation  of  the  Edid  of  Nantes,  1685,  are  pubhfhed 
in  the  Memoirs  of  Sir  John  Dalrymple,  vol. i.  p.  123. 

Wartom. 
0.4 
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of  the  proportions  of  a  building,  without  having  read 
Vitruvius,  or  knowing  any  thing  of  the  rules  of  ar- 
chiteflure ;  but  this,  though  it  may  fometimes  be  in 
the  right,  muft  be  fubjecl  to  many  miftakes,  and  is 
certainly  but  a  fuperficial  knowledge  ;  without  entering 
into  the  art,  the  methods,  and  the  particular  excel- 
lencies of  the  whole  compofure,  in  all  the  parts  of  it. 

Befides  my  want  of  fkill,  I  have  another  reafon  why 
I  ought  to  fufped  mylelf,  by  reafon  of  the  great  affec- 
tion I  have  for  you  ;  which  might  give  too  much  bias 
to  be  kind  to  every  thing  that  comes  Ironi  you.  But, 
after  all,  I  muft  fay  (and  I  do  it  with  an  old-fafhioned 
lincerity),  that  I  entirely  approve  of  your  tranllation  of 
thofe  pieces  of  Homer,  both  as  to  the  verfification  and 
the  true  fenfe  that  fhines  through  the  whole :  nay,  1 
am  confirmed  in  my  former  application  to  you,  and 
give  me  leave  to  renew  it  upon  this  occafion,  that  you 
would  proceed  *  in  tranflating  that  incomparable  poet, 
to  make  him  fpeak  good  EnglHh,  to  drefs  his  admi- 
rable charafters  in  your  proper,  fignificant,  and  ex- 
preflive  conceptions,  and  to  make  his  works  as  ufeful 
and  inftruftive  to  this  degenerate  age,  as  he  was  to 
our  friend  Horace,  when  he  read  him  at  Prcsnejle : 
^ii,  quid  fit  pidchrum,  quid  turpe,  quid  utile ,  quid 
non,  etc.  I  break  off  with  that  quid  no?i  ?  with  which 
I  confefs  I  am  charmed. 

Upon 

*  Hence  it  appears  that  Sir  W.  Trumbull  was  the  very  firft; 
perfon  that  urged  him  to  undertake  a  tranflation  of  the  Iliad  of 
Homer.  War  ton. 
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Upon  the  whole  matter  I  intreat  you  to  fend  this 
Jjrefently  to  be  added  to  the  Milctllanies,  and  I  hope 
it  will  come  time  enough  for  that  purpofe. 

I  have  nothing  to  fay  of  my  Nephew  B — 's  obfer- 
vations,  for  he  fent  them  to  me  fo  late,  that  I  had  not 
time  to  confider  them  ;  I  dare  fay  he  endeavoured  very 
faithfully  (though,  he  told  me,  very  haflily)  to  exe- 
cute your  commands. 

All  I  can  add  is,  that  if  your  excefs  of  modefly 
ftiould  hinder  you  from  publifhing  this  Eflay,  1  {hall 
only  be  forry  that  I  have  no  more  credit  with  you, 
to  perfuade  you  to  oblige  the  public,  and  very  par- 
ticularly, dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    in. 

FROM    SIR   WILLIAM   TRUMBULL. 

March  6,   1713. 

T  THINK  a  hafty  fcribble  ihows  more  what  flows 
from  the  heart,  than  a  letter  after  Balzac's  man- 
ner *  in  fludied  phrafes  ;  therefore  I  will  tell  you  as 
fad  as  I  can,  that  I  have  received  your  favour  of  the 
26th  palt,  with  your  kind  prefent  of  the  Rape  of  the 

Lock. 

'*  I  wifli  our  Author  had  attended  to  this  obfervalion. 

Warton. 
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Lock.  You  have  given  me  the  trued  fatisfadlon  ima- 
ginable, not  only  in  making  good  the  jufl:  opinion  I 
have  ever  had  of  your  reach  of  thought,  and  my  Idea 
of  your  comprehenfive  genius ;  but  likewife  in  that 
pleafure  I  take  as  an  Engliihman  to  fee  the  French, 
even  Boileau  himfelf  in  his  Lutrin,  out -done  in  your 
poem  *  ;  for  you  defcend,  leviore  pleclro,  to  all  the 
nicer  touches,  that  your  own  obfervation  and  wit 
furnifti,  on  fuch  a  l'ubje£t  as  requires  the  fined  ftrokes 
and  the  livelieft  imagination.  But  I  muft  fay  no  more 
(though  I  could  a  great  deal)  on  what  pleafes  me  fo 
much ;  and  henceforth,  I  hope,  you  will  never  con- 
demn me  of  partiality,  fmce  I  only  fwim  with  the 
flream,  and  approve  of  what  all  men  of  good  taflc 
(notwithdanding  the  jarring  of  parties)  mud  and  do 
univerfally  applaud.  1  now  come  to  what  is  of  vad 
moment,  I  mean  the  prefervation  of  ypur  health,  and 
beg  of  you  earnedly  to  get  out  of  all  Tavern-company, 
and  fly  away  tanqimjn  ex  incendio  f.  What  a  mifery  is 
it  for  you  to  be  dedroyed  by  the  foolidi  kindnefs  ('tis 
all  one  whether  real  or  pretended)  of  thofe  who  are 
able  to  bear  the  poifon  of  bad  wine,  and  to  engage 
you  in  fo  unequal  a  combat  ?     As  to  Homer,  by  all 

1  can 

*  Nothing  can  be  more  juft  than  this  criticifm  on  the  Rape  of 
the  Lock. 

f  Every  thing  in  the  Letters  of  Sir  William  Trumbull  evince 
the  fcholar,  the  man  of  tafle,  and  the  gentleman,  mixed  with  lie 
cleareft  fenfe  of  propriety,  and  enforced  in  the  language  of  Benevo- 
lence. Pone,  having  been  perfuaded  by  Cromwell  and  Wydierlcy, 
that  he  was  a  young  man  of  luh  and  fpiril,  fo  early  began,  %iofl 
probably,  to  exhibit  this  loweft  proof  of  it ! 
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I  can  learn,  your  bufinefs  is  done :  therefore  come 
away  and  take  a  little  time  to  breathe  in  the  country. 
I  beg  now  for  my  own  fake,  and  much  more  for 
yours  ;  methinks  Mr.  —  has  faid  to  you  more  than 
once, 

Heu  fuge,  natedea,  tequehis,  ait,  eripe  flammis  ! 
I  am  Your,  etc. 


LETTER    IV. 

TO    SIR   WILLIAM   TRUMBULL. 

March  12,  1713. 

q^HoucH  any  thing  you  write  is  fure  to  be  a  plea- 
fure  to  me,  yet  I  muft  own  your  lafl:  letter  made 
me  uneafy  ;  you  really  ufe  a  ftyle  of  compliment, 
which  I  expedt  as  httle  as  I  deferve  it.  I  know  'tis  a 
common  opinion  that  a  young  fcribbler  is  as  ill  pleafed 
to  hear  truth  as  a  young  lady.  From  the  moment 
one  fets  up  for  an  author,  one  mufl  be  treated  as 
ceremonioufly,  that  is  as  unfaithfully, 

Asa  King's  favourite,  or  as  a  King. 

This  proceeding,  joined  to  that  natural  vanity  which 

firfl  makes  a  man  an  author,  is  certainly  enough  to 

render  him  a  coxcomb  for  life.     But  I  mufl  grant  it 

7  ^ 
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as  a  juft  judgment  upon  poets,  that  they  whofe  chief 
pretence  is  Wit,  fhould  be  treated  as  they  themfelves 
treat  Fools,  that  is,  be  cajoled  with  praifes.  And,  I 
believe.  Poets  are  the  only  poor  fellows  in  the  world 
whom  any  body  will  flatter. 

I  would  not  be  thought  to  fay  this,  as  if  the 
obliging  letter  you  fent  me  deferved  this  imputation, 
only  it  put  me  in  mind  of  it ;  and  I  fancy  one  may 
apply  to  one's  friend  what  Caefar  faid  of  his  wife ; 
'  It  was  not  fufficient  that  he  knew  her  to  be  chafle 
*  himfelf,  but  flie  fhould  not  be  fo  much  as  fuf- 
'  peded/ 

As  to  the  wonderful  difcoveries,  and  all  the  good 
news  you  are  pleafed  to  tell  me  of  myfelf,  I  treat  it, 
as  you  who  are  in  the  fecret,  treat  common  news,  as 
groundlefs  reports  of  things  at  a  diflance :  which  I, 
who  look  into  the  true  fprings  of  the  affair,  in  my 
own  breaft,  know  to  have  no  foundation  at  all.  For 
Fame,  though  it  be  (as  Milton  finely  calls  it)  the  lajl 
infirmity  of  noble  minds^  is  fcarce  fo  flrong  a  tempta- 
tion as  to  warrant  our  lofs  of  time  here  :  it  can  never 
make  us  lie  down  contentedly  on  a  death-bed  (as 
fome  of  the  Ancients  are  faid  to  have  done  with  that 
thought).  You,  Sir,  have  yourfelf  taught  me,  that 
an  eafy  fituation  at  that  hour  can  proceed  from  no 
ambition  lefs  noble  than  that  of  an  eternal  felicity, 
which  is  unattainable  by  the  flrongefl  endeavours  of 
the  wit,  but  may  be  gained  by  the  fmcere  intentions 

of 
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of.  the  heart  only.  As  in  the  next  world,  fo  in  this, 
the  only  folid  bleflings  are  owing  to  the  goodnefs  of 
the  mind,  not  the  extent  of  the  capacity :  friendfhip 
here  is  an  emanation  from  the  fame  fource  as  beatitude 
is  there :  the  fame  benevolence  and  grateful  difpofi- 
tion  that  qualifies  us  for  the  one,  if  extended  farther, 
makes  us  partakers  of  the  other.  The  utmoft  point 
of  my  defires  in  my  prefent  ftate  terminates  in  the 
fociety  and  good-will  of  worthy  men,  which  I  look 
upon  as  no  ill  earneft  and  foretafle  of  the  fociety  and 
alliance  of  happy  fouls  hereafter. 

The  continuance  of  your  favours  to  me  is  what 
not  only  makes  me  happy,  but  caufes  me  to  fet  fome 
value  upon  myfelf  as  a  part  of  your  care.  The  in- 
ffances  I  daily  meet  with  of  thefe  agreeable  awakenings 
of  friendfhip  are  of  too  pleafmg  a  nature  not  to  be 
acknowledged  whenever  I  think  of  you.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     V. 

April  JO,   1713. 

T  HAVE  been  almolt  every  day  employed  in  following 
your  advice,  and  amufmg  myfelf  in  painting,  in 
which  1  am  mod  particularly  obliged  to  Mr.  Jervas, 
who  gives  me  daily  inftrudions  and  examples.  As  to 
poetical  affairs,  I  am  content  at  prefent  to  be  a  bare 
8  looker 
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looker-on,  and  from  a  praditioner  turn  an  admirer, 
which  is  (as  the  world  goes)  not  .very  ufual.  Cato 
was  not  fo  much  *  the  wonder  of  Rome  in  his  days, 
as  he  is  of  Britain  in  ours  j  and  though  all  the  foolifh 
induftry  poflible  has  been  ufed  to  make  it  thought  a 
party-play,  yet  what  the  author  once  faid  of  another 
may  the  mod  properly  in  the  world  be  applied  to  him, 
on  this  occafion  : 

Envy  itfelf  is  dumb,  in  wonder  loft, 
And  Factions  ftrive,  who  {hall  applaud  him  moft. 

The  numerous  and  violent  claps  of  the  Whig-party 
on  the  one  fide  of  the  theatre,  were  echoed  back  by 

the 

*  Thefe  praifes  of  Addifon  fcem  to  be  very  fincere,  and  to  have 
come  from  the  heart,  before  any  coldnefs  and  difguft  had  taken 
place  betwixt  them.  Irritated  with  the  fuccefs  of  this  Tragedy, 
Dennis  wrote  a  fcvere  criticifm  on  its  plan  and  fable  ;  and,  as  Dr. 
Johnfon  fays,  "  found  and  (hewed  many  faults  :  he  found  them 
with  anger,  but  he  found  them  with  acutenefs,  fuch  as  ought  to 
refcue  his  criticifm  from  oblivion."  He  accordingly  thought  it 
worth  republiihing,  in  his  Life  of  Addifon.  "  Pope,"  fays  John- 
fon, '*  had  now  an  opportunity  of  courting  the  friend.liip  of 
Addifon,  by  vilifying  his  old  enemy,  and  could  give  refentment  its 
full  play,  without  appearing  to  revenge  himfelf."  He  therefore 
publilhed  a  *'  Narrative  of  the  Madnefs  of  John  Dennis  ;"  a  per- 
formance which  left  the  objections  to  the  play  in  their  full  force, 
and  therefore  difcovered  more  defire  of  vexing  the  critic  than  of 
defending  the  poet.  Addifon,  who  vs^as  no  llranger  to  the  world, 
probably  faw  the  felfifhnefs  of  Pope's  friendfhip  ;  and  refolving 
that  he  fliould  have  the  confequences  of  his  officioufnefs  to  himfelf, 
informed  Dennis,  by  Steele,  that  "  he  was  forry  for  the  infult,  and 
that,  whenever  he  fbould  think  fit  to  anfwer  his  remarks,  he  would 
do  it  in  a  manner  to  which  nothing  could  be  obje£l«d." 

The  Life  of  Dennis  is  given  in  the  fifth  volume  of  the  Biographia 
Britannica,  by  Dr.  Kippis,  with  much  candour  and  impartiality. 

Warton. 
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the  Tories  on  the  other ;  while  the  author  fweated 
behind  the  fcenes  with  concern  to  find  their  applaufe 
proceeding  more  from  the  hand  than  the  head.  This 
was  the  cafe  too  of  the  prologue  writer  *,  who  was 
clapped  into  a  ftanch  Whig,  at  almoft  every  two  lines. 
1  believe  you  have  heard,  that  after  all  the  applaufes 
of  the  oppofite  faftion,  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  fent 
for  Booth,  who  played  Cato,  into  the  Box,  between 
one  of  the  ads,  and  prefented  him  with  fifty  guineas  ; 
in  acknowledgment  (as  he  expreffed  it)  for  defending 
the  caufe  of  liberty  fo  well  againft;  a  Perpetual  Dida- 
tor  f.  The  Whigs  are  unwilling  to  be  diflanced  this 
way,  and  therefore  defign  a  prefent  to  the  fame  Cato 
very  fpeedily ;  in  the  mean  time  they  are  getting  ready 
as  good  a  fentence  as  the  former  on  their  fide :  fo 
betwixt  them,  'tis  probable  that  Cato  (as  Dr.  Garth 
expreiTed  it)  may  have  fomething  to  live  upon,  after 
he  dies.     1  am  Your,  etc. 

.♦  Himfdf.  Waston. 

f  Bolingbroke  evidently  glanced  at  the  power  of  the  Duke  of 

Marlborough.     Quin  exaftly  imitated,  but  did  not  equal  Booth 

in  playing  this  character.  Warton. 
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LETTER    VL 

FROM    SIR   WILLIAM   TRUMBULL. 

Eafthamftead,  Feb.  22,  1714-15. 

T  AM  fenfibly  obliged,  dear  Sir,  by  your  kind  pre- 
fent  of  the  Temple  of  Fame,  into  which  you  are 
already  entered,  and  I  dare  prophecy  for  once  (though 
I  am  not  much  given  to  it)  that  you  will  continue 
there,  with  thofe. 

Who  ever  new,  not  fubje£l  to  decays. 

Spread  and  grow  brighter  with  the  length  of  days. 

There  was  nothing  wanting  to  complete  your  obliging 
remembrance  of  me,  but  your  accompanying  it  with 
your  poem ;  your  long  abfence  being  much  the 
fevereft  part  of  the  winter.  I  am  truly  forry  that 
your  time,  which  you  can  employ  fo  much  better, 
fhould  be  fpent  in  the  drudgery  of  correding  the 
printers  ;  for  as  to  what  you  have  done  yourfelf,  there 
will  nothing  of  that  nature  be  neceffary.  I  wifh  you 
could  find  a  few  minutes  leifure  to  let  me  hear  from 
you  fometimes,  and  to  acquaint  me  how  your  Homer 
draws  on  towards  a  publication,  and  all  things  relating 
thereunto. 

I  intreat  you  to  return  my  humble  fervice  to  Mr. 
Jervas.  I  flill  flatter  myfelf  that  he  will  take  an  op- 
portunity, in  a  proper  feafon,  to  fee  us,  and  review 

his 
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his  piaure,  and  then  to  alter  fome  things  fo  as  to 
pleafe  himfelf ;  which  I  know  will  not  be,  till  every 
thing  in  it  is  perfect ;  no  more  than  I  can  be,  till  you 
believe  me  to  be  with  that  fmceriry  and  efteem,  that 
I  am,  and  will  ever  continue,  your  moft  faithful 
friend. 


LETTER     Vn. 

December  i6,  17 15. 
TT  was  one  of  the  Enigmas  of  Pythagoras,  "  When 
"  the  Winds  rife,  worlhip  the  Echo."  A  modern 
writer  explains  this  to  fignify,  "  When  popular  tu- 
"  mults  begin,  retire  to  folitudes,  or  fuch  places  where 
*'  Echos  are  commonly  found,  rocks,  woods,  etc.** 
I  am  rather  of  opinion  it  fliould  be  interpreted,  "  When 
"  rumours  increafe,  and  when  there  is  abundance  of 
*'  noife  and  clamour,  believe  the  fecond  report." 
This  I  think  agrees  more  exadly  with  the  echo,  and 
is  the  more  natural  application  of  the  fymbol.  How- 
ever it  be,  either  of  thefe  precepts  is  extremely  proper 
to  be  followed  at  this  feafon;  and  I  cannot  but  ap- 
plaud your  refolution  of  continuing  in  what  you  call 
your  cave  in  the  foreft,  this  winter  ;  and  preferring 
the  noife  of  breaking  ice  to  that  of  breaking  (latefmen, 
the  rage  of  ftorms  to  that  of  parties,  the  fury  and  ra- 
voL.  VII.  R  vajre 
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vage  of  floods  and  tempefts,  to  the  precipitancy  of 
fome,  and  the  ruin  of  others,  which,  I  fear,  will  be 
our  daily  profpeds  in  London. 

I  fincerely  wifh  myfelf  with  you,  to  contemplate 
the  wonders  of  God  in  the  firmament,  rather  than 
the  madnefs  of  man  on  the  earth.  But  I  never  had 
fo  much  caufe  as  now  to  complain  of  my  poetical  ftar, 
that  fixes  me,  at  this  tumultuous  time,  to  attend  the 
gingling  of  rhymes  and  the  meafuring  of  fyllables  : 
to  be  almofl  the  only  trifler  in  the  nation  ;  and  as 
ridiculous  as  the  poet  in  Petronius,  who,  while  all  the 
reft  in  the  Ihip  were  either  labouring  or  praying  for 
life,  was  fcratching  his  head  in  a  little  room,  to  write 
a  fine  description  of  the  tempeft. 

You  tell  me,  you  like  the  found  of  no  arms  but 
thofe  of  Achilles :  for  my  part  I  like  them  as  little  as 
any  other  arms.  I  lifted  myfelf  in  the  battles  of  Ho- 
mer, and  I  am  no  fooner  in  war,  but,  like  moft  other 
folks,  I  wifti  myfelf  out  again. 

I  heartily  join  with  you  in  wifliing  Quiet  to  our 
native  country :  Quiet  in  the  ftate,  which,  like  Cha- 
rity in  religion,  is  too  much  the  perfe£lion  and  hap- 
pinefs  of  either,  to  be  broken  or  violated,  on  any 
pretence  or  profpeft  whatfoever.  Fire  and  fword, 
and  fire  and  faggot,  are  equally  my  averfion.  I  can 
pray  for  oppofite  parties,  and  for  oppofite  religions, 
with  great  fincerity.  I  think  to  be  a  lover  of  one's 
country  is  a  glorious  elogy,  but  I  do  not  think  it  fo 
great  an  one  as  to  be  a  lover  of  mankind. 

I  fome- 
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I  fometlmes  celebrate  you  under  thefe  denominations, 
and  join  your  health  with  that  of  the  whole  world ; 
a  truly  catholic  health,  which  far  excels  the  poor  nar- 
row-fpirited,  ridiculous  healths  now  in  fafhion,  to  this 
church,  or  that  church.  Whatever  our  teachers  may 
fay,  they  muft  give  us  leave  at  leaft  to  wifti  generoully, 
Thefe,  dear  Sir,  are  my  general  difpofitions ;  but 
whenever  I  pray  or  wifli  for  particulars,  you  are  one 
of  the  firft  in  the  thoughts  and  afFedions  of 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    Vm. 
FROM   SIR   WILLIAM   TRUMBULL. 

January  19,  1715-K5. 
T  SHOULD  be  alhamed  of  my  long  idlenefs,  in  not 
acknowledging  your  kind  advice  about  Echo,  and 
your  moft  ingenious  explanation  of  it  relating  to  po- 
pular tumults,  which  I  own  to  be  very  ufeful ;  and 
yet  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  I  keep  myfelf  to  a 
fhorter  receipt  of  the  fame  Pythagoras,  which  is  Si- 
lence ;  and  this  I  fhall  obferve,  if  not  the  whole  time 
of  his  difcipline,  yet  at  lead  till  your  return  into  this 
country.  I  am  obliged  further  to  this  method,  by  the 
moft  fevere  weather  I  ever  felt ;  when,  though  I  keep 
as  near  by  the  fire- fide  as  may  be,  y&igdidus  concrcoit 
frigore  fangids  ;  and  often  I  apprehend  the  circulation 

R  2  of 
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of  the  blood  begins  to  be  flopped.  I  have  further  great 
lolfes  (to  a  poor  farmer)  of  my  poor  oxen — hitereunt 
pccttdes,  Jlant  c'lrcumfufa  pruinis  Corpora  magna  boum, 
etc. 

Pray  comfort  me  if  you  can,  by  telling  me  that 
your  fecond  volume  of  Homer  is  not  frozen  ;  for  it 
muft  be  exprcifed  very  poetically,  to  fay  now,  that  the 
prefles  fweat. 
\  I  cannot  forbear  to  add  a  piece  of  artifice  I  have 
been  guilty  of  on  occafion  of  my  being  obliged  to  con- 
gratulate the  birth-day  of  a  friend  of  mine  ;  when 
finding  I  had  no  materials  of  my  own,  I  very  frankly 
fent  him  your  imitation  of  Martial's  epigram  on  An- 
ionitis  Primus^.  This  has  been  applauded  fo  much, 
that  I  am  in  danger  of  commencing  Poet,  perhaps 
laureat,  (pray  defire  my  good  friend  Mr.  Rowe  to 
enter  a  caveat,)  provided  you  will  further  increafe  my 
flock  in  this  bank.  In  which  proceeding  I  have  laid 
the  foundation  of  my  eftate,  and  as  honeflly,  as  many 
others  have  begun  theirs.      But  now  being  a  little 

fearful, 

^  yam  numeral  placldo  fel'tx  J^ntonlus  avo,  etc. 
At  length  my  Friend  (while  Time  with  ftill  career 
Wafts  on  his  gentle  wing  his  eightieth  year)  ^ 

Sees  his  pad  days  fafe  out  of  Fortune's  pow'r, 
Nor  dreads  approaching  Fate's  uncertain  hour  ; 
Reviews  his  life,  and  in  the  drift  furvey 
Finds  not  one  moment  he  could  wifli  away, 
Pleas'd  with  the  feries  of  each  happy  day. 
Such,  fuch  a  man  extends  his  hfe's  fhort  fpace, 
And  from  the  goal  again  renews  the  race  : 
For  he  lives  twice,  who  can  at  once  employ 
The  prefent  well,  and  ev'n  the  paft  enjoy.  Pope 


\ 
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fearful,  as  young  beginners  often  are,  I  offer  to  you 
(for  I  have  concealed  the  true  author)  whether  you 
will  give  me  orders  to  declare  who  is  the  father  of  this 
fine  child  or  not  ?  Whatever  you  determine,  my  fin- 
gers, pen,  and  ink  are  fo  frozen,  that  I  cannot  thank 
you  more  at  large.  You  will  forgive  this  and  all 
other  faults  of,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    I.* 

TO   THE    HON.    J.  C.f    ESC^ 

June  i^tXyil. 

T  SEND  you  Dennis's  remarks  on  the  Eflay " ;  which 

equally  abound  in  juft  criticifms  and  fine  railleries. 

The  few  obfervations  in  my  hand  in  the  margins,  are 

what 

*  This  Letter  is  written  to  a  perfon  of  high  refpeftability  and 
confequence,  as  a  general  anfwer  to  the  objeftions  which  had  been 
made  to  Pope's  Eflay  on  Criticifm,  pubhflied  at  this  time.  Dennis, 
conceiving  himfelf  meant  by  /Ipp'ius,  and  there  is  little  doubt  but 
that  Pope  applied  the  charadlcr  to  him,  attacked  the  Eflay  in  very 
coarfe,  and,  in  fome  inftances,^'//^  criticifm.  Dennis  confidered  hitn- 
it\i pe rf anally  ofiended.  Pope  had  alfo  giren  great  off'ence  to  the 
Catholics,  by  his  liberality  towards  Erafmus,  and  other  pafl"age$. 
He  was  called  a  "  lukewarm  Catholic,"  by  the  bigots  of  his  igno- 
rant order. 

f  James  Craggs.  '  On  Criticifm, 

R4 
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what  a  moiTiing's  leifure  permitted  me  to  make,  purely 
for  your  perufal.  For  I  am  of  opinion  that  fuch  a 
critic,  as  you  will  find  him  by  the  latter  part  of  his 
Book,  is  but  one  way  to  be  properly  anfwered,  and 
that  way  I  would  not  take  after  what  he  informs 
me  in  his  preface,  that  he  is  at  this  time  perfecuted 
by  fortune.  This  I  knew  not  before ;  if  I  had,  his 
name  had  been  fpared  in  the  Eflay,  for  that  only  rea- 
fon.  I  can't  conceive  what  ground  he  has  for  fo  ex^ 
ceflive  a  refentment  *  ;  nor  imagine  how  thefe  ^  three 
lines  can  be  called  a  refledion  on  his  perfon,  which 
only  defcribe  him  fubjed  a  little  to  anger  on  fome  oc- 
cafions.  I  have  heard  of  combatants  fo  very  furious, 
as  to  fall  down  themfelves  with  that  very  blow  which 
they  defigned  to  lay  heavy  on  their  antagonift.  But 
if  Mr.  Dennis's  rage  proceeds  only  from  a  zeal  to  dif- 
courage  young  and  unexperienced  writers  from  fcrib- 
bling,  he  fhould  frighten  us  with  his  verfe,  not  profe : 
for  I  have  often  known,  that,  when  all  the  precepts 
in  the  world, would  not  reclaim  a  fmner,  fome  very 
fad  example  has  done  the  bufinefs.  Yet  to  give  this 
man  his  due,  he  has  objected  to  one  or  two  lines  with 

reafon. 


*  *.*  What  ground  he  has  for  fo  excefilve  a  refentment  /"  Certainly 
a  wife  man  would  not  be  angry  j  but  if  Pope  had  aflced  his  oivn 
heart,  what  would  it  have  avf<wered,  had  he  hiinfclf  been  thus 
dehneated  ?  How  very  feldom,  indeed,  is  that  molt  perfect  rule 
j-emembered,  "  Do  unto  others,  as  you  nvotLl  have  them  do  unto 
your 

^  But  Appius  reddens  at  each  word  you  fpeak,  * 

And  (tares  tremendous  with  a  threat'ning  eye, 
Like  fome  fierce  tyrant  in  old  tapeflry. 
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reafon,  and  I  will  alter  them  in  cafe  of  another  edi- 
tion ;  I  will  make  my  enemy  do  me  a  kindnefs  where 
he  meant  an  injury,  and  fo  ferve  inftead  of  a  friend. 
What  he  obferves  at  the  bottom  of  page  20  of  his 
reflexions,  was  objefted  to  by  yourfelf,  and  had  been 
mended  but  for  the  hafte  of  the  prefs  :  I  confefs  it  is 
what  the  Englifh  call  a  Bull,  in  the  expreflion,  though 
the  fenfe  be  manifefl  enough  :  Mr.  Dennis's  Bulls  are 
feldom  in  the  exprelTion,  they  are  generally  in  the 
fenfe. 

I  fhall  certainly  never  make  the  leaft  reply  to  him ; 
not  only  becaufe  you  advife  me,  but  becaufe  I  have 
ever  been  of  opinion,  that,  if  a  book  can't  anfwer  for 
itfelf  to  the  public,  'tis  to  no  fort  ofpurpofe  for  its  author 
to  do  it*".  If  I  am  wrong  in  any  fentiment  of  that 
Eflay,  I  protefi:  fmcerely,  I  don't  defire  all  the  world 
fliould  be  deceived  (which  would  be  of  very  ill  con- 
fequence)  merely  that  I  myfelf  may  be  thought  right 
(which  is  of  very  little  confequence).  I  would  be  the 
firft  to  recant,  for  the  benefit  of  others,  and  the  glory 
of  myfelf;  for  (as  I  take  it)  when  a  man  owns  him- 
felf  to  have  been  in  an  error,  he  does  but  tell  you  in 
other  words,  that  he  is  wifer  than  he  was.  But  I 
have  had  an  advantage  by  the  publifhing  that  book, 

which 

•  In  works  of  Poetry  and  Amufement,  and  generally  in  what- 
ever concerns  the  Compofttlon  of  a  book,  this  rule  is  a  very  good 
one.  In  controverted  Opinions  the  cafe  is  different.  The  advance- 
ment of  truth,  or  the  defence  of  an  Author's  lioncll  fame,  may 
fometimes  make  it  nccefiary,  or  expedient  for  him,  to  anfwer  the 
<pbje6lions  mralc  to  his  book.  Warburton. 
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which  otherwife  I  never  (hould  have  known ;  it  has 
been  the  occafion  of  making  me  friends  and  open 
abettors,  of  feveral  gentlemen  of  known  fenfe  and 
wit;  and  of  proving  to  me  what  I  have  till  now 
doubted,  that  my  writings  are  taken  fome  notice  of 
by  the  world,  or  I  fhould  never  be  attacked  thus  in 
particular.  I  have  read  that  'twas  a  cuflom  among 
the  Romans,  while  a  General  rode  in  triumph  to  have 
the  common  foldiers  in  the  llreets  that  railed  at  him 
and  reproached  him ;  to  put  him  in  mind,  that  though 
his  fervices  were  in  the  main  approved  and  rewarded, 
yet  he  had  faults  enough  to  keep  him  humble. 

You  will  fee  by  this,  that  whoever  fets  up  for  wit 
in  thefe  days  ought  to  have  the  conftancy  of  a  primi- 
tive Chriftian,  and  be  prepared  to  fuffer  martyrdom 
in  the  caufe  of  it.  But  fure  this  is  the  firfl  time  that 
a  Wit  was  attacked  for  his  Religion,  as,  you'll  find, 
I  am  mofl:  zealoufly  in  this  treatife  ;  and,  you  know. 
Sir,  what  alarms  I  have  had  from  the  oppofite  ^  fide 
on  this  account.  Have  I  not  reafon  to  cry  out  with 
the  poor  fellow  in  Virgil, 

Quid  jam  mifero  mihi  denique  reftat  ? 
Cui  neque  apud  Danaos  ufquam  locus,  et  fuper  ipfi 
Dardanida  infenfi  poenas  cum  fanguine  pofcunt ! 

'Tis  however  my  happinefs  that  you,  Sir,  are  im- 
partial, 

Jove  was  alike  to  Laiian  and  to  Phrygian, 
For  you  well  know,  that  Wit's  of  no  Religion. 

The 

f  Sec  the  enfuing  Letter.  Warburton. 
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The  manner  in  which  Mr.  D.  takes  to  pieces  feve- 
ral  particular  lines,  detached  from  their  natural  places, 
may  fhew  how  eafy  it  is  to  a  caviller  to  give  a  new 
fenfe,  or  a  new  nonfenfe  to  any  thing.  And  indeed 
his  conflrudions  are  not  more  wrefted  from  the  ge- 
nuine meaning,  than  theirs  who  objeded  to  the  hete- 
rodox parts,  as  they  call  them. 

Our  friend  the  Abbe  is  not  of  that  fort,  who  with 
the  utmoft  candour  and  freedom  has  modeftly  told 
me  what  others  thought,  and  Ihewn  himfelf  one  (as 
he  very  well  exprelTes  it)  rather  of  a  number  than  a 
party.  The  only  difference  between  us  in  relation  to 
the  Monks,  is,  that  he  thinks  moft  forts  of  learning 
flouriflied  among  them,  and  I  am  of  opinion,  that  only 
fome  fort  of  learning  was  barely  kept  alive  by  them  : 
he  believes  that  in  the  moft  natural  and  obvious  fenfe, 
that  line  (A  fecond  deluge  learning  over-run)  will 
be  underftood  of  learning  in  general ;  and  I  fancy 
'twill  be  underftood  only  (as  'tis  meant)  of  polite 
learning,  criticifm,  poetry,  &c.  which  is  the  only 
learning  concerned  in  the  fubjed  of  the  Effay.  It  is 
true,  that  the  monks  did  preferve  what  learning  there 
was,  about  Nicholas  the  fifth's  time  *  j  but  thofe  who 

fucceeded 

♦  Notwithftanding  the  praifcs  lavifhed  on  Leo  the  tenths  yet  was 
the  reftoration  of  pohte  hterature  in  the  Weft,  chiefly  owing  to 
Pope  Nicholas  the  ffth  ;  who  has  not  met  with  encomhims  equal 
to  his  merits.  It  was  he  who  firft  ranfacked  all  the  Byzantine 
Libraries,  and  the  Monafteries  of  Germany  and  Britnin,  for  Greek 
Manufcripts.  Hence,  in  the  fpace  of  ciglit  years,  he  filled  a 
library  with  more  than  five  thoufimd  volumes.     To  him  were  wc 

indebted 
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fucceeded  fell  into  the  depth  of  barbarifm,  or  at  lead 
{lood  at  a  (lay  while  others  arofe  from  thence,  info- 
much  that  even  Erafmus  and  Reuchlin  could  hardly 
laugh  them  out  of  it.  I  am  highly  obliged  to  the 
Abbe's  zeal  in  my  commendation,  and  goodnefs  in 
not  concealing  what  he  thinks  my  error.  And  his 
teftifying  fome  efteem  for  the  book  jufl  at  a  time  when 
his  brethren  raifed  a  clamour  againftjt,  is  an  inflancc 
of  great  generofity  ^nd  candour,  which  I  fhall  ever 


acknowledge. 


Your,  etc. 


LETTER     IL 

TO    THE    SAME. 

June  i8,  i/ii. 
T  N  your  lafl  you  informed  me  of  the  miftaken  zeal 
of  fome  people,  who  feem  to  make  it  no  lefs  their 
bufinefs  to  perfuade  men  they  are  erroneous,  than 
doclors  do  that  they  are  fick ;  only  that  they  may 
magnify  their  own  cure,  and  triumph  over  an  ima- 
ginary diftemper.    The  fimile  objected  to  in  my  Effay, 

(Thus 


indebted  for  the  firft  tranflations  of  Xenophon,  Polybius,  I'hucy- 
dides,  Herodotus,  and  Homer  ;  and  alfo  of  the  beft  parts  of  Plato 
and  Ariftotle.  See  Tiraiofchi,  torn.  vi.  p.  109;  and  in  Hody'* 
entertaining  account  De  Crxcis  JlluJIribuSi  read  pages  55  and  105. 

Warton. 
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(Thus  wit,  like  faith,  by  each  man  is  apply'd 
To  one  fmall  feft,  and  all  are  damn'd  befide.) 

plainly  concludes  at  this  fecond  line,  where  (lands  a 
full  flop  :  and  what  follows,  {Meanly  theyfcek,  etc.) 
fpeaks  only  of  wit,  (which  is  meant  by  that  blefling, 
and  that  fun,)  for  how  can  the  fun  of  faith  be  faid  to 
fublime  the  fouthern  wits,  and  to  ripen  the  genius's 
of  northern  climates  ?  I  fear,  thefe  gentlemen  under- 
ftand  grammar  as  little  as  they  do  criticifm  ;  and, 
perhaps,  out  of  good-nature  to  the  monks,  are  will- 
ing to  take  from  them  the  cenfure  of  ignorance,  and 
to  have  it  to  themfelves.  The  word  tbcy  refers  (as, 
I  am  fure,  I  meant,  and  as  I  thought  every  one  muft 
have  known)  to  thofe  Critics  there  fpoken  of, 
who  are  partial  to  fome  particular  fet  of  writers, 
to  the  prejudice  of  all  others.  And  the  very  limile 
itfelf,  if  twice  read,  may  convince  them,  that  the 
cenfure  here  of  damning,  lies  not  .on  our  church 
at  ail,  unlefs  they  call  our  church  one  fjnall  Jed.  : 
and  the  cautious  words  {by  each  man)  manifeftly 
fhow  it  a  general  refleftion  on  all  fuch  (whoever 
they  are)  who  entertain  thofe  narrow  and  limited 
notions  of  the  mercy  of  the  Almighty;  which  the 
reformed  minifters  and  preibyterians  are  as  guilty  of  as 
any  people  living. 

Yet  after  all,  I  promife  you.  Sir,  if  the  alteration 
of  a   word   or  two  will   gratify  any  man  of  found 
faith,    though  weak   undcrflanding,    I  will    (though 
it  were  from  no  other  principle  than  that  of  com- 
mon 
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mon  good-nature)  comply  with  it.  And  if  you 
pleafe  but  to  particularize  the  fpot  where  thdr  ob- 
jeftion  lies,  (for  it  is  in  a  very  narrow  compafs,) 
that  ftumbling-block,  though  it  be  but  a  little  peb- 
ble, fhall  be  removed  out  of  their  way.  If  the  heat 
of  thefe  good  difputants  (who,  I  am  afraid,  being 
bred  up  to  wrangle  in  the  fchools,  cannot  get  rid 
of  the  humour  all  their  lives)  fhould  proceed  fo 
far  as  to  perfonal  refled\ions  upon  me,  I  afTure  you, 
notwithftanding,  1  will  do  or  fay  nothing,  however 
provoked,  (for  fome  people  can  no  more  provoke 
than  oblige,)  that  is  unbecoming  the  true  charader 
of  a  Catholic.  I  will  fet  before  me  the  example 
of   that  great   man,    and   great   faint,    Erafmus  * ; 

who 

*  Jortin  fpeaks  on  this  fubjeft  with  his  ufual  candour  and  inge- 
nuity.    See  alfo  Eflay  on  Criticifm. 

"  Le  Clerc  often  cenfures  Erafmus  for  his  lukewarmnefs,  timi- 
dity, and  unfairnefs,  in  the  matter  of  the  Reformation  ;  and  I, 
as  a  tranflator,  have  adopted  thefe  cenfures,  only  foftening  them 
a  little  here  and  there:  for  I  am,  in  the  main,  of  the  fame  opi- 
nion with  Le  Clerc  as  to  this  point.  As  Proteftants,  v/e  arc 
certainly  much  obliged  to  Erafmus ;  yet  we  are  more  obliged 
to  the  authors  of  the  Reformation,  to  Luther,  Melancll)on, 
Zuinglius,  CEcolampadlus,  Cranmer,  Bucer,  See.  But  here  1 
would  obferve,  once  for  all,  that  many  arguments  may  be  plau- 
fibly  urged  on  the  other  fide,  either  to  excufc,  or  at  leaft  to  ex- 
tenuate very  much  that  conduft  of  Erafmus  which  offended 
the  Proteftant  party.  Erafmus,  as  you  may  fee  in  this  account 
of  his  life,  was  not  entirely  free  from  prejudices  of  education, 
and  had  fome  indillindl  and  confufcd  notions  about  the  authority 
of  the  Church  Catholic.  He  talks  much  of  fubmitting  his  own 
opinions  and  his  own  judgment  to  her  by  an  aft  of  imphcit 
faith  and  unhmited  obedience.  He  thought  it  not  lawful  to 
depart  from  the  Church  of   Rome,  corrupted  as  fhe  was.      He 

was 
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who  in  the  midfl  of  calumny  proceeded  with  all  the 
calmnefs  of  innocence  %  and  the  unrevenging  fpirit 
of  primitive  Chriftianity.  However,  I  would  advife 
them  to  fuffer  the  mention  of  him  to  pafs  unre- 
garded,  left  I  fliould  be  forced  to  do  that  for  his 

reputation 


was  afterwards  fhocked  alfo  at  the  violent  quarrels,  v/hich  arofe 
about  the  Lord's  Supper  amongft  the  Reformers,  the  Zuinglians, 
and  the  Lutherans  ;  for  in  thofe  days,  Zuinglius  and  his  ad- 
herents were  the  only  men  who  talked  rcafonably  upon  that 
fubjedl.  He  was  no  lefs  (hocked  at  the  peftilent  tumults  and 
rebellions  of  the  Ruflics,  the  Fanatics,  and  Anabaptifts.  1 
cannot  believe,  that  the  fear  of  lofing  his  penfions,  and  of  coming 
to  want,  made  him  fay  and  do  things  which  he  thought  to  be 
unlawful :  but  it  may  be  fairly  fuppofed,  that  he  was  afraid 
of  difobliging  feveral  of  his  oldeft  and  beft  friends,  who  were 
againll  the  Lutheran  reforniation  ;  of  offending,  not  only  Henry 
V^in.  and  Charles  V.  and  the  Popes,  and  George  of  Saxony, 
and  Wolfey,  &:c.  but  even  his  Patrons  Warham,  Montjoy, 
More,  Tonllal,  Fiflier,  Campegius,  Bembus,  Sadolet,  and  many 
others  whom  he  loved  entirely,  and  to  fome  of  whom  he  was 
much  obliged.  Thefe  things  might  influence  his  judgment, 
though  he  himfclf  was  not  at  all  aware  of  it.  There  is  no  ne- 
ceflity  to  fuppofe,  that  he  a£ted  againll  his  confcience  in  adhering 
to  the  Church  of  Rome.  No  :  he  perfuaded  himfclf  that  he  did 
as  much  as  piety  and  prudence  required  from  him,  in  freely  cen- 
furing  her  defers."  Wartok. 

*  1  doubt  this  is  not  flridlly  true.  See  his  anfwers  to  Lee, 
archbilliop  of  York.  Though  it  mufl  be  owned  this  miferable 
prelate  had  provoked  the  incomparable  man,  by  the  moll  infamous 
fcurrilities  and  abufe.  Warburton. 

Dr.  Warburton,  metbinks,  could  not,  with  propriety,  objeft 
to  Erafmus,  that  he  had  anfwered .  an  opponent  with  warmth, 
and  even  vehemence  of  fpirit.  The  liberal  fentiuients  of  Eraf- 
mus are  in  no  parts  of  his  works  more  flriking,  than  in  the  Dedi- 
cation prefi.Kcd  to  St.  Hilary,  and  liis  fine  Preface  to  the  Enchi- 
ridion Militis  ChriRiani.  Warton. 
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reputation  which  I  would  never  do  for  my  own  j 
1  mean,  to  vindicate  fo  great  a  light  of  our  church 
from  the  malice  of  part  times,  and  the  ignorance 
of  the  prefent,  in  a  language  which  may  extend 
farther  than  that  in  which  the  trifle  about  criticifm 
is  written.  I  wifla  thefe  gentlemen  would  be  con- 
tented with  finding  fault  with  me  only,  who  will 
fubmit  to  them  right  or  wrong,  as  far  as  I  only  am 
concerned ;  I  have  a  greater  regard  to  the  quiet 
of  mankind  than  to  diflurb  it  for  things  of  fo  little 
confequence  as  my  credit  and  my  fenfe.  A  little 
humility  can  do  a  poet  no  hurt,  and  a  little  charity 
would  do  a  prieft  none  :  for,  as  St.  Auftin  finely  fays, 
IJbi  charitas  *,  ibi  humilitas  ;  ubi  humilitas,  ibi  pax. 

Your,  etc. 


*  Dr.  Warton  fays,  **  It  were  to  be  wifhed  that  all  the  fenti- 
inents  of  St.  Aullin  had  been  equally  candid  and  judicious."  It 
•were  to  be  wifhed,  that  every  perfon,  of  every  perfuafion,  wowld 
bear  fuch  a  fentiment  upperraoft  in  h,h  heart. 
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LETTER     III. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

July  19,  171 1. 
rt^rtE  concern  which  you  more  than  feem  to  be 
affeded  with  for  my  reputation,  by  the  feveral 
accounts  you  have  fo  obligingly  given  of  what  re- 
ports and  cenfures  the  holy  Vandals  *  have  thought 
fit  to  pafs  upon  me,  makes  me  defuous  of  telling 
fo  good  a  friend  my  whole  thoughts  of  this  matter  f 
and  of  fetting  before  yoU,  in  a  clear  light,  the  true 
flate  of  it. 

I  have  ever  believed  the  bell  piece  of  fervice 
ohe  could  do  to  our  religion,  was  openly  to  ex- 
prefs  our  deteflation  and  fcorn  of  all  thofe  mean  ar- 
tifices and  pia  fraiides  f,  which  it  ftands  fo  little  in 

need 

*  Alluding  to  tlie  anger  exprefied  by  the  ignorant  bigots  of  big 
teligion,  againft  the  molt  able  parts  of  his  ElTay.  He  fays  in  the 
Poem, 

"  And  drove  the  holy  Vandals  off  the  ftagc  !" 

f  III  a  letter  written  January  8,  1782,  to  the  Prcfident 
Henault,  Voltaire  thus  attempts  to  defend  the  freedom  of  his 
ophiions  :  *'  Je  ne  crois  pas  qu'il  me  foit  echappc  un  feul  trait  contt-e 
k  ReHgion  :  les  fureurs  du  Calvanifme,  les  querelles  du  Janfenifme, 
Ics  illufions  myftiques  du  Qt^iietifme,  ne  font  pas  la  religion. 
J'ai  cru  que  c'ctait  rendre  fervice  a  I'efprit  humain  de  rendre  le 
fanatifme  execrable,  &  les  difputcs  thcologiques  ridicules."  If 
he  had  confined  his  wit  to  thefe  topics,  he  would  not  have  fallen 
under  the  juft.  and  fcvere  cenfure  that  has  been  paffcd  on  many  of 
his  works  ;  in  which  he  forgot  his  own  ftriking  maxim : 

"  Si  Dieu  n'esiflait  pas,  il  faudrait  I'mventer."      Wartom. 
VOL.  VII.  S 
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need  of,  and  which  have  laid  it  under  fo  great  a 
fcandal  among  its  enemies. 

Nothing  has  been  fo  much  a  fcarecrow  *  to 
them,  as  that  too  peremptory  and  uncharitable 
affertion  of  an  utter  impoffibility  of  falvation  to  all 
but  ourfelves :  invincible  ignorance  excepted,  which 
indeed  fome  people  define  under  fo  great  limitations, 
and  with  fuch  exclufions,  that  it  feems  as  if  that 
word  were  rather  invented  as  a  falvo,  or  expedient, 
not  to  be  thought  too  bold  with  the  thunder-bolts 
of  God,  (which  are  hurled  about  fo  freely  on  almoft 
all  mankind  by  the  hands  of  ecclefiaftics,)  than  as  a 
real  exception  to  almoft  univerfal  damnation.  For 
befides  the  fmall  number  of  the  truly  faithful  in  our 
Church,  we  muft  again  fubdivide ;  the  Janfenift  is 
damned  by  the  Jefuit,  the  Jefuit  by  the  Janfenift, 
the  Scotift  by  the  ITiomift,  and  fo  forth  f. 

There  may  be  errors,  I  grant,  but  I  can't  think 
them  of  fnch  confequence  as  to  deftroy  utterly 
the  charity  of  mankind  ;  the  very  greateft  bond  in 
which  we   are   engaged    by   God   to   one   another ; 

therefore, 

*  This  is  a  fentimcnt  full  of  liberality  and  univerfal  benevo- 
icficc ;  and  direftly  oppofite  to  zfumlamentalj  vnchnjlian,  narrotv 
tenet  of  the  Church  of  Rome.  A  zealot,  we  fee,  had  fufped^ed 
our  Author's  orthodoxy  ;  he  repels  this  attack  with  energy, 
ability,  and  truth.  The  whole  Letter  does  honour  to  the  libe- 
rality, honefty,  and  candour,  of  his  fentiments ;  and  dcfcrvca  the 
moft  attentive  pcrufal.  War  ton. 

\  This  idea  is  moft  excellently  touched  by  Swift,  where  he 
dcfcribe$,  at  the  lall  day,  iIk  I'tgats  of  every  fc6t  coming  "  to  fee 
each  other  damned  !'^ 
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therefore^  I  own  to  you,  I  was  glad  of  any  oppor- 
tunity to  exprefs  my  diflike  of  fo  fhocking  a  fentL 
ment  as  thofe  of  the  religion  I  profefs  are  com- 
monly charged  with  ;  and  I  hoped  a  flight  infmua- 
tion,  introduced  fo  eafily  by  a  cafual  fimilitude 
only>  could  never  have  given  offence ;  but  on  the 
contrary  muft  needs  have  done  good  ;  in  a  nation 
and  time,  wherein  we  are  the  fmaller  party,  and 
confequently  mofl  mifreprefented,  and  moft  in  need 
of  vindication. 

For  the  fame  reafon,  1  took  occafion  to  mention 
the  fuperftition  of  fome  ages  after  the  fubverfion 
of  the  Roman  Empire,  which  is  too  manifeft  a 
truth  to  be  denied,  and  does  in  no  fort  refleft  upon 
the  prefent  profefTofs  of  our  faith,  who  are  free 
from  it.  Our  filence  in  thefe  points  may,  with 
fome  reafon,  make  our  adverfaries  think  we  allow 
and  pcrfifl  in  thofe  bigotries ;  which  yet  in  reality 
all  good  and  fenfible  men  defpife,  though  they 
are  perfuaded  not  to  fpeak  againft  them,  I  can't  tell 
why,  fmce  now  *tis  no  way  the  intereft  even  of  the 
worfl  of  our  prieflhood  (as  it  might  have  been  then) 
to  have  them  fmothered  in  filence:  for,  as  the 
oppofite  feels  are  now  prevailing,  'lis  too  late  to 
hinder  our  church  from  being  flandered  ;  'tis  our 
bufmefs  now  to  vindicate  ourfelves  from  being 
thought  abettors  of  what  they  charge  us  with. 
This  can't  fo  well  be  brought  about  with  ferious 
faces ;  we  mufl:  laugh  with  them  at  what  deferves 

s  2  it. 
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it,  or   be  content  to  be    laughed  at,   with  fuch  ai 
deferveit.  . 

As  to  particulars  :  you  cannot  but  have  obferved, 
that  at  firil  the  whole  objedion  againft  the  fimile 
of  Wit  and  Faith  lay  to  the  word  They :  when 
that  was  beyond  contradidion  removed  (the  very, 
grammar  ferving  to  confute  them)  then  the  ob- 
jedion  was  againft  the  fimile  itfelf ;  or  if  that  fimile 
will  not  be  objeded  to,  (fcnfe  and  common  reafon 
being  indeed  a  little  ftubborn,  and  not  apt  to  give 
way  to  every  body,)  next  the  mention  of  Superflition 
muft  become  a  crime  ;  as  if  Religion  and  Ihe  were 
fiftcrs,  or  that  it  were  a  Scandal  upon  the  family 
of  Chrift,  to  fay  a  word  againft  the  devil's  baftard. 
Afterwards,  more  mifchicf  is  difcovered  in  a  place 
that  feemed  innocent  at  firft,  the  two  lines  about 
Scbifjnatics.  An  ordinary  man  would  imagine  the 
author  plainly  declared  againft  thofe  fcliifmatics, 
for  quitting  the  true  faith  out  of  a  contempt  of  the 
underftandinsT  of  fomc  few  of  its  believers  :  but 
thefe  believers  are  called  dull,  and  becaufe  I  fay- 
that  thofe  fchifmatics  think  fome  believers  dull, 
therefore  thefe  charitable  interpreters  of  my  mean- 
ing will  have  it,  that  I  think  all  believers  dull.  '  1 
was  lately  telling  Mr.  *  *  thefe  objedions :  who 
aflured  me  I  had  faid  nothing  which  a  Catholic  need 
to  difown  J  and  I  have  caufe  to  know  that  gentle- 
man's fault  fif  he  has  any)  is  not  want  of  zeal : 
he  put  a  nodon  into  my  head,    which,   I  confefs, 

I  can'^t 
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t  can't  but  acqulefce  in ;  that  when  a  fet  of  people 
are  piqued  at  any  truth  which  they  think  to  their 
own  difodvantage,  their  method  of  revenge  on  the 
truth-fpeaker  is  to  attack  his  reputation  a  by-way, 
and  not  openly  to  objedb  to  the  place  they  are  really 
galled  by :  what  thefe  therefore  (in  his  opinion) 
are  in  earneft  angry  at,  is,  that  Erafmus,  whom 
their  tribe  opprefTed  and  perfecuted,  fhould  be  vin- 
dicated after  an  age  of  obloquy  by  one  of  their  own 
people,  willing  to  utter  an  honefl  truth  in  behalf 
of  the  dead ;  whom  no  man  fure  will  flatter,  and 
to  whom  few  will  do  juftice.  ,  Others,  you  know, 
were  as  angry  that  I  mentioned  Mn  Walfh*  with 
honoujr ;  who  as  he  never  refufed  to  any  one  of 
merit  of  any  party  the  praife  due  to  him,  fo  honeftly 
^eferved  it  from  all  others,  though  of  ever  fo  differ- 
ent interefts  or  fentimcnts.  May  I  be  ever  guilty 
of  this  fort  of  liberty,  and  latitude  of  principle  ; 
which  gives  us  the  hardinefs  of  fpcaking  well  of  thofe 
whom  envy  opprefles  even  after  death.  As  I  would 
always  fpeak  well  of  my  living  friends  when  they 
are  abfent,  nay  becaufe  they  are  abfent,  fo  would  I 

much 


*  Walfh,  fpoken  of  with  houtft  warmth  at  tlie  conclufion  of 
the  Effay  on  Criticifm.  I  miift  be  infenfible  to  every  thing 
amiiibk',  fcnfible,  liberal,  and  religious,  if  I  did  not  join  Dr.  War- 
ton  in  his  praifes  of  this  moll  excellent  Letter.  When  Pope 
writes  as  a  n^an  of  fenfe,  no  one  writes  better;  he  is  chiefly  ridi- 
culous when  he  attempts  to  write  elegantly  aud  eafiiy  to  th« 
I^adies. 
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much  more  of  the  dead,  in  that  eternal  abfence  j  and 
the  rather  becaufe  I  expect  no  thanks  for  it. 

Thus,  Sir,  yoij  fee  I  do  in  my  confcience  perfiil  in 
what  I  have  written ;  yet  in  my  friendfliip  I  will  re- 
cant and  alter  whatever  you  pleafe,  in  cafe  of  a  fecond 
edition  (which  I  think  the  book  will  not  fo  foon  arrive 
at,  for  Tonfon*s  printer  told  me  he  drew  off  a  thou- 
fand  copies  in  his  firft  impreflion,  and,  I  fancy,  a 
J;reatife  of  thi?  nature,  which  not  one  gentleman  *  in 
threefcore  even  of  a  liberal  education  can  underftand, 
can  hardly  exceed  the  vent  of  that  number.)  You 
Ihall  find  me  a  true  Trojan  in  my  faith  and  friendfhip, 
in  both  which  I  will  perfevere  to  the  end. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    }y. 

TO   MY  LORD   LANSDOW^f. 

Binfield,  January  lo,  1712. 
T  THANK  you  for  having  given  my  poem  of  Wind- 
for  Forefl  its  greateft  ornament,  that  of  bearing 
your  name  in  the  front  of  it.  'Tis  one  thing  when  a 
perfon  of  true  merit  permits  us  to  have  the  honour  of 
drawing  him  as  like  as  we  can ;  and  another,  when  we 

make 

*  The  gentlemen,  and  the  education  of  that  time,  as  Dr.  John- 
fonjuftly  obferves,  feem  to  have  been  (and  certainly  were)  of  a 
lower  charafter  than  they  are  of  this.  Warton. 
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make  a  fine  thing  at  random,  and  perfuade  the  next  vain 
creature  we  can  find  that  'tis  his  own  likenefs  ;  which 
is  the  cafe  every  day  of  my  fellow  fcribblers.     Yet 
my  Lord,  this  honour  has  given  me  no  more  pride 
than  your  honours  have  given  you ;  but  it  affords  me 
a  great  deal  of  pleafure,  which  is  much  better  than  a 
great  deal  of  pride  j  and  it  indeed  would  give  me 
fome  pain,  if  I  was  not  fure  of  one  advantage  ;  that 
whereas  others  are  ofi'ended  if  they  have  not  more  than, 
j  uflice  done  them,  you  would  be  difpleafed  if  you  had 
fo  much;  therefore  I  may  fafely  do  you   as  much 
injury  in  my  word,  as  you  do  yourfelf  in  your  own 
thoughts.     I  am  fo  vain  as  to  think  I  have  fhewn  you 
a  favour,  in  fparing  your  modefty,  and  you  cannot 
but  make  me  fome  return  for  prejudicing  the  truth  to 
gratify  you.     This  I  beg  may  be  the  free  corredion  of 
thefe  verfes,  which  will  have  few  beauties,  but  what 
may  be  made  by  your  blots.     I  am  in  the  circum- 
fiance  of  an  ordinary  painter  drawing  Sir  Godfrey 
Kneller,  who  by  a  few  touches  of  his  own  could  make 
the  piece  very  valuable.     I  mi^ht  then  hope,    that 
many  years  hence  the  world  might  read,  in  conjunc- 
tion with  your  name,  that  of 

Your  Lordfhip*s,  etc. 


I   SHALL  fay  nothing  of  this  precious  cotnplim<ntary  epiftlf, 
which  appears  as  laboured  as  it  is  contemptible. 


S4 


264  LETTERS    TO    AND 

LETTER    V. 

FROM    THE    HON.  J.  C* 

May  2;^,  1 712. 

T  AM  veiy  glad,  for  the  fake  of  the  widow,  and  for 
the  credit  of  the  deceafed,  that  Betterton's  ^  re- 
mains are  fallen  into  fuch  hands  as  may  render  them 
reputable  to  the  one,   and   beneficial   to  the  other. 
Befides  the  public  acquaintance  I  long  had  with  that 
poor  man,  I  alfo  had  a  flender  knowledge  of  his  parts 
and  capacity  by  private  converfation,  and  ever  thought 
it  pity  he  was  necelTitated  by  the  flraitnefs  of  his  for- 
tune, to  aft  (and  efpecially  to  his  lateft  hours)  an 
imaginary  and  fi£litious  part,  who  was  capable  of  ex- 
hibiting a  real  one,  with  credit- to  himfelf,  and  advan- 
tage to  his  neighbour. 

1  hope  your  health  permitted  you  to  execute  your 
defign  of  giving  us  an  imitation  of  Pollio  ;  I  am  fatis- 
fied  it  will  be  doubly  divine,  and  I  lliall  long  to  fee  it. 
I  ever  thought  church-mufic  the  mofl  ravifhing  of  all 
harmonious  compofitions,  and  mud  alfo  believe  facred 
fubjefts,  well  handled,  the  moft  in^iring  of  all  poetry. 

But  where  hangs  the  Lock  now  ?  (though  I  know, 
that  rather  than  draw  any  jufl  reflection  upon  yourfelf 

of 

»  Craggs. 

*  A  Tranflation  of  fome  part  of  Chaucer's  Canterbury  Tales, 
the  Prologaes,  etc.  printed  in  a  Mifcellany  with  fome  works  of 
Mr.  Pope,  in  2,  Vol.  la",  by  5.  Xiutot.  Pope. 
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of  the  lead  fliadow  of  ill-nature,  you  would  freely 
have  fuppreffed  one  of  the  bed  of  poems.)  I  hear  no 
more  of  it — will  it  come  out  in  Lintot's  Mifcellany  or 
not  ?  I  wrote  to  Lord  Petre  upon  the  fubjed  of  the 
Lock,  fome  time  fmce,  but  have  as  yet  had  no  an- 
fwer,  nor  indeed  do  I  know  when  he'll  be  in  London* 
I  have,  fmce  I  faw  you,  correfponded  with  Mrs.  W. 
I  hope  fhe  is  now  with  her  Aunt,  and  that  her  jour- 
ney thither  was  fomething  facilitated  by  my  writing 
to  that  Lady  *  as  preffingly  as  poflible,  not  to  let  any 
thing  whatever  obftruft  it.  I  fent  her  obliging  anfwer 
to  the  party  it  mod  concerned ;  and  when  I  hear 
Mrs.  W.  is  certainly  there,  I  will  write  again  to 
my  Lady,  to  urge  as  much  as  poflible  the  effecting 
the  only  thing  that  in  my  opinion  can  make  her 
niece  eafy.  1  have  run  out  my  extent  of  paper, 
and  am 

Your,  etc. 

*  The  Lady  here  alludecj  to,  was  the  *'  unfortunate  Lady," 
over  whofe  flory  fo  much  myftcry  has  hung;  for  Pope  hinifclf 
rcfufed  to  anfwer  the  queftioii,  which  was  put  to  him  twice  by  hi» 
friend  Car)'l,  refpcfting  her  name.  She  was  related  to  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham  ;  and  pofljbly  Craggs  means  the  Duchefs,  by 
•*  my  Lady." 
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LETTER  VL 

THE  ANSWER. 

May  2R,  1712. 

T  T  is  not  only  the  difpofition  I  always  have  of  con- 
verfing  with  you,  that  makes  me  fo  fpeedily  an. 
fwer  your  obliging  letter,  but  the  apprehenfion  left 
your  charitable  intent  of  writing  to  my  Lady  A.  on 
Mrs.  W — 's  affair  fhould  be  fruft rated,  by  the  fhort 
flay  fhe  makes  there.  She  went  thither  on  the  25th 
with  that  mixture  of  expeftation  and  anxiety,  with 
which  people  ufually  go  into  unknown  or  half-difco- 
vered  countries,  utterly  ignorant  of  the  difpofition  of 
the  inhabitants,  and  the  treatment  they  are  to  meet 
with.  The  unfortunate  of  all  people  are  the  moft 
unfit  to  be  left  alone ;  yet,  we  fee,  the  world  gene- 
rally takes  care  they  fhall  be  fo  ;  whereas,  if  we  took 
a  confiderate  profpecb  of  the  world,  the  bufinefs  and 
ftudy  of  the  happy  and  eafy  fhould  be  to  divert  and 
humour,  as  well  as  comfort  and  pity,  the  diftreffed  *. 
I  cannot  therefore  excufe  fome  near  Allies  of  mine 
for  their  condu6l  of  late  towards  this  Lady,  which  has 
given  me  a  great  deal  of  anger  as  well  as  forrow  :  all 
I  (hall  fay  to  you  of  them  at  prefent  is,  that  they  have 

not 

•  How  much  more  pleafing  is  Pope,  when  he  writes  ferJoufly  ! 
The  cxprefTion  "  this  unhappy  Lady,"  and  other  circumftances* 
feem  to  put  it  out  of  doubt  who  was  intended.  Mrs,  \V — 
means  Winfbury-.  7 
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not  been  my  Relations  thefe  two  months.  The  con- 
fent  of  opinions  in  our  minds,  is  certainly  a  nearer  tie 
than  can  be  contrafted  by  all  the  blood  in  our  bodies; 
and  I  am  proud  of  finding  I  have  fomething  congenial 
with  you.  Will  you  permit  me  to  confefs  to  you 
that  all  the  favours  and  kind  offices  you  have  fhewn 
towards  me,  have  not  fo  flrongly  cemented  me  yours, 
as  the  difcovcry  of  that  generous  and  manly  compaf- 
fion  you  manifelled  in  the  cafe  of  this  unhappy  Lady  ? 
I  am  ahaid  to  infinuate  to  you  how  much  I  efteem 
you :  Flatterers  have  taken  up  the  ftyle  which  was 
once  peculiar  to  friends,  and  an  honed  man  has  now 
no  way  left  to  exprefs  himfelf  befides  the  common 
one  of  knaves :  fo  that  true  friends  now-a-days  differ 
in  their  addrefs  from  flatterers,  much  as  right  maftiffs 
do  from  fpaniels,  and  fhew  themfelves  by  a  dumb 
furly  fort  of  fidelity,  rather  than  by  a  complaifant  and 

open  kindnefs. Will  you  never  leave  commending 

my  poetry  ?  In  fair  truth.  Sir,  I  like  it  but  too  well 
myfelf  already  :  expofe  me  no  more,  I  beg  you,  to 
the  great  danger  of  Vanity,  (the  rock  of  all  men,  but 
mofl:  of  young  men,)  and  be  kindly  content  for  the 
future,  when  you  would  pleafe  me  thoroughly,  to  fay 
only  you  like  what  I  write. 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    VII. 

December  5,  1712. 
xrou  have  at  length  compiled  with  the  requeft  I 
have  often  made  you,  for  you  have  fhewn  me, 
I  mud  confefs,  feveral  of  my  faults  In  the  fight  of 
thofe  letters.     Upon  a  review  of  them,  I  find  many 
things  that  would  give  me  fhame,  if  I  were  not  more 
defirous  to  be  thought  honefl  than  prudent ;  fo  many 
things  freely  thrown  out,  fuch  lengths  of  unreferved 
friendfhip,  thoughts  juft  warm  from  the  brain,  with- 
out any  polifhing  or  drefs,  the  very  diiliabille  of  the 
underftanding.     You  have  proved  yourfelf  more  ten- 
der of  another's  embrvos   than  the  fondeil  mothers 
are  of  their  own,  for  you  have  preferved  every  thing 
that  1  mifcarried  of.     Since  I  know  this,  I  fliall  in  one 
refpecb  be  more  afraid  of  writing  to  you  than  ever,  at 
this  carelefs  rate,  becaufe  I  fee  my  evil  works  may 
again  rife  in  judgment  againft  me ;  yet  in  another 
refped  I  fliall  be  lefs  afraid,  fince  tliis  has  given  me 
fuch  a  proof  of  the  extreme  indulgence  you  afford  to 
my  flighteH:  thoughts.     The  revifal  of  thefe  letters  has 
been  a  kind  of  examination  of  confcience  to  me  ;  fo 
fairly  and  faithfully  have  I  fet  down  in  them  from  time 
to  time  the  true  and  undifguifed  ftate  of  my  mind  *. 
But,  I  find,  that  thefe,  which  were  intended  as  fketches 

of 

•  This  is  all  very  well  faid  j  but  is  it  the  cxaft  truth  ? 
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of  my  friendftiip,  give  as  imperfedb  images  of  it,  as 
the  little  landfcapes  we  commonly  fee  in  black  and 
white  do  of  a  beautiful  country  ;  they  can  reprefent 
but  a  very  fmall  part  of  it,  and  that  deprived  of  the 
life  and  luftre  of  nature.  I  perceived  that  the  more 
I  endeavoured  to  render  manifefl  the  real  affedion  and 
value  I  ever  had  for  you,  I  did  but  injure  it  by  repre- 
fenting  lefs  and  lefs  of  it :  as  glaifes  which  are  defigned 
to  make  an  object  very  clear,  generally  contrad  it. 
Yet,  as  when  people  have  a  full  idea  of  a  thing  firfl 
upon  their  own  knowledge,  the  lead  traces  of  it  ferve 
to  refrelh  the  remembrance,  and  are  not  difpleafmg 
on  that  fcore ;  fo,  I  hope,  the  foreknowledge  you  had 
of  my  efteem  for  you,  is  the  reafon  that  you  do  not 
diflike  my  letters. 

They  will  not  be  of  any  great  fervice  (I  find)  in 
the  defign  I  mentioned  to  you  :  I  believe  I  had  better 
ileal  from  a  richer  man,  and  plunder  your  letters 
(which  I  have  Icept  as  carefully  as  I  would  Letters 
Patents,  fmce  they  entitle  me  to  what  I  more  value 
than  titles  of  honour).  You  have  fome  caufe  to  ap- 
prehend this  ufage  from  me,  if  what  fome  fay  be  true, 
that  i  am  a  great  borrower ;  however  I  have  hitherto 
had  the  luck  that  none  of  my  creditors  have  challenged 
me  for  it :  and  thofe  who  fay  it  are  fuch,  whofe  writ- 
ings no  man  ever  borrowed  from,  fo  have  the  leaft 
reafon  to  complain  ;  and  v/hofe  ivories  are  granted  on 
all  hands  to  be  too  mucli  their  own.  Another'  has 
been  pleafcd  to  declare,  that  my  verfes  arc  corrcclcd 

by 
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by  other  men :  I  verily  believe  theirs  were  never  cor- 
re£led  by  any  man ;  but  indeed  if  mine  have  not, 
*twas  not  my  fault ;  I  have  endeavoured  my  utmoft 
that  they  fhould.  But  thefe  things  are  only  whifpered; 
and  I  will  not  encroach  upon  Bays*s  province  and 
pen-whifpersy  fo  haften  to  conclude. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    Vin. 
FROM  MY   LORD    LANSDOWN. 

October  21,  1713. 
J  AM  pleafed  beyond  meafure  with  your  defign  of 

tranflating  Homer.  The  trials  which  you  have 
already  made  and  publifhed  on  fome  parts  of  that 
author,  have  fliewn  that  you  are  equal  to  fo  great  a 
taik  :  and  you  may  therefore  depend  upon  the  utmoll 
fervices  I  can  do  you  in  promoting  this  work,  or  any 
thing  that  may  be  for  your  fervice. 

I  hope  Mr.  Stafford,  for  whom  you  was  piej^fed  to 
concern  yourfelf,  has  had  the  good  effedls  of  the 
Queen's  Grace  to  him.  I  had  notice  the  night  before 
I  began  my  journey,  that  her  Majefty  had  not  only 
directed  his  pardon,  but  ordered  a  Writ  for  reverling 
his  Outlawjry- 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    IX. 

TO  GENERAL  ANTHONY  HAMILTON «, 

ITpon  his  having  tranflated  into  French  Verfe  the  Essay  om 
Criticism. 

Odober  10,  1 713. 
FF  I  could  as  well  exprefs,  or  (if  you  will  allow  me 
to  fay  it)  tranflate  the  fentiments  of  my  heart  as 
you  have  done  thofe  of  my  head,  in  your  excellent 
verfion  of  my  Eflay;  I  (hould  not  only  appear  the 
befl:  writer  in  the  world,  but,  what  I  much  more  de- 
fire  to  be  thought,  the  mod  your  fervant  of  any  man 
living.  'Tis  an  advantage  very  rarely  known,  to  re- 
ceive 

•  Author  of  the  Memoirs  of  the  Count  de  Gramonty  Contas,  and 
other  pieces  of  note  in  French.  Popr. 

They  have  been  lately  printed  mofl  beautifully  at  Stvawherrjr 
Hill,  in  quarto,  with  cuts  of  each  remarkable'  perfon  mentioned 
in  them,  under  the  aufpices,  and  by  the  diredion  of  a  nobleman, 
whofe  tade  and  Hterature  are  equalled  only  by  the  elegance  of  his 
manners  and  the  goodnefs  of  his  heart.  The  Memoirs  of  Gra- 
mont,  if  no  other  proofs  were  extant,  would  be  indifputablc  and 
irrefragable  teftimonies  of  the  extreme  profligacy  and  diflblutenefa 
of  manners  in  the  Court  of  Charles  the  Second  ;  manners  learnt 
and  imitated  from  the  Court  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth  ;  whence  alfo 
he  adopted  and  brought  hither  thofe  principles  of  arbitrary  power 
that  England  would  not  bear,  and  of  which  we  have  lived  to  fee 
the  ver)'  lamentable  effects  in  France  itfclf.  For  it  muft,  after  all, 
be  confeffed,  that,  in  that  unhappy  country,  it  was  Despotism 
which  has  ultimately  produced  Anarchy,  and  Pop£«y  which 
has  produced  Atheism.  Warto.v. 
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ceive  at  once,  a  great  honour  and  a  great  improve- 
ment. This,  Sir,  you  have  afforded  me,  having,  at 
the  fame  time,  made  others  take  my  fenfe,  and  taught 
me  to  underftand  my  own  ;  if  I  may  call  that  my  own 
which  is  indeed  more  properly  yours.  Your  verfes 
are  no  more  a  tranflation  of  mine,  than  Virgil's  are 
of  Homer's ;  but  are,  like  his,  the  juflefl  imitation 
and  the  noblefl  Commentary. 

In  putting  me  into  a  French  drefs,  you  have  not 
only  adorned  my  outfide,  but  mended  my  fhape ;  and 
if  I  am  now  a  good  figure,  I  mufl:  confider  you  have 
naturalized  me  into  a  country  which  is  famous  for 
making  every  man  a  fine  gentleman.  It  is  by  your 
means,  that  (contrary  to  mofl  young  travellers)  I  am 
come  back  much  better  than  I  went  out. 

I  cannot  but  wifh  we  had  a  bill  of  commerce  for 
tranflation  eftabliflied  tlie  next  parliament ;  we  could 
not  fail  of  being  gainers  by  that,  nor  of  making  our- 
felves  amends  for  any  thing  we  have  loft  by  the  war. 
Nay,  though  we  (hould  infift  upon  the  demolifhing 
of  Boileau's  works,  the  French,  as  long  as  they  have 
writers  of  your  form,  might  have  as  good  an  equiva- 
lent. 

Upon  the  whole,  I  am  really  as  proud,  as  our  mi- 
nifters  ought  to  be,  of  the  terms  I  have  gained  from 
abroad  j  and  I  defign,  like  them,  to  publifh  fpeedlly 
to  the  world  the  benefits  accruing  from  them  ;  for  I 
cannot  refift.the  temptation  of  printing  your  admirable 

8  tranflation 
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tranflatlon  here  '^ ;  to  which  if  you  will  be  fo  obliging 

to  give  me  leave  to  prefix  your  name,  it  will  be  the 

only  addition  you  can  make  to  the  honour  already 

done  me.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 

*"  This  was  never  done,  for  the  two  printed  French  verfions 
are  neither  of  this  hand.  The  one  was  done  by  Monfieur  Ro- 
boton,  private  fecretary  to  King  George  the  Firft,  printed  in 
quarto  at  Amfterdam,  and  at  London  17 17.  The  other  by  the 
Abbe  Relael,  ia  o&avo,  with  a  large  preface  and  notes,  at  Paris* 
1^30.  Pope, 
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LETTER    I. 

FROM   MR.  STEELE. 


June  I,   1712. 

T  AM  at  a  folitude,  an  houfe  between  Hampftead  and 
London,  wherein  Sir  Charles  Sedley  died.  This 
circumftance  fet  me  a  thinking  and  ruminating  upon 
the  employments  in  which  men  of  wit  *  exercife  them- 
felves.  It  was  faid  of  Sir  Charles,  who  breathed  his 
laft  in  this  room, 

*  Pope  faid  of  Steele,  that  though  he  led  a  carelefs  and  vicious 
life,  yet  he  had,  neverthelefs,  a  love  and  reverence  of  virtue.  It 
is  faid  George  I.  fent  five  hundred  guineas  to  Steele  for  the  dedi- 
cation of  his  Confcious  Lovers.  Dennis  wrote  againft  this  comedy, 
and  called  Steele  a  two -penny  author,  alluding  to  the  price  of  his 
Tatlcr.  Wakto». 

T  2 
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Sedley  has  that  prevailing  gentle  art,  ^ 

Which  can  with  a  refiftlefs  charm  impart  r 

The  loofefl;  wiflies  to  the  chafteft  heart ;  3 

Raife  fuch  a  confii<fl;,  kindle  fuch  a  fire 

Between  declining  Virtue  and  Defire, 

Till  the  poor  vanquifh'd  Maid  diflblves  away 

In  dreams  all  night,  in  fighs  and  tears  all  day. 

This  was  a  happy  talent  to  a  man  of  the  town  ;  but  I 
dare  fay,  without  prefuming  to  make  uncharitable 
conjectures  on  the  author's  prefent  condition,  he 
would  rather  have  had  it  faid  of  him  that  he  had 
prayed. 

Oh  thou  my  voice  infpire. 
Who  touch'd  Ifaiah's  hallow'd  lips  with  fire  \ 

I  have  turned  to  every  verfe  and  chapter,  and  think. 
you  have  prefer ved  the  fublime  heavenly  fpirit  through-- 

out  the  whole,  efpeciaily  at Hark,  a  glad  voice — 

and — The  lamb  ivith  wolves  Jhall  graze Tliere  is 

but  one  line  *  which  I  think  is  below  the  origjnal, 

He  wipes  the  tears  for  ever  from  our  eyes. 

You  have  expreffed  it  with  a  good  and  pious,  but 
not  fo  exalted  and  poetical  a  fpirit  as  the  prophet, 
The  Lord  God  will  wipe  away  tears  from  off  all  faces. 
If  you  agree  with  me  in  this,  alter  it  by  way  of  para- 

phrafe 

♦  In   confequcnce   of   this    otijeftion,    this   line    was   altered 
thus ; 

From  every  eye  he  wipes  off  every  tear. 

I  own  I  cannot  forbear  thinking  that  this  repetition  of  the  word 
every  is  a  quaint  and  pretty  modernifm,  unfuited  to  the  fubjeft. 

Warton. 
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phrafe  or  otherwife,  that  when  it  comes  into  a  volume 
it  may  be  amended.  Your  poem  is  already  better 
than  the  Pollio.    I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    IL 

THE   ANSWER. 

June  18,  1712. 
XrOtJ  haVe  obliged  mc  with  a  very  kind  letter,  by 
which  I  find  you  fliift  the  fcene  of  your  life 
from  the  town  to  the  country,  and  enjoy  that  mixed 
flate  which  wife  men  both  delight  in,  and  are  qiwH- 
fied  for.  Methinks  the  morallfts  *  and  philofophers 
have  generally  run  too  much  into  extremes  in  com- 
mending entirely  either  folitude,  or  public  life.  In 
the  former,  men  for  the  mofl:  part  grow  ufclefs  by  too 
much  reft,  and  in  the  latter  are  deflroyed  by  too  much 
precipitation  ;  as  waters  lying  ftill,  putrify,  and  are 
good  for  nothing,  and  running  violently  on  do  but 
the  more  mifchief  in  their  pafTagc  to  others,  and  are 
fwallowed  up  and  loft  the  fooner  thenifelves.  Thofe 
indeed  who  can  be  ufeful  to  all  ftates,  fhould  be  like 
gentle  ftreams,  that  not  only   glide  through  lonely 

valleys 

♦  Tlicre  are  too  many  comT.»;n-place  fentcnces  and  rcfle<5lion9 
in  this  Letter,  and  an  air  of  folemn  dcclaraation,  unfuitcd  to  a 
familiar  cpilllc     The  lan:ie  may  be  fuid  of  the  fuccccding  Letter. 

Warton- 


278  LETTERS    TO    AND 

valleys  and  forefts  amidft  the  flocks  and  the  fliepherds, 
but  vifit  populous  towns  in  their  courfe,  and  are  at 
once  of  ornament  and  fervice  to  them.  But  there  are 
another  fort  of  people  who  feem  defigned  for  folitude, 
fuch,  1  mean,  as  have  more  to  hide  than  to  fhow. 
As  for  my  own  part,  I  am  one  of  thofe  of  whom  Seneca 
fays,  Tajn  wnhratiles  fu7it,  ut  putent  in  turhido  ejfc 
quicqidd  in  luce  eft.  Some  men,  like  fome  piftures, 
are  fitter  for  a  corner  than  a  full  light ;  and,  I  be- 
lieve, fuch  as  have  a  natural  bent  to  folitude  (to  carry 
on  the  former  fimilitude)  are  like  waters,  which  may 
be  forced  into  fountains,  and  exalted  into  a  great 
height,  may  make  a  noble  figure  and  a  louder  noife, 
but  after  all  they  would  run  more  fmoothly,  quietly, 
and  plentifully,  in  their  own  natural  courfe  upon  the 
ground  \  The  confideration  of  this  would  make  me 
very  well  contented  with  the  poiTeflion  only  of  that 
Quiet  which  Cowley  calls  the  companion  of  Obfcu- 
rity  *.  But  whoever  has  the  Mufes  too  for  his  compa- 
nions, 

"  The  foregoing  Similitudes  our  Author  had  put  into  verfc  fome 
years  before,  and  inferted  into  Mr.  W\'cherley's  poem  on  Mixed 
Life.  We  find  them  in  the  verfification  very  dillindl  from  the  reft 
of  that  poem.     See  his  pofthumous  works,  odlavo,  pages  j  and  4. 

.  Pope, 

*  Alluding  to  Cowley's  exq'.:ifite  I^atin  lines : 

"  fiib  lare  parvulo 

Non  indecora  pauperie  nitens 
Cowleins  hie  eft  conditus." 

Lady  M.  W.  Montagu  infcribcd  thefe  verfes,  at  her  retirement 
near  Venice,  with  verbal  alterations,  to  fuit  herfelf ;  but  flie  did  not 
know,  that  ftie  thereby  entirely  dcftroyed  the  profody  and  the 
mufic  of  the  I^atin  verfc. 
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nions,  can  never  be  idle  enough  to  be  uneafy.  Thus, 
Sir,  you  fee,  I  would  flatter  myfelf  into  a  good  opi- 
nion of  my  own  way  of  living.  Plutarch  juft  now 
told  me,  that  'tis  in  human  life  as  in  a  game  at  tables-, 
where  a  man  may  wifh  for  the  higheft  call,  but,  if 
his  chance  be  otherwife,  he  is  e'en  to  play  it  as  well 
as  he  can,  and  to  make  the  bed  of  it.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    m. 

TO    MR.  STEELE. 

Julyi5,  1712. 
xrou  formerly  obferved  to  me  that  nothing  made  a 
more  ridiculous  figure  in  a  man's  life  than  the 
difparity  we  often  find  in  him  fick  and  well ;  thus  one 
of  an  unfortunate  conftitution  is  perpetually  exhibit- 
ing a  miferable  example  of  the  weaknefs  of  his  mind, 
and  of  his  body,  in  their  turns.  1  have  had  frequent 
opportunities  of  late  to  confider  myfelf  in  thefe  dif- 
ferent views,  and,  I  hope,  have  received  fome  advan- 
tage by  it,  if  what  Waller  fays  be  true,  that 

The  foul's  dark  cottage,  l)atter'd  and  dccay'd, 
Lets  in  new  Light  thro'  chinks  that  Time  has  made. 

Then  furely  ficknefs,  contributing  no  lefs  than  old 
age  to  the  fhaking  down  this  fcaffolding  of  the  body, 

T  4  may 
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may  difcover  the  inward  ftrudlure  more  plainly. 
Sicknefs  is  a  fort  of  early  old  age  j  it  teaches  us  a 
diffidence  in  our  earthly  ftate,  and  infpires  us  with 
the  thoughts  of  a  future,  better  than  a  thoufand 
volumes  of  philofophers  and  divines.  It  gives  fo 
warning  a  concuffion  to  thofe  props  of  our  vanity, 
our  flrength  and  youth,  that  we  think  of  fortifying 
ourfelvcs  within,  when  there  is  fo  little  dependance 
upon  our  out-works.  Youth  at  the  very  bed  is  but  a 
betrayer  of  human  h'fe  in  a  gentler  and  fmoother 
manner  than  age :  'tis  like  a  ftream  that  nourifhes  a 
plant  upon  a  bank,  and  caufes  it  to  flourifli  and  blof- 
fom  to  the  fight,  but  at  the  fame  time  is  undermining 
it  at  the  root  in  fecret.  My  youth  has  dealt  more 
fairly  and  openly  with  me,  it  has  afforded  feveral 
profpetSls  of  my  danger,  and  given  me  an  advantage 
not  very  common  to  young  men,  that  the  attraftions 
of  the  world  have  not  dazzled  me  very  much  ;  and  I 
begin,  where  mofl  people  end,  with  a  full  conviction 
of  the  emptinefs  of  all  forts  of  ambition,  and  the  un- 
fatisfactory  nature  of  all  human  pleafures.  When  a 
fmart  fit  of  ficknefs  tells  me  this  fcurvy  tenement  of 
my  body  will  fall  in  a  little  time,  I  am  e'en  as  uncon- 
cerned as  was  that  honefl  Hibernian,  who  being  in 
bed  in  the  great  ftorm  fome  years  ago,  and  told  the 
houfe  would  tumble  'over  his  head,  made  anfwer, 
What  care  1  for  the  houfe  ?  I  am  only  a  lodger.  I 
fancy  it  is  the  beft  time  to  die  when  one  is  in  the  befl 
humour ;  and  fo  exceflively  weak  as  I  now  am,  I 

may 
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may  fay  with  confcience,  that  I  am  not  at  all  uncafy 
at  the  thought,  that  many  men,  whom  I  never  had 
any  efteem  for,  are  likely  to  enjoy  this  world  after  me. 
When  I  refled  what  an  inconfiderable  little  atom 
every  fmgle  man  is,  with  refped  to  the  whole  creation, 
methinks  'tis  a  fliame  to  be  concerned  at  the  removal 
of  fuch  a  trivial  animal  as  I  am  *.  The  morning  after 
my  exit,  the  fun  will  rife  as  bright  as  ever,  the 
flowers  fmell  as  fweet,  the  plants  fpring  as  green,  the 
world  will  proceed  in  its  old  courfe,  people  will  laugh 
as  heartily,  and  marry  as  ffift,  as  they  were  ufed  to 
do.  The  memory  of  man  (as  it  is  elegantly  exprefled 
in  the  Book  of  Wifdom)  pafTeth  away  as  the  remem- 
brance of  a  gueft  that  tarrieth  but  one  day.  There  are 
reafons  enough,  in  the  fourth  chapter  of  the  fame  book, 
to  make  any  youn<^  man  contented  with  the  profped 
of  death.  "  For  honourable  age  is  not  that  which 
*  flandeth  in  length  of  time,  or  is  meafured  by  num 
**  ber  of  years.  But  wifdom  is  the  grey  hair  to  man, 
"  and  an  unfpotted  life  is  old  age.  He  was  taken 
*'  away  fpeedily,  left  wickednefs  fliould  alter  his 
"  underftanding,  or  deceit  beguile  his  foul,"  etc. 

I  am 

Your,  etc. 

*  Part  of  this  Letter  has  been  beautifully  verafied  by  Weft,  the 
friend  of  Gray,  and  added  to  his  elegant  imitation  of  TibuUus, 
"  Vos  tenet — "  The  whole  Letter  indeed  is  laboured,  and  more 
properly  poetical,  than  like  a  letter  written  to  an  acquaintance. 
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LETTER    IV. 

TO    MR.    STEELE. 

November  7,  17 12, 
T  WAS  the  other  day  in  company  "with  five  or  fix 
men  of  fome  learning ;  where  chancing  to  men- 
tion the  famous  verfes  which  the  Emperor  Adrian 
fpoke  on  his  death-bed,  they  were  all  agreed  that  it 
was  a  piece  of  gaiety  unworthy  of  that  prince  in  thofe 
circumftances.  I  could  not  but  differ  from  this  opi- 
nion :  methinks  it  was  by  no  means  a  gay,  but  a  very 
ferious  foliloquy  to  his  foul  at  the  point  of  its  depart- 
ure ;  in  which  fenfe  I  naturally,  took  the  verfes  at  my 
firft  reading  them,  when  I  was  very  young,  and  be- 
fore I  knew  what  interpretation  the  world  generally 
put  upon  them. 

Animula  vagula,  blandula, 
Hoipes  comefque  corporis, 

Quse  nunc  abibis  in  loca  ? 
Pallidula,  rigida,  nudula. 
Nee  (ut  folcs)  dabis  joca  ! 

*'  Alas,  my  foul !  thou  pleafmg  companion  of  this 
'•  body,  thou  fleeting  thing  that  art  now  deferting  it ! 
*«  whither  art  thou  flying  ?  to  what  unknown  fcene  ? 
"  all  trembling,  fearful,  and  penfive  ?  what  now  is 
"  become  of  thy  former  wit  and  humour  ?  thou  fhalt 
"  jeft  and  be  gay  no  more." 

I  con- 
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I  confefs  I  cannot  apprehend  where  lies  the  trifling 
in  all  this  :  it  is  the  mod  natural  and  obvious  reflection 
imaginable  to  a  dying  man :  and  if  we  confider  the 
Emperor  was  a  heathen,  that  doubt  concerning  the 
future  flate  of  his  foul  will  feem  fo  far  from  being  the 
e9*ed  of  want  of  thought,  that  it  was  fcarce  reafon- 
able  he  fliould  think  otherwife  ;  not  to  mention  that 
here  is  a  plain  confellion  included  of  his  belief  in  its 
immortality.  The  diminutive  epithets  *  of  vagula, 
blandula,  and  the  reft,  appear  'not  to  me  as  expref. 
fions  of  levity,  but  rather  of  endearment  and  con- 
cern ;  fuch  as  we  find  in  Catullus,  and  the  authors 
of  Hendcca-fyllabi  after  him,  where  they  are  ufed  to 
exprefs  the  utmoft  love  and  tendernefs  for  their  mif- 
ireiTes. — If  you  think  me  right  in  my  notion  of  the 

laft 

*  Thefe  fort  of  epithets  arc  carried  to  a  great  degree  of  affe^l- 
ation  by  the  modern  Latin  Poets  of  Italy,  in  their  many  Imita- 
tions of  the  Hendeca-Syllaha  of  Catullus ;  even  by  fuch  charm- 
ing writers  as  Naugcrius,  Cotta,  and  Flaminius,  and  many  others. 
Nothing  can  be  more  unlike  Catullus  than  thefe  lufcious,  florid, 
and  meretricious  ornaments  ;  whofe  ftyle  is  remarkable  for  purity, 
fimplicity,  and  a  certain  aufterity  that  is  peculiarly  charming. 
Mr.  Wilkes  has  done  honour  to  the  Englifli  prcfs,  and  to  his  own 
exquifite  talle  and  judgment  in  polite  literature,  in  giving  us,^ 
few  years  ago,  the  beft  and  mod  elegant  edition  of  Catullus  extant. 
London,  quarto,  17     . 

He  has  fince  given  us  as  elegant  an  edition  of  Thcophraftus, 
which,  from  his  wit  and  humour,  and  knowledge  of  life  and 
chara6tcrs,  it  were  to  be  wifiied  he  had  enriched  with  notes  and 
illullrations.  To  the  tafte  and  erudition  of  Mr.  Wilkes  I  am 
iiulchttd  for  many-  remarks  in  this  edition  of  his  favourite  writer. 

Warto^^- 
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laft  words  of  Adrian,  be  pleafed  to  infert  it  in  the 
Spedator  j  if  not,  to  fupprefs  it. 

I  am,  etC4 

ADRIANI  MORIENTIS  AD  ANlMAM, 

TRANSLATED. 

Ah,  fleeting  fplrlt !  wand'ring  fire, 

That  long  haft  warm'd  my  tender  breaft, 
Muft  thou  no  more  this  frame  infpire  ? 

No  more  a  pleafing  chearful  gueft  ? 
Whither,  ah  whither  art  thou  flying  ! 

To  what  dark,  undifcover'd  Ihore  ? 
Thou  feem'ft  all  trembling,  fliiv'ring,  dying. 

And  Wit  and  Humour  are  no  more  ! 


LETTER    V. 

MR.  STEELE  TO   MR.  POPE. 

November  12,  1^12* 

T  HAVE  read  over  your  Temple  of  Fame  twice,  and 
cannot  find  any  thing  amifs,  of  weight  enough  to 
call  a  fault,  but  fee  in  it  a  thoufand  thouland  beauties. 
Mr.  Addifon  fhall  fee  it  to-morrow  :  after  his  perufal 
of  it,  I  will  let  you  know  his  thoughts.  I  defire  you 
would  let  me  know  whether  you  are  at  leifure  or  not  ? 
I  have  a  defign  which  I  fhall  open  a  month  or  two 
hence,  with  the  alliitance  of  the  few  like  yourfelf. 
If  your  thoughts  are  unengaged,  1  lliall  explain 
myfelf  further.     1  am 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    VI. 

THE    ANSWER. 

November  i6,  17 12, 
X70U  oblige  me  by  the  indulgence  you  have  fhewn 
to  the  poem  1  fent  you,  but  will  oblige  me  much 
more  by  the  kind  fevcrity  I  hope  for  from  you.  No 
errors  are  fo  trivial,  but  they  deferve  to  be  mended. 
But  fmce  you  fay  you  fee  nothing  that  may  be  called 
a  fiiult,  can  you  but  think  it  fo,  that  I  have  confined 
the  attendance  of  ''Guardian  fpirits  to  Heaven*s  fa- 
vourites only  ?  I  could  point  you  to  feveral,  but  it  is 
my  bufmefs  to  be  ii; formed  of  thofe  faults  1  do  not 
know ;  and  as  for  thofe  1  do,  not  to  talk  of  them, 
but  to  correal  them.  You  fpeak  of  that  poem  in  a 
flyle  I  neither  merit,  nor  expeft ;  but,  I  alTure  you, 
if  you  freely  mark  or  dafh  out,  I  fhall  look  upon  your 
blots  to  be  its  greatefl  beauties :  I  mean,  if  Mr.  Ad- 
difon*  and  yourfelf  fhould  like  it  in  the  whole  ;  other- 
wife  the  trouble  of  correction  is  what  I  would  not 
take,  for  I  was  really  fo  diffident  of  it  as  to  let  it  lie 
by  me  thefe  "  two  years,  juft  as  you  now  fee  it.    I  am 

afraid 

''  This  is  not  now  to  be  found  in  the  Temple  of  Fame ,  which  was 
the  Poem  here  fpokenof.  Pope. 

*  It  appears  from  this  pafTage,  how  foHcitous  at  the  time  Pope 
was  of  Addifoii's  name  and  recommendation. 

•^  Hence  it  appears  this  Poem  was  writ  before  the  Author  was 
twenty -two  years  old.  ,  Popk. 


HU  LETTERS    TO    AND 

afraid  of  nothing  fo  much  as  to  impofe  any  thing  on 
the  world  which  is  unworthy  of  its  acceptance. 

As  to  the  laft  period  of  your  letter,  I  fhall  be  very 
ready  and  glad  to  contribute  to  any  defign  that  tends 
to  the  advantage  of  mankind,  which,  I  am  fure,  all 
yours  do.  I  wilh  I  had  but  as  much  capacity  as  lei- 
fure,  for  I  am  perfedly  idle  (a  fign  I  have  not  much 
capacity). 

If  you  will  entertain  the  befl  opinion  of  me,  be 
pleafed  to  think  me  your  friend.  AfTure  Mr.  Addifon 
of  my  mofl  faithful  fervice,  of  every  one's  efteem  he 
mufl  be  affured  already.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VIL 

TO    MR.    STEELE. 

November  29,   1712. 

T  AM  forry  you  publifhed  that  notion  about  Adrian's 
verfes  as  mine  :  had  I  imagined  you  would  ufe  my 
name,  I  fhould  have  exprefled  my  fentiments  with 
more  modefty  and  diffidence.  I  only  fent  it  to  have 
your  opinion,  and  not  to  publifh  my  own,  which  1 
diftrufted.  But,  I  think  the  fuppofition  you  draw 
from  the  notion  of  Adrian's  being  addided  to  magic, 
is  a  little  uncharitable,  ("  that  he  might  fear  no  fort 

7  "  of 
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*'  of  deity,  good  or  bad,")  fince  in  the  third  verfe  he 
plainly  teftifies  his  apprehenfion  of  a  future  ftate,  by 
being  felicitous  whither  his  foul  was  going.  As  to 
what  you  mention  of  his  ufing  gay  and  ludicrous  ex- 
preffions,  I  have  owned  my  opinion  to  be,  that  the 
expreffions  are  not  fo,  but  that  diminutives  are  as 
often,  in  the  Latin  tongue,  ufed  as  marks  of  tender- 
nefs  and  concern. 

Anbna  is  no  more  than  my  foul,  animula  has  the 
force  of  my  dear  foul.  To  fay  virgo  bella  is  not  half 
fo  endearing  as  virguncula  hellula  ;  and  had  Auguftus 
only  called  Horace  lepidiim  hominem^  it  had  amounted 
to  no  more  than  that  he  thought  him  a  pleafant  fel- 
low :  it  was  the  homuncioliim  that  exprefled  the  love 
and  tendernefs  that  great  Emperor  had  for  him.  And 
perhaps  I  Ihould  myfelf  be  much  better  pleafed,  if  J 
were  told  you  called  me  your  little  friend,  than  if  you 
complimented  me  with  the  title  of  a  great  genius,  or 
an  eminent  hand,  as  Jacob  does  all  his  authors. 

I  am 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER     VIII. 
FROM   MR-  STEELE. 

December  4,  I'jiz. 
npHis  is  to  defire  of  you  that  you  would  pleafe  to 
make  an  Ode  as  of  a  chearful  dying  fpirit,  that 
is  to  fay,  the  Emperor  Adrian's  Animula  vagula  put 
into  two  or  three  ftanzas  for  mufic.  If  you  comply 
with  this,  and  fend  me  word  fo,  you  will  very  parti- 
cularly oblige 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    IX. 

T  DO  not  fend  you  word  I  will  do,  but  have  already 
done  the  thing  you  defired  of  me.  You  have  it 
(as  Cowley  calls  it)  juft  warm  from  the  brain.  It 
came  to  me  the  firft  moment  I  waked  this  morning  : 
Yet,  you'll  fee,  it  was  not  fo  abfolutely  infpiration, 
but  that  I  had  in  my  head  not  only  the  verfes  of 
Adrian,  but  the  fine  fragra,ent  of  Sappho,  etc. 


THE 
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THE  DYING  CHRISTIAN  TO  HIS  SOUL. 
ODE. 

I. 

Vital  fpark  of  heavenly  flame  I 
Quit,  oh  quit  this  mortal  frame  ; 
Trembling,  hoping,  ling'ring,  flying, 
Oh  the  pain,  the  blifs  of  dying  ! 
Ceafe,  fond  Nature,  ceafe  thy  ftrife. 
And  let  me  languifh  into  life. 

Hark  !  they  whifper ;  Angels  fay. 
Sifter  Spirit,  come  away  ! 
What  is  this  abforbs  me  quite. 
Steals  my  fenfes,  (huts  my  fight. 
Drowns  my  fpirits,  draws  my  breath  ? 
Tell  me,  my  foul,  can  this  be  Death  ? 

III. 

The  world  recedes ;  it  disappears  ! 
Heav'n  opens  on  my  eyes  !  my  ears 

With  founds  feraphic  ring : 
Lend,  lend  your  wings!  I  mount !  I  fly! 
O  Grave  I  where  is  thy  Victory  ? 

O  Death !  where  is  thy  Sting  ? 


VOL.  VII, 
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LETTER    X. 

TO   MR.  ADDISON. 

July  20,  1715, 

T  AM  more  joyed  at  your  return  than  I  fhould  be  at 
that  of  the  fun,  fo  much  as  I  wilh  for  him  this 
melancholy  wet  feafon;  but  it  is  his  fate  too,  like 
yours,  to  be  difpleafing  to  Owls  and  obfcene  animals, 
who  cannot  bear  his  luftre.  What  put  me  in  mind 
of  thefe  night-birds  was  John  Dennis,  who,  I  think, 
you  are  befl:  revenged  upon,  as  the  Sun  was  in  the 
fable  upon  thefe  bats  and  beaftly  birds  above-men- 
tioned, only  by  Jhining  on.  I  am  fo  far  from  efleem- 
ing  it  any  misfortune,  that  1  congratulate  you  upon 
having  your  fhare  in  that,  which  all  the  great  men 
and  all  the  good  men  that  ever  lived  have  had  their  part 
of.  Envy  and  Calumny.  To  be  uncenfured  and  to 
be  obfcure.  Is  the  fame  thing.  You  may  conclude 
from  what  I  here  fay,  that  it  was  never  in  my 
thoughts  to  have  offered  you  my  pen  in  any  direft 
reply  to  fuch  a  Critic,  but  only  in  fome  little  raillery ; 
not  in  defence  of  you,    but  in  contempt  of  him**. 

But 

*  This  relates  to  the  paper  occafioned  by  Dennis's  Remarks 
trpon  Cato,  calkd  Dr.  Norris's  Narrative  of  the  Fren-zy  of  John 
Dennis,  Pope. 

A  mean 
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But  indeed  your  opinion,  that  it  is  entirely  to  be  ne- 
gleded,  would  have  been  my  own  had  it  been  my  own 
cafe ;  but  1  felt  more  warmth  here  than  I  did  when 
firft  I  faw  his  book  againft:  myfelf  (though  indeed 
in  two  minutes  it  made  me  heartily  *  merry).  He  has 
written  againft  every  thing  the  world  has  approved 
thefe  many  years.  I  apprehend  but  one  danger 
from  Dennis's  difliking  our  fenfe,  that  it  may  make 
us  think  fo  very  well  of  it,  as  to  become  proud  and 
conceited,  upon  his  difapprobation. 

I  muft  not  here  omit  to  do  juftice  to  Mr.  Gay? 
whofe  zeal  in  your  concern  is  worthy  a  friend  and 
honourer  of  you.  He  writ  to  me  in  the  moft  prefling 
terms  about  it,  though  with  that  juft  contempt  of  the 
Critic  that  he  deferves.  I  think  in  thefe  days  one 
honeft  man  is  obliged  to  acquaint  another  who  are 
his  friends  ;  when  fo  many  mifchievous  infefts  are 
daily  at  work  to  make  people  of  merit  fufpicious  of 

each 


A  mean  performance  ;  but  diftated  by  the  moft  generous 
principle  of  Fricndftiip  ;  and  meeting  in  the  perfon  defended,  a 
heart  incapable  of  the  like  exertion  of  virtue,  was  not  received 
with  that  acknowledgment  which  fuch  a  fervice  deferved. 

Warburtok. 

t)r.  Warton  fays,  "  The  refleftion  caft  on  Mr.  Addifon,  in  this 
note,  by  Dr.  Warburton,  is  much  too  harjb  and  indefenftble." 
Mr.  Addifon,  indeed,  as  appears  by  his  Letter  on  the  occafion, 
was  fo  far  from  defer%'ing  Warburton's  cenfure,  that  he  merited 
the  higheft  praife.  His  Letter  is  pubhflied  in  this  edition,  toge- 
ther with  Pope's  contemptible  narrative  of  the  madncfs  of  Dennis 

*  This  is  very  much  in  the  ft  rain  of  Sir  Fretful  Pbgiary. 
U  2 
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each  other ;  that  they  may  have  the  fatisfaflion  of 
feeing  them  looked  upon  no  better  than  themfelves. 

I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XL 

FROM   MR.  ADDISON. 

Oftober  z6,  1713, 
T  WAS  extremely  glad  to  receive  a  letter  from  yoUj 
but  more  fo  upon  reading  the  contents  of  it. 
The  "  Work  you  mention,  will,  I  dare  fay,  very 
fufficiently  recommend  itfelf  when  your  name  appears 
with  the  Propofals ;  and  if  you  think  I  can  any 
way  contribute  to  the  forwarding  of  them,  you 
cannot  lay  a  greater  obligation  upon  me  than  by 
employing  me  in  fuch  an  office.  As  I  have  an  am- 
bition of  having  it  known  that  you  are  my  friend, 
1  fhall  be  very  proud  of  fhowing  it  by  this,  or  any 
other  inftance.  I  queftion  not  but  your  Tranlla- 
tipn*  will  enrich  our  Tongue,    and   do  honour  to 

our 

'  The  tranflation  of  the  Iliad.  Pope. 

*  After  this  warm  encouragement  to  our  Author  to  tranflatc 
the  lUad,  how  painful  is  it  to  bring  one's  mind  to  any  thing 
like  conviftion,  that  Addifon  could  encourage  TickcU  jto  pub- 
lifh  a  rival  tranflation  ;  and  much  more,  that  he  himfclf  could 

be 
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our  Country;    for  I  conclude  of  it  already  fronv 
thofe   performances  with  which    you   have   obliged 

the 


be  the  author  of  this  very  tranflation  ?  which  yet,  too  many 
circumftances,  alasi  concur  to  make  us  believe  was  really  the 
cafe.  Let  us  read  and  duly  weigh  the  following  ftatement  of  this 
delicate  affair,  as  it  is  given  by  Dr.  Hurd  in  his  Difcourfe  on  the 
Life  of  Bifhop  Warburton  lately  publifhed,  p.  ^g. 

**  To  this  tranHation  are  prefixed  a  Dedication,  and  Ad- 
vertisement. The  latter  is  in  thefe  words — "  I  mull  inform 
the  reader,  that  when  I  began  this  firfl;  book,  I  had  fome 
thoughts  of  tranflating  the  whole  Iliad  ;  but  had  the  pleafure 
of  being  diverted  from  that  defign,  by  finding  the  work  was 
fallen  into  a  much  abler  hand.  I  would  not  therefore  be  thought 
to  have  any  other  view  in  pubHfhing  this  fmall  fpecimen  of 
Homer's  Iliad,  than  to  befpeak,  if  poffible,  the  favour  of  the 
Public  to  a  tranflation  of  Homer's  Odyffeys,  wherein  I  have 
already  made  fome  progrefs." 

"  To  the  words  in  this  advertifement — ivhen  I  began  thujirfi 
book — ^^Mr.  Pope  affixes  this  note — See  the  firjl  line  of  the  Dedi- 
cation.. 

'*  Turning  tothe  dedication,  we  find  it  begins  thus  "  \VTien 
I  firfl  entered  upon  this  tranflation,  I  was  ambitious  of  dedi- 
cating it  to  the  late  Lord  Halifax — "  over  againft  which  words 
is  likewife  entered,  in  Mr.  Pope's  hand,  the  following  note, 
The  tranjlator  luas  Jirjl  Lno%vn  to  him  (Lord  Halifax)  four  months 
before  his  death.     He  died  in  May  1 7 1 5. 

*'  Now,  from  comparing  thefe  two  notes  together,  one  fees 
clcf^rly  how  Mr.  Pope  reafoned  on  the  matter.     He  concluded, 

from  Tickell's  faying, ivhen  he  jirfi  entered  on  this  trfinjlationt 

that  is,  began  this  Jirji  booh^  he  thought  of  dedicating  his  nvori  to 

Lord  Hal  fax that  he  could  not  have  entertained  this  thought, 

if  he  had  not  at  that  time  been  known  to  Lord  Halifax.  But  it 
was  certain,  it  feems,  that  Mr.  TickcU  was  Jii^  known  to  that 
Lord  only ybwr  mon/^j- before  his  death,  in  May  T715.  Whence 
it  fecmed  to  follow  that  this  Jirjl  booh  had  been  written  within,  or 
fince  that  time. 

l>  3  *'  Admitting 
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the  public.     I  would  only  have  you  confider  how 
it  may  mofl  turn  to  your  advantage.     Excufe  my 

imper- 


**  Admitting  this  concliifion  to  be  rightly  made  by  Mr.  Pope, 
it  muft  indeed  be  allowed  that  he  had  much  rtafon  for  his  charge 
of  infincerity  on  Mr.  Addifon,  who,  as  a  friend  that  had  great 
influence  with  the  tranftator,  would  not  have  advifed,  or  even 
permitted,  fuch  a  defign  to  be  entered  upon. and  profccuted  by 
him  at  this  jundlure.  But  there  feems  not  the  lead  ground  for 
fuch  a  conclulion.  Lord  Halifax  was  the  great  patron  of  wits 
and  poets  :  and  if  Tickell  had  formed  his  defign  of  tranflating  the 
Iliad  long  before  Mr.  Pope  was  known  to  have  engaged  in  that 
work,  he  might  very  well  be  fuppofed  to  think  of  dedicating  it  to 
this  M?ecenas,  as  much  a  ftranger  as  he  then  v/as  to  him.  Nothing 
is  more  common  than  fuch  intentions  in  Hterary  men  ;  although 
Mr.  Pope  might  be  difpofed  to  condu6l  himfelf,  in  fuch  a  cafe, 
with  more  delicacy  and  dignity. 

"  I  fee,  then,  no  reafon  to  infer  from  the  premifes,  that  Mr. 
Tickell  began  hisjirjl  book  but  four  months  before  Lord  Halifax's 
death.  For  any  thing  that  appears  to  the  contrary,  he  might 
have  begun,  or  even  fmjhcd  it  four  years  before  that  event,  and 
have  only  relinquifhed  the  thoughts  of  profecnting  his  tranflation 
from  the  time  that  he  found  this  work  had  fallni,  as  he  fays,  tnto 
an  abler,  that  is,  Mr.  Pope's  hand. 

"  Thefe  paflages,  however,  of  the  AdverUfement  and  Dedicntion, 
reflected  upon  and  compared  together,  furnifhed  Mr.  Pope,  as 
I  fuppofe,  with  the  chief  of  thofe  odd  concvrrhig  c'lrcumjlances, 
which,  as  we  are  told  ( i ),  convinced  him  that  this  tranflation  of 
the  firft  book  of  the  Ihad  was  pubhfhed  with  Mr.  Addifon's 
participation,  if  not  compofed  by  him.  If  the  work  had  been 
begun  but  four  months  before  its  appearance,  it  muil  have  been 
at  leail  by  his  allowance  and  participation  :  if  before  that  time, 
(Mr.  Tickell's  acquaintance  with  Lord  Hahfax  not  being  of  fo 
early  a  date,)  it  w^s,  mofl.  probably,  his  own  compofition.  And 
to  this  latter  opinion,  it  fcems,  Mr.  Pope  inclined."         Warton. 

This  fui'ely  is  a  "  nonfequliur,'^  as  Partridge  fays.  The  whole 
feems  to  depend  upon  this  circumftance,  whether  Tickell  could 

have 

(i)  In  the  notes  on  the  Epiftlc  to  Dr.  Arbuihiiot, 
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impertinence  in  this  particular,  which  proceeds 
from  my  zeal  for  your  eafe  and  happinefs.  The 
work  would  cofl  you  a  great  deal  of  Time,  and, 
unlefs  you  undertake  it,  will,  I  am  afraid,  never 
be  executed  by  any  other ;  at  leaft  I  know  none  of 
this  age  that  is  equal  to  it  befides  yourfelf. 

I  am  at  prefent  wholly  immerfed  in  country  bufi- 
nefs,  and  begin  to  take  delight  in  it.  I  wifh  I 
might  hope  to  fee  you  here  fome  time,  and  will  not 
^efpair  of  it,  when  you  engage  in  a  work  that  will 
require  folitude  and  retirement.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 


have  dedicated  to  Halifax,  unlefs  he  had  hnotun  him  pcrfonally? 
It  appears  from  the  note  itfcif,  that  nothing  is  more  common  than 
for  Uterary  men  to  dedicate  their  labours  to  iome  Majcenas,  fuch 
as  Lord  Halifax  affe6ted  to  be,  without  any  perfonal  knowledge 
of  him.  Whatever  weight,  therefore,  the  circumitances  might 
have  with  Pope,  I  do  not  think  that  any  thing  derogator\'.to  Addi- 
fon's  honour  can  be  fairly  deduced  from  them.  The  evidence, 
though  "  to  the  JEALOUS,  confirmation  flrong,"  is  not  fufficient 
on  which  to  reft  fuch  an  accufation,  againft  a  perfon  of  Addifon's 
icharaftcr  ;  and  if  this  were  all  the  proof  that  Pope  could  produce 
of  "  odd  concurring  circumitances,"  it  ought  to  be  regarded  no 
more  "  than  the  idle  wind."  But  fufficient  has  already  been  faid 
jon  this  fubjedl :  I  have  omitted  not  an  lota  of  t!ie  charges ;  th?y 
are  ajl  Ijefoj-p  th.e  j-eadcr,  and  he  may  form  his  opinion. 


U4 
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LETTER    XIL 

FROM    MR.   ADDISON. 

November  2,  1713. 

T  HAVE  received  your  letter,  and  am  glad  to  find 
that  you  have  laid  fo  good  a  fcheme  for  your 
great  undertaking.  I  queftion  not  but  the  ^Profe 
will  require  as  much  care  as  the  Poetry,  but  the 
variety  will  give  yourfelf  fome  relief,  and  more 
pleafure  to  your  readers. 

You  gave  me  leave  once  to  take  the  liberty  of 
a  friend,  in  advifmg  you  not  to  content  yourfelf 
with  one  half*  of  the  nation  for  your  admirers, 
when  you  might  command  them  all.  If  I  might 
take  the  freedom  to  repeat  it,  L  would  on  this  occa- 
fion.  .  I  think  you  are  very  happy  that  you  are  out  of 
the  Fray,  and  I  hope  all  your  undertakings  will  turn 
to  the  better  account  for  it. 

You  fee  how  I  prefume  on  your  friendfliip  in 
taking  all  this  freedom  with  you :  but  I  already  fancy 
that  we  have  lived  many  years  together  in  an  unre- 
ferved  converfation ;  and  that  we  may  do  fo  many 
more,  is  the  fmcere  wi(h  of 

Your,  etc. 

'  The  notes  to  his  tranflation  of  Homer.  Warburton. 

*  The  Tories.     This  advice  appears  equally  difintcreftcd  and 
kind. 
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LETTER     XIII. 
TO    MR.   ADDISON. 

^Y'^ouR  laft  is  the  more  obliging,  as  it  hints  at 
feme  little  niceties  in  my  conduft,  which 
your  candour  and  afFedion  prompts  you  to  recom- 
mend to  me,  and  which  (fo  trivial  as  things  of  this 
nature  feem)  are  yet  of  no  flight  confequence,  to 
people  whom  every  body  talks  of,  and  every  body 
as  he  pleafes.  'Tis  a  fort  of  Tax  that  attends  an 
eflate  in  ParnaiTus,  which  is  often  rated  much  higher 
than  in  proportion  to  the  fmail  pofTefTion  an  author 
holds.  For  indeed  an  author,  who  is  once  come 
upon  the  town,  is  enjoyed  without  being  thanked 
for  the  pleafure,  and  fometimes  ill-treated  by  thofe 
very  perfons  who  firfl  debauched  him.  Yet,  to 
tell  you  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  I  am  no  way  dif- 
pleafed  that  I  have  offended  the  violent  of  all  parties 
already ;  and  at  the  fame  time  I  alTure  you  confci- 
entioufly,  I  feel  not  the  leaft  malevolence  or  re- 
fentment  again  ft  any  of  thofe  who  mifreprefent 
me,  or  are  diiTatisfied  with  me.  This  frame  of  mind 
is  fo  eafy,  that  I  am  perfedly  content  with  my  con- 
dition. 

As  I  hope,  and  would  flatter  myfelf,  that  you 
know  me  and  my  thoughts  fo  entirely  as  never 
to  be  miftaken  in  either,   fo  'tis  a  pleafure  to  me 

7  that 
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that  you  guefled  fo  right  in  regard  to  the  author 
of  that  Guardian  *  you  mentioned.  But  I  am  forry 
to  find  it  has  taken  air,  that  I  have  fome  hand 
in  thofe  papers,  becaufe  I  write  fo  very  few  as 
neither  to  deferve  the  credit  of  fuch  a  report  with 
fome  p>eople,  nor  the  difrepute  of  it  with  others. 
An  honeft  Jacobite  fpoke  to  me  the  fenfe  or  non- 
fenfe  of  the  weak  part  of  his  party  very  fairly, 
that  the  good  people  took  it  ill  of  me,  that  I  writ 
with  Steele,  though  upon  never  fo  indifferent  fub- 
jeds.  This,  I  know,  you  will  laugh  at  as  well 
as  I  do;  yet  I  doubt  not  but  many  little  calum- 
niators and  perfons  of  four  difpofitions  will  take 
occafion  hence  to  befpatter  me.  I  confefs  I  fcorn 
narrow  fouls,  of  all  parties,  and  if  I  renounce  my 
reafon  in  religious  matters,  I'll  hardly  do  it  in  any 
other. 

I  can't  imagine  whence  it  comes  to  pafs  that 
the  few  Guardians  I  have  written  are  fo  generally 
known  for  mine  r  that  in  particular  which  you 
mention  I  never  difcovered  to  any  man  but  the  pub- 
lifher,  till  very  lately:  yet  almofl:  every  body  told 
me  of  it. 

As  to  his  taking  a  more  politic  turn,  I  cannot 
any  way  enter  into  that  fecret,  nor  have  I  been 
let  into  it,  any  more  than  into  the  reft:  of  his  politics. 

Though 

♦  Pofllbly  the  ironical  praife  of  Phillips's  Paflorals,  which 
deceived,  it  is  faid,  Steele,  but  not  Addifon,  who  immediately 
knew  the  author  to  be  Pope  himfelf. 
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Though  'tis  faid  he  will  take  into  thefe  papers  alfo 

feveral    fubjefts    of    the   politer    kind,    as    before : 

but,  I  aflure  you,  as  to  myfelf,  I  have  quite  done 

with  them  for  the  future.     The  little  I  have  done, 

and  the  great  refpedl  I  bear  Mr.  Steele  as  a  man  of 

wit,  has  rendered  me  a  fufpe£ted  Whig  to  fome  of 

the  violent ;  but  (as  old  Dryden  faid  before  me)  'tis 

not  the  violent  I  defign  to  pleafe  *. 

I  generally    employ   the    mornings   in    painting 

with  Mr.  Jervas  ^,  and  the   evenings  in  the  conver- 

fation  of  fuch  as  I  think  can  moft  improve  my  mind, 

of   whatever   denomination   they   are.     I  ever  muft: 

fet  the  higheft  value  upon  men  of  truly  great,  that 

is,    honeft   principles,    with   equal  capacities.      The 

beft    way    I    know    of    overcoming    calumny    and 

raifconftrudion,   is   by   a  vigorous   perfeverance   in 

every  thing  we  know  to  be  right,  and  a  total  negled 

of  all  that  can  enfue  from  it.     'Tis  partly  from  this 

maxim  that  I  depend  upon  your  friendfliip,  becaufe  I 

believe  it  would  do  juftice  to  my  intention  in  evei*y 

thing  ;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  (as  the 

world  goes)   this  is  no  fmall  aflurance  I  repofe  in 

you.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 

*  But  poor  Dryden  could  not  fay  this  with  truth.     How  much 
did  he  write  to  pleafe  the  violent !  Warton. 

*  Sec  the  Epiftle  to  him  in  verfe,  writ  about  this  time.       Pope. 
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LETTER    XIV. 
TO  MR.  ADDISON. 

December  14,  1 7 13, 

T  HAVE  been  lying  in  wait  for  my  own  imagi- 
nation, this  week  and  more,  and  watching 
what  thoughts  came  up  in  the  whirl  of  the  fancy, 
that  were  worth  communicating  to  you  in  a  letter. 
But  I  am  at  length  convinced  that  my  rambling 
head  can  produce  nothing  of  that  fort ;  fo  I  mud 
€*en  be  contented  with  telling  you  the  old  ftory, 
that  I  love  you  heartily.  I  have  often  found  by 
experience,  that  nature  and  truth,  though  never 
fo  low  or  vulgar,  are  yet  pleafmg  when  openly 
and  artlefsly  reprefented :  it  would  be  diverting 
to  me  to  read  the  vei*y  letters  of  an  infant,  could 
it  write  its  innocent  inconfiftencies  and  tautologies 
jufl  as  it  thought  them.  This  makes  me  hope  a 
letter  from  me  will  not  be  unwelcome  to  you,  when 
I  am  confcious  I  write  with  more  unrefervednefs 
than  ever  man  wrote,  or  perhaps  talked  to  another. 
I  truft  your  good-nature  with  the  whole  range  of 
my  follies,  and  really  love  you  fo  well,  that  I 
would  rather  you  fliould  pardon  me  than  efteem 
me;  fince  one  is  an  acl  of  goodnefs  and  bene- 
volence, the  other  a  kind  of  conflraincd  defer- 
ence. 

You 
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You  can't  wonder  my  thoughts  are  fcarce  con- 
fiftent,  when  I  tell  you  how  they  are  diflraded. 
Every  hour  of  my  life  my  mind  is  flrangely  divided ; 
this  minute  perhaps  I  am  above  the  ftars,  with  a 
thoufand  fyftems  round  about  me,  looking  forward 
into  a  vaft  abyfs,  and  lofmg  my  whole  comprehen- 
fion  in  the  boundlefs  fpace  of  Creation,  in  dialogues 
with  Whifton  and  the  Aftronomers ;  the  next 
moment  I  am  below  all  trifles  groveling  with  T  * 
in  the  very  centre  of  nonfenfe :  now  I  am  recreated 
with  the  brilk  fallies  and  quick  turns  of  wit  which 
Mr.  Steele  in  his  livelieft  and  freed  humours  darts 
about  him ;  and  now  levelling  my  application  to 
the  infignificant  obfervations  and  quirks  of  Gram- 
mar of  C  *  and  D  ♦.  Good  God!  what  an  incon- 
gruous animal  is  man  !  how  unfettled  in  his  beft 
part,  his  foul !  and  how  changing  and  variable  in 
his  frame  of  body  !  the  conftancy  of  the  one  fhook 
by  every  notion,  the  temperament  of  the  other 
affefted  by  every  blaft  of  wind  !  What  is  he  alto- 
gether but  one  mighty  inconfiftency  *  ;  ficknefs  and 
pain  is  the  lot  of  one  half  of  him  ;  doubt  and  fear 
the  portion  of  the  other !  What  a  buflle  we  make 
about  pafling  our  time,  when  all  our  fpace  is  but 
a  point !  what  aims  and  ambitions  are  crowded  into 
this  little  inftant  of  our  life,  which  (as  Shakefpear 
finely  words  it)  is  rounded  with  a  flecp  !     Our  whole 

extent 

*  Addifoii  muft   have  fmiled  at   receivinj^  a  letter  fo  full  of 
iolemn  declamation,  and  fo  many  trite  moralities !  Wax tom. 
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extent  of  being  is  no  more  in  the  eye  of  him  wha 
gave  it,  than  a  fcarce  perceptible  moment  of  dura- 
tion, Thofe  animals  whofe  circle  of  living  is  limited 
to  three  or  four  hours,  as  the  naturalifts  tell  us, 
are  yet  as  long-lived  and  poflefs  as  wide  a  fcene  of 
adion  as  man,  if  we  confider  him  with  a  view  to 
all  Space,  and  all  Eternity.  Who  knows  what 
plots,  what  atchievements  a  mite  may  perform  in 
his  kingdom  of  a  grain  of  dufl,  within  his  life  of 
fome  minutes ;  and  of  how  much  lefs  confideration 
than  even  this,  is  the  life  of  man  in  the  fight  of 
God,  who  is  from  ever,  and  for  ever  ? 

Who  that  thinks  in  this  train,  but  muft:  fee  the 
world,  and  its  contemptible  grandeurs,  leflen  before 
him  at  every  thought?  'Tis  enough  to  make  one 
remain  ftupified  in  a  poize  of  inaction,  void  of  all 
defires,  of  all  defigns,  of  all  friendfhips. 

But  we  muft  return  (through  our  very  condition  of 
being)  to  our  narrow  felves,  and  thofe  things  that 
afte£t  ourfelves :  our  palTions,  our  interefts  flow  in 
upon  us,  and  unphilofophize  us  into  mere  mortals^ 
For  my  part,  I  never  return  fo  much  into  myfelf,  as 
when  I  think  of  you,  whofe  friendfhip  is  one  of  the 
beft  comforts  I  have  for  the  infignificancy  of  myfelf. 
I  am  Your,  etc. 


Po7E  fays  of  this  Letter,  that  "  he  writes  with  more  unrefer'ved- 
**  nefs  than  ever  man  wrote,  or  perhaps  talked."  In  this  manner 
he  might  have  written  a  ferious  fermon,  quite  as  unrefervedly } 
for  the  whole  is  a  laboured,  not  to  fay  affeftedj  difcourfe. 
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LETTER    XV. 

TO    MR.   ADDISON. 

January  30,  17 13*14. 
•\7-ouR  letter  found  me  very  bufy  in  my  grand  un- 
dertaking, to  which  I  mufl:  wholly  give  myfelf 
up  for  fome  time,  unlefs  when  I  fnatch  an  hour  to 
pleafe  myfelf  with  a  diflant  converfation  with  you  and 
a  few  others,  by  writing.  'Tis  no  comfortable  pro- 
fped  to  be  refleding,  that  fo  long  a  fiege  as  that  of 
Troy  lies  upon  my  hands,  and  the  campaign  above 
half  over,  before  I  have  made  any  progrefs.  Indeed 
the  Greek  fortification,  upon  a  nearer  approach,  does 
not  appear  fo  formidable  as  it  did,  and  I  am  almofl 
apt  to  flatter  myfelf,  that  Homer  fecretly  feems  in- 
clined to  a  correfpondence  with  me,  in  letting  me  into 
a  good  part  of  his  intentions.  There  are,  indeed,  a 
fort  of  underling  auxiliars  to  the  difficulty  of  a  work, 
called  Commentators  and  Critics,  who  would  frighten 
many  people  by  their  number  and  bulk,  and  perplex 
our  progrefs  under  pretence  of  fortifying  their  author. 
Thefe  lie  very  low  in  the  trenches  and  ditches  tney 
themfelves  have  digged,  encompaffcd  with  dirt  of  their 
own  heaping  up ;  but,  I  think,  there  may  be  found 
a  method  of  coming  at  the  main  •wDrks  by  a  more 
fpeedy  and  gallant  way  than  by  mining  under  ground, 

8  that 
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that  is,  by  ufmg  the  poetical  engines,   wings,  and 
flying  over  their  heads ''. 

*  While  I  am  engaged  in  the  fight,  I  find  you  are 
concerned  how  I  fliall  be  paid,  and  are  folicitous  that 
I  may  not  have  the  ill  fate  of  many  difcarded  Generals, 
to  be  firft  envied  and  maligned,  then  perhaps  praifed, 
and  laflly  neglefted.  The  former  (the  conftant  at- 
tendant upon  all  great  and  laudable  enterprizes)  I  have 
already  experienced.  Some  have  faid  I  am  not  a 
mafter  in  the  Greek,  who  either  are  fo  themfelves  or 
are  net :  if  they  are  not,  they  can't  tell ;  and  if  they 
are,  they  can't  without  having  catechized  me.  But 
if  they  can  read,  (for,  I  know,  fome  critics  can,  and 
others  cannot,)  there  are  fairly  lying  before  them 
fome  fpecimens  of  my  tranflation  from  this  Author  in 
the  Mifcellanies,  which  they  are  heartily  welcome  to. 
I  have  met  with  as  much  malignity  another  way,  fome 
calling  me  a  Tory,  becaufe  the  heads  of  that  party 
have  been  diftinguifliingly  favourable  to  me ;  fome  a 
Whig,  becaufe  I  have  been  favoured  with  yours,  Mr. 

Congreve's, 

^  There  is  a  ftrange  confufion  ?n  this  long-continued  metaphor : 
fometimes  the  fcrtifications  fpoken  of  are  to  keep  the  ignorant  out; 
fometimes  to  let  them  in ;  and  fometimes  only  to  quibble  with  ; 
as  in  the  words  [jimler  pretence  of  fortifying  their  author'\.  But  it 
is  no  matter.  The  Critics  and  Commentators  are  to  be  abufed, 
and,  on  fuch  an  occafion,  any  thing  ferves  the  turn. 

Warburton. 

♦  Throughout  all  the  Letters  of  Pope  to  Addifon,  there  is 
a  ftiffnefs  and  ftudy,  that  feem  to  fliow  they  did  not  contaia 
fentiments  that  flowed  freely  and  unrefervedly  from  his  heart. 

Wabton, 
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Congreve's,  and  Mr.  Craggs*s  friendfhip,  and  of  late 
with  my  Lord  Halifax's  patronage  *.  How  much  more 
natural  a  conclufion  might  be  formed,  by  any  good- 
natured  man,  that  a  perfon  who  has  been  well  ufed 
by  all  fides,  has  been  ofFenfive  to  none.  This  mifer- 
able  age  is  fo  funk  between  animofities  of  Party  and 
thofe  of  Religion,  that  I  begin  to  fear,  mofl  men  have 
Politics  enough  to  make  (through  violence)  the  beft 
fcheme  of  government  a  bad  one  ;  and  Belief  enough 
to  hinder  their  own  falvation.  I  hope,  for  my  own 
part,  never  to  have  more  of  either  than  is  confident 
with  common  Juflice  and  Charity,  and  always  as  much 
as  becomes  a  Chriftian  and  honefl  man.  Though 
I  find  it  an  unfortunate  thing  to  be  bred  a  Papift  here, 
where  one  is  obnoxious  to  four  parts  in  five,  as  being 
fo  too  much  or  too  little ;  I  fhall  yet  be  eafy  under 
both  their  miftakes,  and  be  what  I  more  than  feem 
to  be,  for  I  fufter  for  it.  God  is  my  witnefs  that  I 
no  more  envy  you  Proteftants  your  places  and  pof- 
feflions,  than  I  do  our  Priefts  their  charity  or  learn- 
ing. I  am  ambitious  of  nothing  but  the  good  opinion 
of  good  men,  on  both  fides  j  for  I  know  that  one  vir- 
tue 

*  Lord  Halifax  talked,  and  talked  only,  of  granting  a  penficn 
to  Pope,  on  account  of  the  pleafure  he  profefled  he  felt  in  reading 
his  works.  This,  as  Pope  fays,  was  a  "  high  drain  of  generofity," 
but  it  came  to  nothing ;  and  HaHfax,  after  his  death,  was 
fitirifed  under  the  name  of  Bufo  : 

*'  Proud  as  Apollo  on  his  forked  hill, 

Sat  full  blown  Bufo,  pufF'd  by  every  quill." 
VOL.  Vir.  X 
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tue  of  a  free  fpirit  is  worth  more  than  all  the  virtues 
put  together  of  all  the  narrow-fouled  people  in  the 
world.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XVL 

TO    MR.   ADDISON. 

OtStober  lo^  r7i4. 
T  HAVE  been  acquainted  by  'one  of  my  friends, 
who  omits  no  opportunities  of  gratifying  me,  that 
you  have  lately  been  pleafed  to  fpeak  of  me  in  a  man- 
ner which  nothing  but  the  real  refpeft  I  have  for  you 
can  deferve*  May  I  hope  that  feme  late  malevolencies 
have  loft  their  eflFe£l  f  Indeed  it  is  neither  for  me  nor 
my  enemies,  to  pretend  to  tell  you  whether  I  am  your 
friend  or  not ;  but  if  you  would  judge  by  probabilities, 
I  beg  to  know  which  of  your  poetical  acquaintance 
has  fo  little  intereft  in  pretending  to  be  fo  ?  Methinks 
no  man  fhould  queftion  the  real  friendfhip  of  one  who 
defires  no  real  fervice.  I  am  only  to  get  as  much  from 
the  Whigs,  as  I  got  from  the  Tories,  that  is  to  fay. 
Civility  ;  being  neither  fo  proud  as  to  be  infenfible  of 
any  good  office,^  nor  fo  humble,  as  not  to  dare  heartily 

to  defpife  any  man  who  does  me  an  injuftice. 

I  will 

'  See   a   Letter  from   Mr.  Jerva^s,    and  the   Anfwcr    to  it, 
Na.  22,  23.  POPF.. 
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I  will  not  value  myfelf  upon  having  ever  guarded 
all  the  degrees  of  refpect  for  you  :  for  (to  fay  the 
truth)  all  the  world  fpeaks  well  of  you,  and  I  fhould 
be  under  a  neceffity  of  doing  the  fame,  whether  I 
cared  for  you  or  not. 

As  to  what  you  have  faid  of  me,  I  fhall  never  be- 
lieve that  the  author  of  Cato  can  fpeak  one  thing  and 
think  another.  As  a  proof  that  1  account  you  lincere, 
I  beg  a  favour  of  you :  it  is,  that  you  would  look 
over  the  two  firfl:  books  *  of  my  tranflation  of  Homer, 
which  are  in  the  hands  of  my  Lord  Halifax.  I  arii 
fenfible  how  much  the  reputation  of  any  poetical  work 
will  depend  upon  the  charader  you  give  it :  'tis  there- 
fore fome  evidence  of  the  truft  I  repofe  in  your  good- 
will, when  I  give  you  this  opportunity  of  fpeaking  ill 
of  me  with  juftice  ;  and  yet  exped  you  will  tell  me 
your  trueft  thoughts,  at  the  fame  time  that  you  tell 
others  your  mod  favourable  ones. 

I  have  a  farther  requeft,  which  I  muft  prefs  with 
earneftnefs.  My  bookfeller  is  reprinting  the  Eflay  on 
Criticifm,  to  which  you  have  done  too  much  honour 
in  your  Spectator  of  No.  253.  The  period  in  that 
paper,  where  you  fay,  "  I  have  admitted  fome  flrokes 
"  of  ill-nature  into  that  Eflay,"  is  the  only  one  I  could 
wifh  omitted  of  all  you  have  written ;  but  I  would 

not 

*  This  muft  have  been  a  mortlf)  ing  and  an  embarrafilng  requefl 
to  Addifon,  if  at  that  time  he  had  aAually  traiiflated  the  firft  book, 
of  Homer.     This  is  the  laft  Letter  to  Addifon  in  this  collection. 

Warton, 
X  2 
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not  defire  it  fhould  be  fo,  unlefs  I  had  the  merit  of 
removing  your  objedion.  I  beg  you  but  to  point  out 
thofe  flrokes  to  me,,  and,  you  may  be  alTured,  they 
fhall  be  treated  without  mercy. 

Since  we  are  upon  proofs  of  fmcerity  (which  I  am 
pretty  confident  will  turn  to  the  advantage  of  us  both 
in  each  other's  opinion)  give  me  leave  to  name  another 
paflage  in  the  fame  Spedator,  which  I  wifh  you  would 
alter.  It  is  where  you  mention  an  obfervation  upon 
Homer's  Verfes  of  Sifyphus's  Stone,  as  never  ^  having 
been  made  before  by  any  of  the  Critics ;  I  happened 
to  find  the  fame  in  Dionyfius  of  Halicarnaflus's  Trea- 
tife,  ITrp)  o-ufS/o-fw?  ouo^c/.Tui/,  who  treats  very  largely 
upon  thefe  verfes.  1  know  you  will  think  fit  to  foften 
your  expreflion,  when  you  fee  the  paflage  j  which  you 
muft  needs  have  read,  though  it  be  fince  flipt  out  of 
your  memory.     I  am,  with  the  utmoft  efleem. 

Your,  etc. 

*^  Thefe  words  are  fince  left  out  in  Mr.  Tickell's  Edition,  but 
were  extant  in  all  during  Mi-.  Addifon's  life.  Pope. 

There  is  a  long  note  of  Broome's  in  the  Eleventh  Book  of 
the  Odyfley,  on  the  firll  verfes  of  this  defcriplion  being  clogged 
with  fpondees,  and.  long  fyllabks,  and  an  hiatus  ;  whereas,  in 
the  laft  line,  there  is  but  one  fpondee,  not  one  monofyllable,  nor 
one  hiatus.  Warton. 
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LETTER     XVII. 

TO   THE    HONOURABLE  *. 

June  8,  1714. 
►-T^HE  queflion  you  afk  in  relation  to  Mr.  Addifon 
and  Philips,  1  fhall  anfwer  in  a  few  words.  Mr. 
Philips  did  exprefs  himfelf  with  much  indignation 
againfl  me  one  evening  at  Button's  CofTee-houfe  (as 
I  was  told)  faying,  that  I  was  entered  into  a  cabal 
with  Dean  Swift  and  others  to  write  againfl  the  Whig- 
Interefl,  and  in  particular  to  undermine  his  own  repu- 
tation, and  tl\at  of  his  friends  Steele  and  Addifon : 
but  Mr.  Philips  ^lever  opened  his  lips  to  my  face,  on 
this  or  any  like  occafion,  though  1  was  almofl:  every 
night  in  the  fame  room  with  him,  nor  ever  offered 
me  any  indecorum.  Mr.  Addifon  came  to  me  a  night 
or  two  after  Philips  had  talked  in  this  idle  manner, 
and  aiTured  me  of  his  difbelief  of  what  had  been  faid, 
of  the  friendfhip  we  (hould  always  maintain,  and  defired 
I  would  fay  nothing  further  of  it.  My  Lord  Halifax 
did  me  the  honour  to  flir  in  this  matter,  by  fpeaking 
to  feveral  people  to  obviate  a  falfe  afperfion,  which 
might  have  done  me  no  fmall  prejudice  with  one  party. 
However  Philips  did  all  he  could  fecretly  to  continue 
the  report  with  the  Hanover  Club,  and  kept  in  his 

hands 

*  James  Craggs. 

^3 


3IO  LETTERS    TO   AND 

hands  the  fubfcriptions  paid  for  me  to  him,  as  Secretary 
to  that  Club.  The  heads  of  it  have  fmce  given  him  to 
underftand,  that  they  take  it  ill ;  but  (upon  the  terms 
I  ought  to  be  with  fuch  a  man)  I  would  not  afk  him 
for  this  money,  but  commifiioned  one  of  the  Players, 
his  equals,  to  receive  it.  This  is  the  whole  matter ; 
but  as  to  the  fecret  grounds  of  this  malignity,  they 
will  make  a  very  pleafant  hiftory  when  we  meet.  Mr. 
Congreve  and  fome  others  have  been  much  diverted 
with  it,  and  moft  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  Hanover 
Club  have  made  it  the  fubjeft  of  their  ridicule  on  their 
Secretary.  It  is  to  this  management  of  Philips  that  the 
world  owes  Mr.  Gay's  Paftorals.  The  ingenious 
author  is  extremely  your  fervant,  and  would  have 
complied  with  your  kind  invitation,  but  that  he  is 
juft  how  appointed  Secretary  *  to  my  Lord  Clarendon, 
in  his  embafly  to  Hanover. 

I  am  fenfible  of  the  zeal  and  friendlhip  with  which, 
I  am  fure,  you  will  always  defend  your  friend  in  his 
abfence,  from  all  thofe  little  tales  and  calumnies,  which 
a  man  of  any  genius  or  merit  is  born  to.  I  fhall  never 
complain  while  I  am  happy  in  fuch  noble  defenders, 
and  in  fuch  contemptible  opponents.  May  their  envy 
and  ill-nature  ever  increafe,  to  the  glory  and  pleafure 
of  thofe  they  would  injure ;  may  they  reprefent  me 
what  they  will,  as  long  as  you  think  me,  what  I  am. 

Your,  etc. 

*  Gay  was  appointed  to  attend  Lord  Clarendon  to  Hanover,  to 
announce  to  the  Eleftor  the  illuefs  of  the  Queen. 
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July  12,  1714. 
*\rou  mention  the  account  I  gave  you  fome  time 
ago  of  the  things  whicfi  Philips  faid  in  his  fool- 
iflmefs  :  but  I  can't  tell  from  any  thing  in  your  letter, 
whether  you  received  a  long  one  from  me  about  a 
fortnight  fmce.  It  was  principally  intended  to  thank 
you  for  the  laft  obliging  favour  you  did  me  ;  and  per- 
haps for  that  reafon  you  pafs  it  in  filence.  I  there 
launched  into  fome  account  of  my  temporal  affairs, 
and  intend  now  to  give  you  fome  hints  of  my  fpiritual. 
The  conclufion  of  your  letter  draws  this  upon  you, 
where  you  tell  me  you  prayed  for  me.  Your  pro- 
ceeding, Sir,  is  contrary  to  that  of  mod  other  friends, 
who  never  talk  of  praying  for  a  man  after  they  have 
done  him  a  fervice,  but  only  when  they  will  do  him 
none.  Nothing  can  be  more  kind  than  the  hint  you 
give  me  of  the  vanity  of  human  fciences,  which,  I 
aflTure  you,  I  am  daily  more  convinced  of ;  and  indeed 
i  have,  for  fome  years  pafl:,  looked  upon  all  of  them 
no  better  than  amufements.  To  make  them  the  ulti- 
mate end  of  our  purfuit,  is  a  miferable  and  {hort  am*- 
bition,  which  will  drop  from  us  at  every  little  difap- 
pointment  here,  and  even,  in  cafe  of  no  difappoint* 
raents  here,  will  infallibly  defert  us  hereafter.  The 
utmofl  fame  they  are  capable  of  bedewing,  is  never 

X  4  •  worth 
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worth  the  pains  they  coll  us,  and  the  time  they  lofe 
us.     If  you  attain  the  top  of  your  defires  that  way, 
all  thofe  who  envy  you  will  do  you  harm  ;  and  of 
thofe  who  admire  you,  few  will  do  you  good.     The 
unfuccefsful  writers  are  your  declared  enemies,  and 
probably  the  fuccefsful  your  fecret  ones :  for  thofe 
hate  not  more  to  be  excelled,  than  thefe  to  be  rivalled: 
and  at  the  upfhot,  after  a  life  of  perpetual  application, 
you  refledl  that  you  have  been  doing  nothing  for  your- 
felf,  and  that  the  fame  or  lefs  induflry  might  have 
gained  you,  a  friendfhip  that  can  never  deceive  or  end, 
a  fatisfadtion,  which  praife  cannot  bellow  nor  vanity 
feel,  and  a  glory,  which  (though  in.  one  refpeft  like 
fame,  not  to  be  had  till  after  death)  yet  Ihall  be  felt 
and  enjoyed  to  eternity.     Thefe,  dear  Sir,  are  un- 
feignedly  my  fentiments,  whenever  I  think  at  all :  for 
half  the  things  that  employ  our  heads  deferve  not  the 
name  of  thoughts,  they  are  only  ftronger  dreams  of 
impreffions  upon   the   imagination  ;    our  fchemes  of 
government,  our  fyllems  of  philofophy,  our  golden 
worlds  of  poetry,  are  all  but  fo  many  Ihadowy  images, 
and  airy  profpeds,  which  arife  to  us  but  fo  much  the 
livelier  and  more  frequent,  as  we  are  more  overcall 
with  the  darknefs,  and  dilturbed  with  the  fumes,  of 
human  vanity. 

The  fame  thing  that  makes  old  men  willing  to  leave 

this  world,  makes  me  willing  to  leave  poetry,  long 

habit,  and  wearinefs  of  the  fame  track.     Homer  will 

work  a  cure  upon  me  j  fifteen  thoufand  verfes  are  equi- 

7  valent 
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valent  to  fourfcore  years,  to  make  one  old  in  rhyme : 
and  I  fhould  be  forry  and  afliamed,  to  go  on  jingling 
to  the  lafl;  ftep,  like  a  waggoner's  horfe,  in  the  fame 
road,  and  fo  leave  my  bells  to  the  next  filly  animal 
that  will  be  proud  of  them.  That  man  makes  a 
mean  figure  in  the  eyes  of  Reafon,  who  is  meafuring 
fyllables  and  coupling  rhymes,  when  he  fhould  be 
mending  his  own  foul,  and  fecuring  his  own  immor- 
tality. If  I  had  not  this  opinion,  I  fhould  be  unwor- 
thy even  of  jhofe  fmall  and  limited  parts  which  God 
has  given  me  ;  and  unworthy  of  the  friendfhip  of  fuch 
a  man  as  you.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XIX. 

July  25,   i;i4. 

T  HAVE  no  better  excufe  to  offer  you,  that  I  have 

omitted  a  tafk  naturally  fo  pleafmg  to  me  as  con- 

verfmg  upon  paper  with  you,  but  that  my  time  and 

eyes  '  have   been   wholly   employed   upon   Homer  *^ 

whom, 

*  Of  t,hc  ftate  of  his  mind,  after  he  had  undertaken  to  tranf- 
late  the  Iliad,  he  gave  the  following  account  to  Mr.  Spencc,  from 
whofe  anecdotes  I  tranfcribed  it.  "  What  horrible  moments  does 
one  feel  after  liaving  engaged  for  a  large  work  :  in  the  begin- 
ning of  my  tninnattiig  Homer,  1  wifhed  any  body  would  hang 
me,  a  hundred  times  !      It  fat  fo  very  heavily  on  my  mind  at  firll, 

that 
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whom,  I  alinofl:  fear,  I  (hall  find  but  one  way  of  imi- 
tating, which  is,  in  his  blindnefs.  I  am  perpetually 
afllided  with  head-achs,  that  very  much  afi'ecl  my 
fight,  and  indeed  fmce  my  coming  hither  I  have  fcarce 
pafTed  an  hour  agreeably,  except  that  in  which  I  read 
your  letter.  I  would  ferioufly  have  you  think,  you 
have  no  man  who  more  truly  knows  to  place  a  right 
value  on  your  friendfliip,  than  he  who  leafl  deferves 
it  on  all  other  accounts  than  his  due  fenfe  of  it.  But, 
let  me  tell  you,  you  can  hardly  guefs  what  a  talk  you 
undertake,  when  you  profefs  yourfelf  my  friend ; 
there  are  fome  Tories  who  will  take  you  for  a  Whig, 
fome  Whigs  who  will  take  you  for  a  Tory,  fome 
Proteftants  who  will  efteem  you  a  rank  Papift,  and 
fome  Papifls  who  will  account  you  a  Heretic. 

I  find  by  dear  experience,  we  live  in  an  age,  where 
it  is  criminal  to  be  moderate ;  and  where  no  one  man 
can  be  allowed  to  be  juil  to  all  men.  The  notions 
of  right  and  wrong  are  fo  far  ftrained,  that  perhaps 
to  be  in  the  right  fo  very  violently  may  be  of  worfe 
confequence  than  to  be  eafily  and  quietly  in  the  wrong. 
I  really  wifii  all  men  fo  well,  that,  I  am  fatisfied,  but 

few 


tl^at  I  often  ufed  to  dream  of  it ;  and  even  do  fo  fometimes  ftill 
to  this  day  :  my  dream  ufually  was,  that  I  had  fet  out  on  a  very 
long  journey,  puzzled  which  way  to  take,  and  full  of  fears  that 
I  {hould  never  get  to  the  end  of  it.  When  I  fell  into  the  method 
of  tranflating  thirty  or  forty  lines  before  I  got  up,  and  piddled 
with  it  the  reft  of  the  morning,  it  went  on  eafily  enough  ;  and 
when  I  waa  thoroughly  got  into  the  way  of  it,  I  did  the  reft  with 
pleafure.'*  Wap.tox. 
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few  can  wifli  me  fo  ;  but  if  thofe  few  are  fuch  as  tell 
me  they  do,  I  am  content,  for  they  are  the  bed 
people  I  know.  While  you  believe  me  what  I  profefs 
as  to  religion,  I  can  bear  any  thing  the  bigoted  may  fay  ; 
while  Mr.  Congreve  likes  my  poetry,  I  can  endure 
Dennis,  and  a  thoufand  more  like  him  ;  while  the 
nioft  honed  and  moral  of  each  party  think  me  no  ill 
man,  I  can  eafily  bear  that  the  mod  violent  and  mad 
of  all  parties  rife  up  to  throw  dirt  at  me. 

I  mud  exped:  an  hundred  attacks  upon  the  publi- 
cation of  my  Homer.  Whoever  in  our  times  would 
be  a  profelfor  of  learning  above  his  fellows,  ought  at 
the  very  fird  to  enter  the  world  with  the  condancy  and 
refolution  of  a  primitive  Chridian,  and  be  prepared 
to  fufter  all  fort  of  public  perfecution.  It  is  certainly 
to  be  lamented,  that  if  any  man  does  but  endeavour  to 
didinguidi  himfelf,  or  gratify  others  by  his  dudies,  he 
is  immediately  treated  as  a  common  enemy,  indead'of 
being  looked  upon  as  a  common  friend  ;  and  aflaulted 
as  generally  as  if  his  whole  defign  were  to  prejudice 
the  State  or  ruin  the  Public.  I  will  venture  to  fay, 
no  man  ever  rofe  to  any  degree  of  perfeftion  in  writing, 
but  through  obdinacy  and  an  inveterate  refolution 
againd  the  dream  of  mankind  :  fo  that  if  the  world 
has  received  any  benefit  from  the  labours  of  the 
learned,  it  was  in  its  own  defpite.  For  when  fird 
they  effay  their  parts,  all  people  in  general  are  pre- 
judiced againd  new  beginners ;  and  when  they  have 
got  a  little  above  contempt,  then  fome  particular  pcr- 

fons. 
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fons,  who  were  before  unfortunate  in  their  own  at- 
tempts, are  fworn  foes  to  them  only  becaufe  they  fuc- 

ceed Upon  the  whole,  one  may  fay  of  the  beft 

writers,  that  they  pay  a  fevere  fine  for  their  fame,  which 
it  is  always  in  the  power  of  the  moft  worthlefs  part 
of  mankind  to  levy  upon  them  when  they  pleafe. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XX. 

TO    MR.   JERVAS. 

July  28,  1714., 
JAM  juft  entered  upon  the  old  way  of  life  again, 

flecp  and  mufmg.  It  is  my  employment  to  revive 
the  old  of  pad  ages  to  the  prefent,  as  it  is  yours  to 
tranfmit  the  young  of  the  prefent,  to  the  future.  I 
am  copying  the  great  mafter  in  one  art,  with  the 
fame  love  and  diligence  with  which  the  Painters  here- 
after will  copy  you  in  another. 

Thus  Ifhould  begin  my  Epiflle  to  you,  if  it  were 
a  Dedicatory  one.  But  as  it  is  a  friendly  letter,  you 
are  to  find  nothing  mentioned  in  your  own  praife 
but  what  one  only  in  the  world  is  witnefs  to,  your 
particular  good-natured  offices  to  me. 

I  am  cut  out  from  any  thing  but  common  acknow- 
ledgments, or  common  difcouife  :  the  firft  you  would 
take  ill,  though  1  told  but  half  what  I  ought  :  fo,  in 

fiiort,,  the  lafl  oply  remains. 

And 
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And  as  for  the  laft,  what  can  you  expe£t  from  a 
man  who  has  not  talked  thefe  five  days  ?  who  is  with- 
drawing his  thoughts,  as  far  as  he  can,  from  all  the 
prefent  world,  its  culloms,  and  its  manners,  to  be 
fully  pofTeiTed  and  abforbed  in  the  pafl:  ?  When  people 
talk  of  going  to  Church,  I  think  of  facrifices  and  liba- 
tions ;  when  I  fee  the  parfon,  I  addrefs  him  as  Chryfes 
prieft  of  Apollo  ;  and  inftead  of  the  Lord's  Prayer,  I 
begin, 

God  of  the  filver  bow,  etc. 

While  you  in  the  world  are  concerned  about  the  Pro- 
teftant  Succeflion,  I  confider  only  how  Menelaus  may 
Vecover  Helen,  and  the  Trojan  war  be  put  to  a  fpeedy 
conclufion.  I  never  inquire  if  the  Queen  be  well  or 
not,  but  heartily  wi(h  to  be  at  Hedor's  funeral.  The 
only  things  1  regard  in  this  life,  are  whether  my  friends 
are  well?  whether  my  Tranflation  go  well  on?  whe- 
ther Dennis  be  writing  criticifms  ?  whether  any  body 
will  anfwer  him,  fmce  I  don't  ?  and  whether  Lintoc 
be  not  yet  broke  ? 

I  am,  etc. 
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LETTER    XXL 

TO   THE    SAME. 

Auguft  1 6,  1714, 

T  THANK  you  for  your  good  offices,  which  are  num- 

berlefs.     Homer  advances  fo  faft,  that  he  begins 

to  look  about  for  the  ornaments  he  is  to  appear  in, 

Kke  a  raodifh  modern  author : 

Pidlure  in  the  front, 
With  bays  and  wicked  rhyme  upon't. 

I  have  the  greateft  proof  in  nature  at  prefent  of  the 
amufmg  power  of  Poetry,  for  it  takes  me  up  fo  en- 
tirely, that  I  fcarce  fee  what  palfes  under  my  nofe, 
and  hear  nothing  that  is  faid  about  me.  To  follow 
poetry  as  one  ought,  one  muft  forget  father  and  mo- 
ther, and  cleave  to  it  alone.  My  Reverie  has  been 
fo  deep,  that  I  have  fcarce  had  an  interval  to  think 
myfelf  uneafy  in  the  want  of  your  company.  I  now 
and  then  juft  mifs  you  as  I  ftep  into  bed  ;  this  minute 
indeed  I  want  extremely  to  fee  you,  the  next  I  fhali 
dream  of  nothing  but  the  taking  of  Troy,  or  the 
recovery  of  Brifeis. 

I  fancy  no  friendfliip  is  fo  likely  to  prove  lading  as 
ours,  becaufe,  I  am  pretty  fure,  there  never  was  a 
friendfhip  of  fo  eafy  a  nature.  We  neither  of  us 
demand  any  mighty  things  from  each  other  ;  what 
Vanity  we  have  experts  its  gratification  from  other 
8  people. 
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people.     It  is  not  I,  that  am  to  tell  you  what  an  Artifl: 
you  are,  nor  is  it  you  that  are  to  tell  me  what  a  Poet 
I  am  ;  but  'tis  from  the  world  abroad  we  hope  (pioufly 
hope)  to  hear  thefe  things.     At  home  we  follow  our 
bufmefs,  when  we  have  any ;  and  think  and  talk  mofl 
of  each  other  when  we  have  none.     *Tis  not  unlike 
the  happy  friendfliip  of  a  flayed  man  and  his  wife, 
who  are  feldom  fo  fond  as  to  hinder  the  bufmefs  of 
the  houfe  from  going  on  all  day,  or  fo  indolent  as  not 
to  find  confolation  in  each  other  every  evening.    Thus 
well-meaning  couples  hold  in  amity  to  the  lafl,  by  not 
expecting  too  much  from  human  nature;  while  ro- 
mantic friendfhips,  like  violent  loves,  begin  with  dif- 
quiets,  proceed  to  jealoufies,  and  conclude  in  animo- 
fities  *.     I  have  lived  to  fee  the  fierce  advancement, 
!he  fudden  turn,  and  the  abrupt  period,  of  three  or 
four  of  thefe  enormous  friendfhips,  and  am  peifeclly 
convinced  of  the  truth  of  a  maxim  we  once  agreed  in, 
that  nothing  hinders  the  conflant  agreement  of  people 
who  live  together,  but  merely  vanity ;  a  fecret  infifl- 
ing  upon  what  they  think  their  dignity  of.  merit,  and 
an  inward  expedation  of  fuch  an  Over-meafure  of 
deference  and  regard,  as  anfwers  to  their  own  extra- 
vagant falfe  fcale  ;  and  which  nobody  can  pay,  becaufe 
none  but  themfelves  can  tell,  exaclly,  to  what  pitch 
it  amounts.  I  am,  etc. 

♦  This  was  afterwards  esaAly  his  own  cafe,  with  regard  to  Ladjr 
Montasfu.  ■  v 
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LETTER    XXII. 
MR.   JERVAS   TO    MR.   POPE. 

Auguft  20,  1714- 
T  HAVE  a  particular  to  tell  you  at  this  time,  which 
pleafes  me  fo  much,  that  you^mufl  exped  a  more 
than  ordinary  alacrity  in  every  turn.  You  know  I 
could  keep  you  in  fufpence  for  twenty  lines,  but  I 
will  teil  you  diredly,  that  Mr.  Addifon  and  I  have 
had  a  converfation,  that  it  would  have  been  worth 
your  while  to  have  been  placed  behind  the  wainfcot, 
or  behind  fome  half-length  pidure,  to  have  heard. 
He  affured  me,  that  he  would  make  ufe  not  only  of 
his  intereff ,  but  oi  his  art,  to  do  you  fome  fervice ; 
he  did  not  mean  his  art  of  poetry,  but  his  art  at 
Court ;  and  he  Is  fenfible  that  nothing  can  have  a 
better  air  for  himfelf  than  moving  in  your  favour, 
efpecially  fince  infmuations  were  fpread,  tliat  he  did 
not  care  you  fliould  profper  too  much  as  a  Poet.  He 
protefts  that  it  fhallnot  be  his  fault,  if  there  is  not  the 
belt  intelh'gence  in  the  world,  and  the  mofl  hearty 
friendfhip,  etc.  He  owns,  he  was  afraid  Dr.  Swift 
might  have  carried  you  too  far  among  the  enemy, 
during  the  heat  of  the  animofity  j  but  now  all  is  fafe, 
and  you  are  efcaped,  even  in  his  opinion.  I  promifed 
in  your  name,  like  a  good  Godfather,  not  that  you 

fhould 
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fhould  renounce  the  devil  and  all  his  works,  but  that 
you  would  be  delighted  to  find  him  your  friend,  merely 
for  his  own  fake ;  therefore  prepare  yourfelf  for  fome 
civilities. 

I  have  done  Homer's  head,  fhadowed  and  height- 
ened carefully ;  and  I  inclofe  the  outline  of  the  fame 
fize,  that  you  may  determine  whether  you  would  have 
it  fo  large,  or  reduced  to  make  room  for  feuillage  or 
laurel  round  the  oval,  or  about  the  fquare  of  the 
Bufto  ?  perhaps  there  is  fomething  more  folemn  in 
the  image  itfelf,  if  I  can  get  it  well  performed. 

If  I  have  been  inflrumental  in  bringing  you  and 
Mr.  Addifon  together  with  all  fmcerity,  I  value  my- 
felf  upon  it  as  an  acceptable  piece  of  fervice  to  fuch  a 
one  as  I  know  you  to  be. 

Your,  etc. 


Sufficient  juftice  does  not  feemtobe  done  to  Jcrvas,  allwhofe 
Letters  evince  the  man  of  fenfe,  kindnefs,  benevolence,  and  fin- 
ceritv. 


VOL.  VII. 
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LETTER    XXm. 

MR.   POPE'S   ANSWER. 

Auguft  27,  1714- 
T  AM  jufl  arrived  from  Oxford,  very  well  diverted 
and  entertained  there.  Every  one  is  much  con- 
cerned for  the  Queen's  death.  No  panegyrics  ready 
yet  for  the  King. 

I  admire  your  whig-principles  of  refiftance  exceed- 
ingly, in  the  fpirit  of  the  Barcelonians  :  I  join  in  your 
wifh  for  them.  Mr.  Addifon's  verfes  on  Liberty, 
in  his  Letter  from  Italy,  would  be  a  good  form  of 
prayer  in  my  opinion,  0  Liberty !  thou  Goddefs  /  ea- 
venly  bright !  etc. 

What  you  mention  of  the  friendly  office  you  en- 
deavoured to  do  betwixt  Mr.  Addifon  and  me,  de- 
ferves  acknowledgments  on  my  part.  You  thoroughly 
know  my  regard  to  his  charafter,  and  my  propenfity 
to  teflify  it  by  all  ways  in  my  povver.  You  as  tho- 
roughly know  the  fcandalous  meannefs  of  that  pro- 
ceeding which  was  ufed  by  Philips,  to  make  a  man  I 
fo  highly  value,  fufpeft  my  difpofitions  towards  him. 
But  as,  after  all,  Mr.  Addifon  mufl  be  the  judge  in 
what  regards  himfelf,  and  has  feemed  to  be  no  very 
jufl  one  to  me  ;  fo,  I  mufl  own  to  you,  I  expedl  no- 
thing but  civility  from  him,  how  much  foever  I  wifh 
for  his  friendfhip.     As  for  any  ofHces  of  real  kindnefs 

8  or 
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tor  fervice  which  it  is  in  his  power  to  do  me,  I  fhould 
be  afhamed  to  receive  them  from  any  man  who  had 
no  better  opinion  of  my  Morals,  than  to  think  me  a 
Party-man :  nor  of  my  Temper,  than  to  believe  me 
capable  of  maligning,  or  envying  another's  reputation 
as  a  poet.  So  I  leave  it  to  time  Jo  convince  him  as 
to  both,  to  fhew  him  the  fhallow  depths  of  thofe  half- 
witted creatures  who  mif-informed  him,  and  to  prove 
that  I  am  incapable  of  endeavouring  to  leflen  a  perfon 
whom  I  would  be  proud  to  imitate,  and  therefore 
afhamed  to  flatter.  In  a  word,  Mr.  Addifon  *  is  fure 
of  my  refpect  at  all  times,  and  of  my  real  friendfhip, 
whenever  he  fliall  think  fit  to  know  me  for  what 
I  am. 

For  all  that  pafTed  betwixt  Dr.  Swift  f  and  me,  you 
know  the  whole  (without  referve)  of  our  correfpond- 

ence. 

*  Lady  Wortlcy  Montagu,  in  one  of  her  fprightly  and  elegant 
Letters  to  Pope,  fays,  "  I  received  the  news  of  Mr.  Addifon's 
being  declared  Secretary  of  State  with  the  kfs  furprize,  in  that 
I  know  that  poll  was  offered  to  him  before.  At  that  time  he  de- 
chned  it ;  and  I  really  beheve  he  would  have  done  well  to  have 
declined  it  now  :  fuch  a  poll  as  that,  and  fuch  a  wife  as  the 
Countefs,  do  not  feem  to  be,  in  prudence,  eligible  for  a  man  that 
is  afthmatic  ;  and  we  may  fee  the  day  Avhen  he  will  be  glad  to 
refign  them  both.  It  is  well  that  he  laid  afide  the  thoughts  of 
the  voluminous  Didtionary,  of  which  I  have  heard  you,  or  fome- 
body  elfe,  frequently  make  mention. —  Conjlantlnopley  171 /•"   •■ 

Warton. 

In  a  Letter  to  her  daughter,  the  Countefs  of  Bute,  fhe  fpeaks, 
as  (he  ever  did,  with  warmth  and  affeiS\ion,  of  Addifon, — "  He  was 
always  your  father's  friend,"  &c. 

f  There  ia  a  curious  account  given  by  Dr.  Kennct,  refpcft- 
ing   Swift's   interefting   himfelf    fo   much    in    favour   of    I'ops^ 

V  2  by 
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ence.  The  engagements  I  had  to  him,  were  fuch  as 
the  a£lual  fervices  he  had  done  me  in  relation  to  the 
fubfcription  for  Homer,  obliged  me  to.  I  mufl  have 
leave  to  be  grateful  to  him,  and  to  any  one  who  ferves 
me,  let  him  be  never  fo  obnoxious  to  any  party  :  nor 
did  the  Tory-party  ever  put  me  to  the  hardfliip  of  afk- 
ing  this  leave,  which  is  the  greateft  obligation  I  owe 
to  it ;  and  I  expe£t  no  greater  from  the  Whig-party 

than  the  fame  liberty. A  curfe  on  the  word  Party, 

which  I  have  been  forced  to  ufe  fo  often  in  this  pe- 
riod !  I  wifh  the  prefent  reign  *  may  put  an  end  to 
the  diflin6tion,  that  there  may  be  no  other  for  the 
future  than  that  of  Honed  and  Knave,  Fool  and  Man 
of  fenfe :  thefe  two  forts  mufl  always  be  enemies  ;  but 
for  the  reft,  may  all  people  do  as  you  and  I,  believe 
what  they  pleafe,  and  be  friends.  I  am,  etc. 


by  getting  fubfcriptions.  He  fays,  "  Dr.  Swift  entered  the 
room,  and  had  a  bow  from  all  prefent,  except  myfelf,  who,  I  mu(l 
confefs,  could  not  but  defpife  him.  He  inilrufteda  young  Noble- 
man, that  thebeft  poet  in  England  was  Mr.  Pope,  a  Papift,  who 
had  begun  a  tranflation  of  Homer,  for  which  he  mufl  have  them 
\x\\  fubfcnbe"   &c.      See  Johnfon's  Life  of  Pope. 

*  Unfortunately  it  did  not  put  an  end  to  party-diftinC^iions ; 
but,  by  profcribing  the  Tories,  heightened  and  continued  the  ani- 
mofity  of  both  parties.  Warton. 

The  fame  idea  was  held  out  at  the  commencement  of  the  reign 
of  George  I.  and  George  II.  Swift,  fpcaking  of  the  acceflion  of 
George  II.  writes  thus  to  Dr.  Sheridan  : 

**  The  talk  is  now  of  a  woJerating  fcheme,  wherein  nobody  fhall 
"  be  ufed  the  better  or  the  worfe  for  being  called  a  Whig  or  Tory, 
**  and  the  King  hath  received  both  with  great  equality  ;  fliewing 
"  civilities  to  feveral  who  are  openly  known  to  be  the  latter.  I 
*'  prevailed  with  a  dozen,  that  we  fhould  go  in  a  line  to  kifs  the 
"  King  and  Queen's  hands.  We  have  now  done  with  repining,  if 
*'  we  are  ufed  well,  ar\d  not  bai/eJ  as  formerly,"  Sec. 
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LETTER   XXIV. 

TO   THE  EARL    OF   HALLIFAX. 

My  Lord,  December  i,  1714. 

T  AM  obliged  ro  you  both  for  the  favours  you  have 

done  me,  and  for  thofe  you  intend  me.  1  diftrufl 
neither  your  will  nor  your  memory,  when  it  is  to  do 
good :  and  if  ever  I  become  troublefome  or  folicitous, 
it  mud  not  be  out  of  expectation,  but  out  of  grati- 
tude. Your  Lordfliip  may  either  caufeme  to  live 
agreeably  in  the  town,  or  contentedly  in  the  countr)-, 
which  is  really  all  the  difference  I  fet  between  an  eafy 
fortune  and  a  fmall  one.  It  is  indeed  a  high  flrain  of 
generofity  in  you,  to  think  of  making  me  eafy  all  my 
life,  only  becaufe  1  have  been  fo  happy  as  to  divert 
you  fome  few  hours  :  but  if  I  may  have  leave  to  add, 
it  is  becaufe  you  think  me  no  enemy  to  my  native 
country,  there  will  appear  a  better  reafon  ;  for  I  mud 
of  confequencc  be  very  much  (as  1  fincerely  am) 

Yours,  etc. 


o 
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LETTER    XXV'. 
DR.  PARNELLE   TO   MR.  POPE*. 

T  AM  writing  to  you  a  long  letter,  but  all  the  tedf- 
oufnefs  I  feel  in  it  is,  that  it  makes  me  during  the 
time  think  more  ihtently  of  my  being  far  from  yoi>. 
I  fancy,  if  I  were  with  you,  I  could  remove  feme  of 
the  uneafinefs  which  you  may  have  felt  from  the  op- 
polition  of  the  world,  and  which  you  ihould  be  afhamed 
to  feel,  fmce  it  is  but  the  teftimony  which  one  part 
of  it  gives  you,  that  your  merit  is  unqueftionable. 
What  would  you  have  otherwife,  from  ignorance, 
envy,  or  thofe  tempers  which  vie  with  you  in  your 
own  way  ?  1  know  this  in  mankind,  that  when  our 
ambition  is  unable  to  attain  its  end,  it  is  not  only 
wearied,  but  exafperated  too  at  the  vanity  of  its  la- 
bours ;  then  we  fpeak  ill  of  happier  fludies,  and  figh- 
ing,  condemn  the  excellence  which  we  find  above  our 

reach. 

My 

'  This,  and  the  three  Extra£ls  following,  concerning  the  Tranf- 
lation  of  the  firft  Iliad,  fet  on  foot  by  Mr.  Addifon,  Mr.  Pope  has 
omitted  in  his  firft  Edition.  Pope. 

*  When  Pope  pubhfhed  Parnelle's  charming  tranflation  of  the 
Pervigilium  Veneris,  which  certainly  was  not  written  by  Catullus, 
but  is  of  a  later  date,  he  did  not  print  the  Latin  verfes  as  if  they 
were  Trochaics.  It  were  to  be  wifhed  we  had  as  good  a  tranfla- 
tion of  that  noble  and  fpintcd  poem,  fo  fingular  in  its  kind,  the 
Atysy  the  numbers  of  which  are  fo  exprtffive  of  diftraAion  and 
cnthufiafm.  Warton. 
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My  "  Zoilus  *,  which  you  ufed  to  write  about,  I 
finifhed  lafl  fpring,  and  left  in  town.  I  waited  till  I 
came  up  to  fend  it  you,  but  not  arriving  here  before 
your  book  was  out,  imagined  it  a  lofl  piece  of  labour. 
If  you  will  dill  have  it,  you  need  only  write  me  word. 

I  have  here  feen  the  Firfl:  Book  of.  Homer ",  which 
came  out  at  a  time  when  it  could  not  but  appear  as  a 
kind  of  fetting  up  againft  you.  My  opinion  is,  that 
you  may,  if  you  pleafe,  give  them  thanks  who  writ 
it.  Neither  the  numbers  nor  the  fpirit  have  an  equal 
maflery  with  yours  ;  but  what  furprizes  me  more  is, 
that,  a  fcholar  being  concerned,  there  {hould  happen 
to  be  fome  miflakes  in  the  author's  fenfe  t ;  fuch  as 
putting  the  light  of  Pallas*s  eyes  into  the   eyes   of 

Achilles, 

"  Printed  for  B.  Lintot,  17 15,  8°,  and  afterwards  added  to 

the  lall  edition  of  his  poems.  Pope. 

♦  Paf-ncUe  aflifted  Pope  by  giving  him  the  EiTay  on  Homer's 

Life  ;  in  which,  though  there  appears  a  good  deal  of  refearch  and 

ancient  learning,  yet  it  is  dehvered  in  fo  uncouth  and  har(h  a  ftyle» 

even  after  it  was  repeatedly  correfted  and  altered,  that  Pope  always 

continued  niuch  diflatisfied  with  it.  Warton. 

"  Written  by  Mr.  Addifun,  and  publilhed  in  the  naijie  of  Mr. 

Tickell.  Pope. 

So  fays  Mr.  Pope. 

f  There  cannot  be  a  fttonger  proof  that  it  was  not  Addifon's. 
Ylh  fcholarjhip  was  well  known,  and  is  proved  clearly  by  his  educa- 
tion, and  his  own  moll  elegant  compofitions  in  Latin,  \"hich  difplay 
the  greatell  accuracy  in  that  language  ;  and  it  is  not  likely  fuch  a 
fcholar  {hould  be  fo  ignorant  of  Greek.  Confidering  Pope's 
limited  education,  can  it  be  fuppofed  that  he  was  a  more  cor- 
reA  tranflator  than  Add'tfon?  Addifon's  clalFical  attainments, 
from  the  moll  indubitable  proofs,  were  fuperior  to  Pope's  ;  and  if 
the  tranflation  was  his,  is  it  likely  he  (hould  have  committed  any 
glaring  miitakes  of  the  meaning  ? 

Y  4 
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Achilles,  making  the  taunt  of  Achilles  to  Agamem- 
non (that  he  fhould  have  fpoils  when  Troy  fhould  be 
taken)  to  be  a  cool  and  feriou^  propofal ;  the  tranflating 
what  you  call  Ablution  by  the  word  Offals,  and  fo 
leaving  water  out  of  the  rite  of  luflration,  etc.  but  you 
muft  have  taken  notice  of  all  this  before.  I  write 
not  to  inform  you,  but  to  fliew  I  always  have  you  at 
heart. 

I  am,  etc. 


Extract  from    a    Letter    of  the    Rev.  Dr. 
Berkley,  Dean  of  London-Derry. 

July;,  1 7 15. 

—Some  days  ago,  three  or  four  gentlemen  and  my- 
felf,  exerting  that  right  which  all  readers  pretend  to 
over  authors,  fate  in  judgment  upon  the  two  new 
Tranflations  of  the  firft  Iliad.  Without  partiality  to 
my  countrymen,  I  afTure  you,  they  all  gave  the  pre- 
ference where  it  was  due  ;  being  unanimoufly  of  opi- 
nion, that  yours  was  equally  juft  to  the  fenfe  with 
Mr.  — 's,  and  without  comparifon  more  eafy,  more 
poetical,  and  more  fublime.  But  I  will  fay  no  more 
on  fuch  a  thread-bare  fubjed,  as  your  late  performance 
is  at  this  time. 

7  I  am,  etc. 
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Extract  from  a  Letter  of  Mr.  Gay  to  Mr.  Pope. 

July  8,  1715. 
— ^I  have  juft  fet  down  Sir  Samuel  Garth  at  the 
Opera.  He  bid  me  tell  you,  that  every  body  is 
pleafed  with  your  iranllation,  but  a  few  at  Button's  ; 
and  that  Sir  Richard  Steele  told  him,  that  Mr.  Addi- 
fon  faid  the  other  tranflation  was  the  beft:  that  ever 
was  in  any  language  °.  He  treated  me  with  extreme 
civility,  and  out  of  kindnefs  gave  me  a  fqueeze  by 
the  fore-finger.  —  I  am  informed  that  at  Button's 
your  charader  is  made  very  free  with  as  to  Morals, 
etc.  and  Mr.  Addifon  fays,  that  your  tranflation  and 
Tickell's  are  both  very  well  done,  but  that  the  latter 
has  more  of  Homer  *. 

I  am,  etc. 


•  c; 


Sir  Richard  Steele  afterwards,  in  his  preface  to  an  Edition  of 

the    Drummer,  a  Comedy  by  Mr.  Addifon,  fhews  it  to  be  his 

opinion,  that  "  Mr.  Addifon  himfelf  was  the  perfon  who  tranflatcd 

*'  this  book."  Pope. 

*  Mr.  Addifon  might  have  fjid  this  with  great  fincerity. 


Extract  from  a  Letter  of  Dr.  Arbuthnot  to 
Mr.  Pope. 

July  9,  1715. 

— I  congratulate  you  upon  Mr.  T  t'sf  firfl   book. 
It  does  not  indeed  want  its  merit  j  but  I  was  ftrangely 

difappointed 
t  TickeU. 
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difappointed  in  my  expeflation  of  a  tranflation  nicely 
true  to  the  Original ;  whereas  in  thofe  parts  where 
the  greateft  exadnefs  feems  to  be  demanded,  he  has' 
been  the  leaft  careful,  I  mean  the  hiftory  of  ancient 
ceremonies  and  rites,  etc.  in  which  you  have  with 
great  judgment  been  exact. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XXVI. 

MR.   POPE    TO    THE    HONOURABLE    JAMES 
CRAGGS,   ESQ^ 

July  15,   1715. 

T  LAY  hold  of  the  opportunity  given  me  by  my  Lord 
Duke  of  Shrewfbury,  to  aflure  you  of  the  conti- 
nuance of  that  efteem  and  afFedion  I  have  long  borne 
you,  and  the  memory  of  fo  many  agreeable  conver- 
fations  as  we  have  palTed  together.  I  wifh  it  were  a 
compliment  to  fay,  fuch  converfatlons  as  are  not  to 
be  found  on  this  fide  of  the  water  :  for  the  Spirit  of 
diflention  is  gone  forth  among  us  :  nor  is  it  a  wonder 
that  Button's  is  no  longer  Button's,  when  old  England 
is  no  longer  old  England,  that  region  of  hofpitality, 
fociety,  and  good  humour.  Party  affefts  us  all,  even 
the  wits,  though  they  gain  as  little  by  politics  as  they 
do  by  their  wit.  We  talk  much  of  fine  fenfe,  refined 
fenfe,  and  exalted  fenfe  j  but  for  ufe  and  happinefs, 

give 
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give  me  a  little  common  fenfe.  1  fay  this  in  regard 
to  feme  gentlemen,  profefled  Wits  of  our  acquaintance, 
who  fancy  they  can  make  Poetry  of  confequence  at 
this  time  of  day,  in  the  midft  of  this  raging  fit  of  Po- 
litics. For  they  tell  me,  the  bufy  part  of  the  nation 
are  not  more  divided  about  Whig  and  Tory,  than 
thefe  idle  fellows  of  the  feather  about  Mr.  T  **s  and 
my  Tranflation.  I  (like  the  Tories)  have  the  town 
in  general,  that  is  the  mob,  on  my  fide  ;  but  it  i? 
ufual  with  the  fmaller  party  to  make  up  in  induftry 
what  they  want  in  number,  and  that  is  the  cafe  with 
the  little  Senate  of  Cato.  However,  if  our  principles 
be  well  confidered,  I  muft  appear  a  brave  Whig,  and 
Mr.  T.  a  rank  Tory  :  I  tranflated  Homer  for  the  pub- 
lic in  general,  he  to  gratify  the  inordinate  defires  of 
one  man  only.  We  have,  it  feems,  a  great  Turkf 
in  poetry,  who  can  never  bear  a  brother  on  the  throne ; 
and  has  his  mutes  too,  a  fet  of  nodders,  winkers,  and 
whifperers,  whofe  bufinefs  is  to  ftrangle  all  other 
offsprings  of  wit  in  their  birth.  The  new  tranflator 
of  Homer  is  the  humbled  flave  he  has,  that  is  to  fay, 
his  firft  Minifter ;  let  him  receive  the  honours  he  gives 
me,  but  receive  them  with  fear  and  trembling  ;  let 
him  be  proud  of  the  approbation  of  his  abfolute  Lord, 
I  appeal  to  the  people,  as  my  rightful  judges  and 
mailers  j  and  if  they  are  not  inclined  to  condemn  me,  I 

fear 


f  He  afterwards  verfified  this  thought,  and  indeed  many  others 
from  his  Letters.     Milton  did  the  fame  from  his  profe  works. 

Wartos. 


333  LETTERS    TO    AND 

fear  no  arbitrary  high-flying  proceeding  from  the  fmall 
Court-fadlion  at  Button's.  But  after  all  I  have  faid 
of  this  great  man,  there  is  no  rupture  between  us. 
We  are  each  of  us  fo  civil  and  obliging,  that  neither 
thinks  he  is  obliged :  and  I,  for  my  part,  treat  with 
him,  as,  we  do  with  the  Grand  Monarch  ;  who  has 
too  many  great  qualities  not  to  be  refpeded,  though 
we  know  he  watches  any  occafion  to  opprefs  us. 

When  I  talk  of  Homer,  I  muft  not  forget  the  early 
prefent  you  made  me  of  Monfieur  de  la  Motte's  book : 
and  I  can*t  conclude  this  letter  without  telling  you  a 
melancholy  piece  of  news,  which  affeds  our  very  en- 
trails, L«  is  dead,  and  foupes  are  no  more !  You 
fee  I  write  in  the  old  familiar  way.  "  This  is  not  to 
*'  the  minifter,  but  to  the  friend  p."  However,  it  is 
fome  mark  of  uncommon  regard  to  the  minifter  that 
I  fteal  an  expreffion  from  a  Secretary  of  State. 

I  am,  etc. 

*  Alluding  to  St.  John's  Letter  to  Prior,  publifhed  in  the  Report 
of  the  Secret  Committee.  Wa  rburtun. 


It  is  obfervable,  that  this  Letter  to  Addifon's  moft  intimate 
friend,  refpe&ing  Addifon's  charader,  is  not  aiifwered.  What  is 
the  conclufion  ?  If  Cragjgs  had  affented  to  Pope's  'eniiments,  in 
the  flighteft  degree,  would  not  Pope  have  pubhihcd  immediately 
fuch  a  corroboration  of  his  opinion?  If  Craggs  d'ljfented,  would 
not  the  Letter  have  been  fuppreffcd  ?  If  he  returned  no  anf'ujery 
is  it  likely  that  he  conlldered  Pope's  charafter  of  Addifon  a& 
exadlly  confonant  to  truth  ? 
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LETTER     XXVn. 
TO  MR.  CONGREVE. 

January  i6,  1714-15. 

A  TETHiNKs,  when  I  write  to  you,  lam  making  a 
confeffion ;  I  have  got  (I  can*t  tell  how)  fuch 
a  cuftom  of  throwing  myfelf  out  upon  paper  without 
referve  *.  You  were  not  miftaken  in  what  you  judged 
of  my  temper  of  mind  when  I  writ  laft.  My  faults 
will  not  be  hid  from  you,  and  perhaps  it  is  no  dif- 
praife  to  me  that  they  will  not :  the  cleannefs  and 
purity  of  one's  mind  is  never  better  proved,  than  in 
difcovering  its  own  fault  at  firft  view ;  as  when  a 
dream  fhews  the  dirt  at  its  bottom,  it  fhews  alfo  the 
tranfparency  of  the  water. 

My  fpleen  was  not  occafioned,  however,  by  any 
thing  an  abufive  angry  critic  could  write  of  me.  I 
take  very  kindly  your  heroic  manner  of  congratulation 
upon  this  fcandal ;  for  I  think  nothing  more  honour- 
able than  to  be  involved  in  the  fame  fate  with  all  the 
great  and  the  good  that  ever  lived  j  that  is,  to  be  en- 
vied and  cenfured  by  bad  writers. 

You  do  more  than  anfwer  my  expeOations  of  you, 
in  declaring  how  well  you  take  my  freedom,  in  fome- 
times  negleding,  as  I  do,  to  reply  to  your  letters  fo 

foon 

*  How  often  do  we  hear  of  Pope's  "  thrcmjing  Ir.mfelf  out  up:n 
paper  without  referve!"  It  is  always  thi-  fate  of  thole  who prcfj>- 
too  much,  never  to  be  believed. 
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loon  as  I  ought.  Thofe  who  have  a  right  tafle  of 
the  fubflantial  part  of  friendfliip,  can  wave  the  cere- 
monial :  a  fiiend  is  the  only  one  that  will  bear  the 
omiflion  ;  and  one  may  find  who  is  not  fo  by  the  very 
trial  of  it. 

As  to  any  anxiety  1  have  concerning  the  fate  of  my" 
Homer,  the  care  is  over  with  me  :  the  world  mufl  be 
the  judge,  and  I  fhall  be  the  firft  to  confent  to  the 
juftice  of  its  judgment,  whatever  it  be.  I  am  not  fo 
arrant  an  author  as  even  to  defire,  that  if  I  am  in  the 
wrong,  all  mankind  fhould  be  fo. 

I-  am  mightily  pleafed  with  a  faying  of  Monfieur 
Tourreil :  "  when  a  man  writes  he  ought  to  animate 
"  himfelf  with  the  thoughts  of  pleafmg  all  the  world : 
*'  but  he  is  to  renounce  that  defire  or  hope,  the  very 
*'  moment  the  book  goes  out  of  his  hands." 

I  write  this  from  Binfield,  whither  I  came  yeflerday, 
having  paffed  a  few  days  in  my  way  with  my  Lord 
Bolingbroke  ;  I  go  to  London  in  three  days'  time,  and 

will  not  fail  to  pay  a  vifit  to  Mr.  M ,  whom  I 

faw  not  long  fince  at  my  Lord  Halllfax's.  1  hoped 
from  thence  he  had  fome  hopes  of  advantage  from  the 
prefent  adminiftration :  for  few  people  CI  think)  but 
I,  pay  refpeQs  to  great  men  without  any  profpe^ls. 
I  am  in  the  faired  way  in  the  world  of  being  not  worth 
a  groat,  being  born  both  a  Papifl  and  a  Poet.  This 
puts  me  in  mind  of  re-acknowledging  your  continued 
endeavours  to  enrich  me.  But,  I  can  tell  you,  *tis 
to  no  purpofe,  for  without  the  Opes,  aquum  mi  aiwnum 
ipfe  parabo* 
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LETTER    XXVIir. 
TO    MR.   CONGREVE. 

March  19,  1714.15. 

^pHE  'F'arce  of  the  What-d*ye  call-it  *•  has  occafioned 
many  different  fpeculations  in  the  town.  Some 
looked  upon  it  as  a  mere  jeft  upon  the  Tragic  poets, 
others  as  a  fatire  upon  the  late  War.  Mr.  Cromwell 
hearing  none  of  the  words,  and  feeing  the  aftion  to 
be  tragical,  was  much  aftonifhed  to  find  the  audience 
laugh  J  and  fays  the  Prince  and  Princefs  muft  doubt- 
lefs  be  under  no  lefs  amazement  on  the  fame  account. 
Several  templars  and  others  of  the  more  vociferous 
kind  of  critics,  went  with  a  refolution  to  hifs,  and 
confeffed  they  were  forced  to  laugh  fo  much,  that  they 
forgot  the  defign  they  came  with.  The  Court  in 
general  has  in  a  very  particular  manner  come  into  the 
jeft,  and  the  three  firft  nights  (notwithftanding  two 
of  them  were  court-nights)  were  diftinguiftied  by  very 
full  audiences  of  the  firft  Quality.  The  common  peo- 
ple of  the  pit  and  gallery  received  it  at  firft  with  great 
gravity  and  fedatenefs,  fome  few  with  tears  ;  but  after 
the  third  day  they  alfo  took  the  hint,  and  have  ever 
fmce  been  very  loud  in  their  claps.  There  are  ftilf 
fome  fober  men  who  cannot  be  of  the  general  opinion  ; 
but  the  laughers  are  fo  much  the  majority,  th^t  one 

or 

1  Written  by  Mr.  Gay.  Wafbi'rton. 
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or  two  critics  feem  determined  to  undeceive  the  town 
at  their  proper  cofl:,  by  writing  grave  diflertations 
againft  it :  to  encourage  them  in  which  laudable  de- 
fign,  it  is  refolved  a  Preface  fhall  be  prefixed  to  the 
Farce,  in  vindication  of  the  nature  and  dignity  of  this 
new  way  of  writing. 

Yefterday  Mr.  Steele's  affair  was  decided :  I  am 
forry  I  can  be  of  no  other  opinion  than  yours  *,  as 
to  his  whole  carriage  and  writings  of  late.  But  cer- 
tainly he  has  not  only  been  punifhed  by  others,  but 
fuffered  much  even  from  his  own  party  in  the  point 
of  charafter,  nor  (I  believe)  received  any  amends  in 
that  of  intereft,  as  yet,  whatever  may  be  his  profpe6ts 
for  the  future. 

This  Gentleman,  among  a  thoufand  others,  Is  a 

great  inflance  of  the  fate  of  all  who  are  carried  away 

by  party- fpirit,  of  any  fide.     I  willi  all  violence  may 

fucceed  as  ill :  but  am  really  amazed  that  fo  much  of 

that  four  and  pernicious  quality  fhould  be  joined  with 

fo  much  natural  good  humour  as,  I  think,  Mr.  Steele 

is  pofTeffed  of. 

I  am,  etc. 

*  Hence  it  appears  that  Congrcve  was  candid  and  moderate  in 
his  political  opinions.  Warton. 
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LETTER     XXIX*. 
TO    MR.  CONGREVE. 

April  7,  1715. 

TV  tr.  Pope  is  gone  to  Mr.  Jervas's,  where  Mr.  Ad- 
difon  is  fitting  for  his  picture  ;  in  the  mean  time, 
amidfl  clouds  of  Tobacco  at  a  cofFee-houfe,  I  write 
this  letter.  There  is  a  grand  revolution  at  Will's  ; 
Morrice  has  quitted  for  a  cofFee-houfe  in  the  city,  and 
Titcomb  is  reftored,  to  the  great  joy  of  Cromwell, 
who  was  at  a  great  lofs  for  a  perfon  to  converfe  with 
upon  the  fathers  and  church-hiftory ;  the  knowledge 
I  gain  from  him  is  entirely  in  painting  and  poetry  ; 
and  Mr.  Pope  owes  all  his  fkill  in  aftronomy  to  him 
and  Mr.  "Whiflon,  fo  celebrated  of  late  for  his  difco- 
very  of  the  longitude  in  an  extraordinary  copy  of 
verfes '.  Mr.  Rowe's  Jane  Gray  is  to  be  played  in 
Eafter-week,  when  Mrs.  Oldfield  is  to  perfonate  a 
character  direftly  oppofite  to  female  nature  ;  for  what 
woman  ever  defpifed  Sovereignty  ?  You  know  Chau- 
cer has  a  tale  where  a  knight  faves  his  head,  by  difco- 
vering  it  was  the  thing  which  all  women  mod  coveted. 

Mr, 

*  The  beginning  of  this  Letter  is  by  Gay. 

"■  Called,  An  Ode  on  the  Longitude,  in  Swift  and  Pope's  Mifcel- 
lanies.  Pope. 

A  very  flat  and  feeble  attack  truly,  on  a  man  refpe<f\able  for 
integrity,  fimplicitv  of  nnanners,  aud  extenfivc  learning,  though 
his  opinions  may  be  erroneous  !  Wartos. 

VO-L.  VII.  Z 
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Mr.  Pope's  Homer  is  retarded  by  the  great  rains  that 
have  fallen  of  late,  which  caufes  the  fheets  to  be  long 
a  drying  :  this  gives  Mr.  Lintot  great  uneafinefs,  who 
is  now  endeavouring  to  corrupt  the  Curate  of  his  pa- 
rifli  to  pray  for  fair  weather,  that  his  work  may  go  on. 
There  is  a  fix-penny  Criticifm  lately  publiftied  upon 
the  tragedy  of  the  What-d'ye-call-it,  wherein  he  with 
much  judgment  and  learning  calls  me  a  blockhead, 
and  Mr.  Pope  a  knave.  His  grand  charge  is  againft 
the  Pilgrim's  Progrefs  being  read,  which,'  he  fays,  is 
direftly  levelled  at  Cato*s  reading  Plato ;  to  back  this 
cenfure,  he  goes  on  to  tell  you,  that  the  Pilgrim's 
Progrefs  being  mentioned  to  be  the  eighth  edition, 
makes  the  refledlion  evident,  the  Tragedy  of  Cato 
having  juft  eight  times  (as  he  quaintly  exprefles  it) 
vifited  the  prefs.  He  has  alfo  endeavoured  to  fhow, 
that  every  particular  paffage  of  the  play  alludes  to  fome 
fine  part  of  tragedy,  which,  he  fays,  I  have  injudici- 
oufly  and  profanely  abufed*.  Sir  Samuel  Garth's 
poem  upon  my  Lord  Clare's  houfe,  I  believe,  will  be 
publiflied  in  the  Eafler-week. 

Thus  far  Mr.  Gay,  who  has  in  his  letter  foreflalled 
all  the  fubjefts  of  diverfion ;  unlefs  it  (hould  be  one 
to  you  to  fay,  that  I  fit  up  till  two  o'clock  over  Bur- 
gundy and  Champagne ;  and  am  become  fo  much  a 
rake,  that  I  fliall  be  afhamed  in  a  fhort  time  to  be 

thought 

'  This  curious  piece  was  intitled,  A  complete  Kty  to  the 
What-d'ye- call-it,  written  by  ov.e  Griffin  a  player,  affilted  by 
Lewis  Theobald.  Popi. 
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thought  to  do  any  fort  of  bufinefs  *.  I  fear  I  muft  get 
the  gout  by  drinking ;  purely  for  a  fafliionable  pre- 
tence to  fit  ftiil  long  enough  to  tranflate  four  books 
of  Homer.  I  hope  you'll  by  that  time  be  up  again, 
and  I  may  fucceed  to  the  bed  and  couch  of  my  pre- 
deceflbr :  pray  caufe  the  fluffing  to  be  repaired,  and 
the  crutches  fhortened  for  me.  The  calamity  of  your 
gout  is  what  all  your  friends,  that  is  to  fay,  all  that- 
know  you,  mufl  fhare  in  ;  we  deflre  you  in  your  turn 
to  condole  with  us,  who  are  under  a  perfecution,  and 
much  afflided  with  a  diftemper  which  proves  mortal 
to  many  poets,  a  Criticifm.  We  have  indeed  fome 
relieving  intervals  of  laughter,  (as  you  know  there  are 
in  fome  difeafes,)  and  it  is  the  opinion  of  divers  good 
guelTers,  that  the  lafl  fit  will  not  be  more  violent  than 
advantageous ;  for  poets  aflailed  by  critics,  are  like 
men  bitten  by  Tarantula's,  they  dance  on  fo  much 
the  fafler. 

Mr.  Thomas  Burnet  f  hath  played  the  precurfor  to 
the  coming  of  Homer,  in  a  treatife  called  Homerides. 

He 

*  See  Pope's  Farewell  to  London,  written  at  this  time : 
"  Luxurious  lobller  nights'  farewell ! 
And  Burlington's  delicious  meal  I" 
It  has  been  obferved,  that  Pope  never  appears  to  fuch  difad- 
vantage,  as  when  he  afFefts  extreme  gallantry  to  wards -th«  Ladies, 
and  the  charafterof  a  "  bon-vlvant.*' 

\  Mr.  Thomas  Burnet,  probably  offended  with  Pope,  on 
account  of  Pope's  difrefpedl  for  his  father  the  Bi(hop  of  Sahfbury* 
joined  with  Colonel  Ducket  in  writing  Homerides,  in  burlefquc  of 
Pope's  tranflation.  They  are  both,  therefore,  introduced  in  the 
Dunciad,  but  in  a  way  that  did  Pope  great  difcredit,  in  \.)xcjirji 

z  1  editierip 
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He  has  fince  rifen  very  much  in  his  criticifms,  and, 
after  aflaulting  Homer,  made  a  daring  attack  upon  the 
Whut-d'ye- call-it '.  Yet  is  there  not  a  Proclamation 
iffued  for  the  burning  of  Homer  and  the  Pope  by  the 
common  hangman  j  nor  is  the  What-d*ye.call-it  yet 
filenced  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XXX. 
FROM    MR.   CONGREVE. 

May  6. 

T  HAVE  the  pleafurc  of  your  very  kind  letter.  I  have 
always  been  obliged  to  you  for  your  friend(hip 
and  concern  for  me,  and  am  more  affeded  with  it 
than  I  will  take  upon  me  to  exprefs  in  this  letter.  1 
do  aflure  you  there  is  no  return  wanting  on  my  parr, 
pnd  am  very  forry  1  had  not  the  good  luck  to  fee  the 
Dean  before  I  left  the  town  :  it  is  a  great  pleafure  to 
me,  and  not  a  little  vanity  to  think  that  he  mifles  me. 
As  to  ray  health,  which  you  are  fo  kind  to  enquire 
after,  it  is  not  worfe  than  in  London  :  I  am  almofl 
afraid  yet  to  fay  that  it  is  better,  for  I  cannot  reafon- 
ably  expefk  much  effeft  from  thefe  waters  in  fo  (hort 

a  time  ; 


edition,  where  he  talks  of  the  one  having  a  pioiu  pajfion  for  the 
other  :  this  was  afterwards  left  out.  Burnet  was  youngcll  fon  of 
the  Bifhop,  and  afterwards  made  a  Jvidge. 

*  In  one  of  his  papers  called  The  Grumbler,  Popr. 
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a  time  ;  but  in  the  main  they  feem  to  agree  with  me. 
Here  is  not  one  creature  that  I  know,  which,  next  to 
the  few  I  would  chufe,  contributes  very  much  to  my 
fatisfadion.  At  the  fame  time  that  I  regret  the  want 
of  your  converfation,  I  pleafe  myfelf  with  thinking 
that  you  are  where  you  firft  ought  to  be,  and  engaged 
where  you  cannot  do  too  much.  Pray,  give  my  hum- 
ble fervice,  and  beft  wifhes,  to  your  good  mother.  I 
am  forry  you  don't  tell  me  how  Mr.  Gay  does  in  his 
Health :  1  fhould  have  been  glad  to  have  heard  he 
was  better.  My  young  Amanuenfis,  as  you  call  him, 
I  am  afraid,  will  prove  but  a  wooden  one :  and  you 
know  ex  quovis  ligno,  etc.  You  will  pardon  Mrs. 
R — *s  pedantry,  and  believe  me  to  be 

Your,  etc. 

P.  S.  By  the  inclofed  you  will  fee  I  am  like  to  be 
impreffed,  and  enrolled  in  the  Lift  of  Mr.  Curl's 
Authors ;  but,  I  thank  God  !  I  fliall  have  your  Com- 
pany.  1  believe  it  high  time  you  fhould  think  of  ad- 
miniftering  another  Emetic  *. 

*  We  cannot  but  wirti  for  more  of  Mr.  Congreve's  Letters, 
written  with  the  true  and  proper  eafe  of  an  epiftolary  ftyle,  and 
therefore  totally  different  from  thofe  of  his  mafter,  IVycherky,  whom 
he  too  clofely  imitated  in  his  Comedies.  Congreve  is  laid  to  have 
written  nothing  in  the  Tatler,  Speflator,  or  Guardian,  but  the 
well-drawn  charatfler  of  Afpafia,  in  the  forty-fccond  number  of 
the  Tatler.  Warton 
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LETTER     I. 
THE   REV.  DEAN    BERKLEY*   TO    MR.   POPE. 

Leghorn,  May  i,  17 14. 
A  s  I  take  ingratitude  to  be  a  greater  crime  than  im- 
pertinence,   1  chufe   rather   to  run   the   rifk  of 
being  thought  guilty  of  the  latter,  than  not  to  return 

you 

*  Wc  may  with  juftice  apply  to  this  truly  great  man,  Berlley^ 
what  he  himfelf  fo  finely  fays  of  his  favom-ite  Plato ;  "  That  he 
hath  joined  with  an  Imagination  the  moft  fplendid  and  magnificent, 
an  IntelleB  not  lefs  deep  and  clear."  A  morfel  of  poetry  from  fuch 
a  writer  ought  to  be  prcferved  as  a  literary  curiofity,  and  a  proof 
of  the  great  variety  of  his  talents  ;  efpecially  as  it  was  written, 
ulmoft  with  a  prophetic  fpirit,  above  feventy  years  ago,  and  con- 
fcquently  before  the  events,  in  the  country  alluded  to,  could  pof- 
fibly  have  been  forcfeen.     He  intitled  them, 

On  the  Profpe£l  of  planting  Arts  and  Learning  in  America, 
The  Mufe,  difguftcd  at  an  age  and  clime 

Barren  of  every  glarions  theme, 
In  diftant  lands  now  waits  a  better  time, 

Producing  fubjeAs  worthy  fame  : 

z  4  In 


344  LETTERS    TO    AND 

you  my  thanks  for  a  very  agreeable  entertainment  you 
juft  now  gave  me.  I  have  accidentally  met  with  your 
Rape  of  the  Lock  here,  having  never  feen  it  before. 
Style,  painting,  judgment,  fpirit,  I  had  already  ad- 
mired in  other  of  your  writings  ;  but  in  this  I  am 
charmed  with  the  magic  of  your  invention,  with  all 
thcfe  images,  allufions,  and  inexplicable  beauties, 
which  you  raife  fo  furprifmgly,  and  at  the  fame  time 
fo  naturally,  out  of  a  trifle.  And  yet  T  cannot  fay 
that  I  was  more  pleafed  with  the  reading  of  it  than  I 
am  with  the  pretext  it  gives  me  to  renew  in  your 
thoughts,  the  remembrance  of  one  who  values  no 
happinefs  beyond  the  friendfhip  of  men  of  wit,  learn- 
ing, and  good-nature. 

I  remember 

In  happy  climes,  where,  from  the  genial  fun 

And  virgin  earth,  fuch  fcenes  enfue, 
The  force  of  Art  by  Nature  feems  outdone. 

And  fancied  beauties  by  the  true  : 
In  happy  chmes,  the  feat  of  innocence. 

Where  Nature  guides,  and  Virtue  rules, 
Where  men  fhall  not  impofe,  for  truth  and  fenfe. 

The  pedantry  of  courts  and  fchools  : 
There  fhall  be  fung  another  golden  age. 

The  rife  of  empire  and  of  arts. 
The  good  and  great  infpiring  epic  rage. 

The  wifell  heads  and  nobleft  hearts. 
Not  fuch  as  Europe  breeds  in  her  decay; 

Such  as  (he  bred  when  frcfli  and  young, 
When  htav'niy  flame  did  animate  her  clav, 

By  future  poets  (hall  be  fung. 
Weftward  the  courfe  of  empire  takes  its  way  ; 

The  four  firft  afts  already  paft, 
A  fifth  fhall  clofe  the  drama  with  the  day  j 

Time's  nobleft  offspring  is  the  laft.  Warton. 
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I  remember  to  have  heard  you  mention  feme  half- 
formed  defign  of  coming  to  Italy.  What  might  we 
not  exped  from  a  Mufe  that  fmgs  fo  well  in  the 
bleak  climate  of  England,  if  flie  felt  the  fame  warm 
fun,  and  breathed  the  fame  air  with  Virgil  and 
Horace  ?  • 

There  are  here  an  incredible  number  of  Poets,  that 
have  all  the  inclination,  but  want  the  genius,  or  per- 
haps the  art,  of  the  Ancients.  Some  among  them, 
who  underfland  Englifh,  begin  to  relifli  our  Authors  ; 
and  I  am  informed,  that  at  Florence  they  have  tranf- 
lated  Milton  into  Italian  verfe.  If  one  who  knows 
fo  well  how  to  write  like  the  old  Latin  poets,  came 
among  them,  it  would  probably  be  a  means  to  retrieve 
them  from  their  cold,  trivial  conceits,  to  an  imitation 
of  their  predeceffors. 

As  merchants,  antiquaries,  men  of  pleafure,  etc. 
have  all  different  views  in  travelling  *  j  I  know  not 

whether 

*  Thomfon  has  exprefltd,  in  a  Letter  from  Italy,  to  Dodington» 
nearly  the  fame  idea  of  a  Poet's  travelling  : 

"  Your  obfervation  1  find  every  day  juller  and  jufter,  that  one 
may  profit  more  abroad  by  feeing  than  by  hearing  :  and  yet  there 
are  fcarce  any  to  be  met  with,  who  have  given  a  landfcape  of  the 
countries  through  which  they  travelled,  "  feen  them  with  the 
Mufe's  eye,"  (as  you  exprefs  it,)  though  that  is  the  firft  thing 
that  ttrikes,  and  what  all  readers  of  Travels  in  the  firll  place 
demand.  It  fecms  to  me  that  fuch  a  poetical  landfcape  of  countries, 
mixed  with  moral  obfervations  on  their  governments,  would  not  at 
all  be  an  ill-judged  undertaking  :  but  then  the  defcription  of  the 
iiifferent  face  of  Nature,  in  different  countries,  mull  be  particu- 
larly marked  and  chartK^criftic, — the  portrait-painting  of  Nature." 
From  a  MS.  Letter  of  Thomfon  to  Dodington,  in  poflcfllo;) 
of  H.  P.  Wyndham,  dated  Paris,  Dec.  27,  17.30. 
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Tvhether  it  might  not  be  worth  a  Poet's  while,  to  tra- 
vel, in  order  to  ftore  his  mind  with  flrong  images  of 
Nature. 

Green  fields  and  groves,  flowery  meadows  and 
purling  ftreams,  are  no  where  in  fuch  perfeftion  as  in 
England :  but  if  you  would  know  lightfome  days , 
warm  funs,  and  blue  Ikies,  you  muft  come  to  Italy  ; 
and  to  enable  a  man  to  defcribe  rocks  *  and  precipices, 
it  is  abfolutely  neceflary  that  he  pafs  the  Alps. 

You  will  eafily  perceive  that  it  is  felf-intereft  makes 
me  fo  fond  of  giving  advice  to  one  who  has  no  need 
of  it.  If  you  came  into  thefe  parts,  1  (hould  fly  to  fee 
you.  I  am  here  (by  the  favour  of  my  good  friend 
the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's)  in  quality  of  Chaplain  to 
the  Earl  of  Peterborough ;  who  above  three  months 
fmce  left  the  greateft  part  of  his  family  in  this  town. 
God  knows  how  long  we  fhall  ftay  here.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 

*  "UHien  Thomfon  was  told  that  Glover  was  writing  an  epic 
poem,  he  exclaimed,  •*  He  write  an  epic  poem,  a  Londoner,  who 
has  never  feen  a  mountain  !"  Warton. 
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LETTER    n. 

MR.   POPE   TO    MR.  JERVAS    IN   IRELAND. 

June  9,  171 6. 

rpHOUGH,  as  you  rightly  remark,  I  pay  my  tax 
but  once  in  half  a  year,  yet  you  fhall  fee  by  this 
letter  upon  the  neck  of  my  laft,  that  1  pay  a  double 
tar,  as  we  non-jurors  ought  to  do.  Your  acquaint- 
ance on  this  fide  of  the  fea  are  under  terrible  appre- 
henfions  from  your  long  ftay  in  Ireland,  that  you 
may  grow  too  polite  for  them ;  for  we  think  (fmce 
the  great  fuccefs  of  fuch  a  play  as  the  Non  juror  *)  that 
politenefs  is  gone  over  the  water ;  but  others  are  of 
opinion  it  has  been  longer  among  you,  and  was  in- 
troduced much  about  the  fame  time  with  Frogs,  and 
with  equal  fuccefs.  Poor  Poetry  !  the  little  that  is 
left  of  it  here  longs  to  crofs  the  feas,  and  leave  Eufden 
in  full  and  peaceable  pofleffion  of  the  Britifh  laurel : 
and  we  begin  to  wifh  you  had  the  finging  of  our  poets, 
as  well  as  the  croaking  of  our  frogs,  to  yourfelves, 
in  facula'/aculorum.  It  would  be  well  in  exchange, 
if  Parnelle,  and  two  or  three  more  of  your  Swans, 
would  come  hither,  efpecially  that  Swan,  who,  like 
a  true  modern  one,  does  not  fmg  at  all,  Dr.  Swift. 

I  am 

♦  The  Non-juror  was  written  by  Colley  Gibber,  on  the  idea  of 
the  Tartuffe ;  and  nothing  ever  gave  fo  much  offence  to  the 
Tories  and  Catholics. 
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I  am  (like  the  reft  of  the  world)  a  fufferer  by  his  idle- 
nefs.  Indeed  I  hate  that  any  m?.ii  (hould  be  idle, 
while  I  muft  tranflate  and  comment ;  and  I  may  the 
more  fmcerely  wifti  for  good  poetry  from  others,  be- 
caufe  I  am  become  a  Perfon  out  of  the  queflion  ;  for 
a  Tranflator  is  no  more  a  Poet,  than  a  Taylor  is  a 
Man. 

You  are,  doubtlefs,  perfuaded  of  the  validity  of 
that  famous  verfe, 

'Tis  Expeflation  makes  a  BlefTing  dear : 

but  why  would  you  make  your  friends  fonder  of  you 
than  they  are  ?  There  is  no  manner  of  need  of  it. 
We  begin  to  expe£l  you  no  more  than  Anti-chrift  ; 
a  man  that  hath  abfented  himfelf  fo  long  from  his 
friends,  ought  to  be  put  into  the  Gazette. 

Every  body  here  has  great  need  of  you.  Many 
faces  have  died  for  want  of  your  pencil,  and  blooming 
Ladies  have  withered  in  expe£ting  your  return.  Even 
Frank  and  Betty  (that  con  ft  ant  pair  *)  cannot  confole 
themfelves  for  your  abfence  ;  I  fancy  they  will  be 
forced  to  make  their  own  pidure  in  a  pretty  babe, 
before  you  come  home  :  'twill  be  a  noble  fubje£t  for 
a  family-piece.  Come  then,  and  having  peopled  Ire- 
land with  a  world  of  beautiful  fhadows,  come  to  us, 
and  fee  with  that  eye  (which,  like  the  eye  of  the 
world,  creates  beauties  by  looking  on  them)  ;  fee,  I 
fay,  how  England  has  altered  the  airs  of  all  its  heads 

iu 

•  Thefe  were  domcftic  fervants  of  Jerrai; 
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in  your  abfence ;  and  with  what  fneaking  city-attitudes 
our  moft  celebrated  perfonages  appear,  in  the  mere 
mortal  works  of  our  painters. 

Mr.  Fortefcue  *  is  much  yours :  Gay  commemorates 
you  ;  and  laftly  (to  climb  by  juft  fteps  and  degrees) 
my  Lord  Burlington  defires  you  may  be  put  in  mind 
of  him.  His  gardens  flourifh,  his  ftrudures  rife,  his 
pictures  arrive,  and  (what  is  far  more  valuable  than 
all)  his  own  good  qualities  daily  extend  themfelves  to 
all  about  him  :  of  whom  I  the  meaneft  (next  to  fome 
Italian  Fiddlers,  and  Enghfh  Bricklayers)  am  a  living 
inftance.     Adieu. 


LETTER    III. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

November  14,  17 16. 

T  F  I  had  not  done  my  utmoft  to  lead  my  life  fo  plea- 
fantly  as  to  forget  all  misfortunes,  I  fhould  tell 
you  I  reckoned  your  abfence  no  fmall  one  j  but  I 
hope  you  have  alfo  had  many  good  and  pleafant  rea- 
fons  to  forget  your  friends  on  this  fide  the  world.  If 
a  wifh  could  tranfport  me  to  you  and  your  prefent 
companions,  I  could  do  the  lame.  Dr.  Swift,  I  be- 
lieve, is  a  very  good  Landlord,  and  a  cheerful  hod  at 
his  own  table :  I  fuppofe  he  has  perfe£l:ly  learnt  him- 
felf,  what  he  has  taught  fo  many  others,  rupta  7ion 

infan'irs 
*  Afterwards  Judge  Fortefcijf. 
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infanire  lagetia  :  elfe  he  would  not  make  a  proper  hofl: 
for  your  humble  lervant,  who  (you  know)  though  he 
drinks  a  glafs  as  feldom  as  any  man,  contrives  to  break 
one  as  often  *.  But  'tis  a  confolation  to  me,  that  I 
can  do  this,  and  many  other  enormities,  under  my 
own  roof. 

But  that  you  and  I  are  upon  equal  terms,  in  all 
friendly  lazinefs,  and  have  taken,  an  inviolable  oath 
to  each  other,  always  to  do  what  we  will ;  I  fhould 
reproach  you  for  fo  long  a  filence.  The  beft  amends 
you  can  make  for  faying  nothing  to  me,  is  by  faying 
all  the  good  you  can  of  me,  which  is,  that  I  heartily 
love  and  efleem  the  Dean  and  Dr.  Pamelle. 

Gay  is  yours  and  theirs.  His  fpirit  is  awakened 
very  much  in  the  caufe  of  the  Dean,  which  has  broke 
forth  in  a  courageous  couplet  or  two  upon  Sir 
Richard  Blackmore :  he  has  printed  it  with  his  name 
to  it.,  and  bravely  alligns  no  other  reafon,  than  that 
the  faid  Sir  Richard  has  abufed  Dr.  Swift.  I  have 
alfo  fuffered  in  the  like  caufe,  and  (hall  fuffer  more 
unlefs  Parnelle  fends  me  his  Zoilus  and  Book-worm 
(which  the  Bilhop  of  Clogher,  I  hear,  greatly  extolls) 

it  will  be  ihortly  co7iciirrere  Belhim  atque  Virum 1 

love  you  all,  as  much  as  I  defpife  f  nioft  wits  in  this 

dull 

*  This  was  different  from  what  he  fays  of  himfelf,  fitting  up 
till  three  o'clock,  and  drinking  champagne  and  burgundy.  This 
gaiety  took  place  only  when  he  was  occafionally  in  London. 

■j-  His  idea  of  defpifing  the  "  ivits  of  this  countryy^'  is  as 
affccled  as  it  is  abfurd. 
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dull  country.  Ireland  has  turned  the  tables  upon 
England ;  and  if  1  have  no  poetical  friend  in  my  own 
nation,  I'll  be  as  proud  as  Scipio,  and  fay  (fince  I 
am  reduced  to  ikin  and  bone)  Ingrata  patria^  ne  ofla 
quidem  habeas » 


LETTER     IV. 

TO   THE    SAME. 

November  29,  1716. 
nr^HAT  you  have  not  heard  from  me  of  late,  afcribe 
not  to  the  ufual  lazinefs  of  your  correfpondent, 
but  to  a  ramble  to  Oxford,  where  your  name  is  men- 
tioned with  honour,  even  in  a  land  flowing  with  To- 
ries. I  had  the  good  fortune  there  to  be  often  in  the 
converfation  of  Dr.  Clarke  *  :  he  entertained  me  with 
feveral  drawings,  and  particularly  with  the  original 
defigns  of  Inigo  Jones's  Whitehall.  I  there  faw  and 
reverenced  fome  of  your  firfl:  pieces ;  which  future 
painters  are  to  look  upon  as  we  Poets  do  on  the 
Culex  of  Virgil,  and  Batrachom.  of  Homer. 

Having  named  this   latter  piece,  give  me  leave  to 
afk  what  is  become  of  Dr.  Parnelle  and   his  Frogs  *  ? 

Oblitufqiie 

*  Of  All  Souls  College  in  Oxford  ;  a  virtuofo  and  maii  of  tafte. 
The  drawings  here  mentioned  lie  bequeathed  to  the  Library  of 
Worceller  College  in  Oxford.  Warton. 

*  He  tranflated  the  Batrachorr..  of  Hcir.er,  which  is  printed 
amon^ft  his  Poems.  \V.\rbvrton 
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Oblitufque  meoru7n,  oblivifcendus  et  illis,  might  be  Ho- 
race's wifli,  but  will  never  be  mine  while  1  have  fuch 
meorums  as  Dr.  Pamelle  and  Dr.  Swift.  I  hope  the 
Spring  will  reftore  you  to  us,  and  with  you  all  the 
beauties  and  colours  of  nature.  Not  but  I  congratu- 
late you  on  the  pleafure  you  mud  take  in  being  ad- 
mired in  your  own  country,  which  fo  feldom  happens 
to  Prophets  and  Poets  ;  but  in  this  you  have  the  ad- 
vantage of  Poets  ;  you  are  mafter  of  an  art  that  mufl 
profper  and  grow  rich,  as  long  as  people  love,  or  are 
proud  of  themfelves,  or  their  own  perfons.  However, 
you  have  ftayed  long  enough,  methinks,  to  have 
painted  all  the  numberlefs  Hiftories  of  old  Ogygia. 
If  you  have  begun  to  be  hlftorical,  I  recommend  to 
your  hand  the  ftory  which  every  pious  Irifhman  ought 
to  begin  with,  that  of  St.  Patrick ;  to  the  end  you 
may  be  obliged  (as  Dr.  P.  was  when  he  tranllated 
the  Batrachomuomachia)  to  come  into  England,  to 
copy  the  frogs,  and  fuch  other  vermin  as  were  never 
feen  in  that  land  fhice  the  time  of  that  ConfefTor. 

I  long  to  fee  you  a  Hiftory  painter  *.  You  have 
already  done  enough  for  the  private ;  do  fomething 
for  the  public  ;  and  be  not  confined,  like  the  reft,  to 
draw  only  fuch  filly  ftories  as  our  own  faces  tell  of 
us.  The  Ancients  too  exped  you  Ihould  do  them 
right ;    thofe  Statues  from  which  you  learned  your 

beautiful 

♦  The  partiality  of  friendfhip  muft  cxcufc  this  wifti.  jfervas 
had  no  pretenfions,  nor  any  thing  hke  genius,  for  Hiftory- painting. 

Warton. 
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beautiful  and  noble  Ideas,   demand  it  as  a  piece  of 
gratitude  from  you,  to  make  them  truly  known  to  all . 
nations,  in  the  account  you  intend  to  write  of  their 
Characters.     I  hope  you  think  more  warmly  than  ever 
of  that  defign  \ 

As  to  your  enquiry  about  your  houfe,  when  I  come 
within  the  walls,  they  put  me  in  mind  of  thofe  of 
Carthage,  where  your  friend,  like  the  wandering 
Trojan, 

animum  Puflura  pafcit  inani. 

For  the  fpacious  manfion',  like  a  Turkifh  Caravan- 
ferah,  entertains  the  vagabonds  with  only  bare  lodg- 
ing. 1  rule  the  family  very  ill,  keep  bad  hours,  and 
lend  out  your  pitlures  about  the  town.  See  what  it 
is  to  have  a  poet  in  your  houfe !  Frank  *  indeed  does 
all  he  can  in  fuch  a  circumftance ;  for,  conlidering 
he  has  a  wild  bead  in  it,  he  conflantly  keeps  the  door 
chained.  Every  time  it  is  opened,  the  links  rattle,  the 
rufty  hinges  roar.  The  houfe  feems  fo  fenfible  that 
you  are  its  fupport,  that  it  is  ready  to  drop  in  your 
abfence  ;  but  I  ftill  trufl:  myfelf  under  its  roof,  as  de- 
pending that  Providence  will  preferve  fo  many  Ra- 
phaels, 

''  Mr.  Pope  ufed  to  fay  he  had  an  acquaintance  with  three  cmi. 
ncnt  Painters,  all  men  of  ingenuity,  but  without  common  fenfe. 
Inllead  of  valuing  themfelves  on  their  performances  in  their  own 
art,  whtre  they  had  merit ;  the  one  was  deep  in  mihtary  Archi- 
tefture,  without  Mathematics  ;  the  other  in  the  doctrine  of  Fate, 
without  Philofophy ;  and  the  third  in  the  tranflation  of  Don 
Quixote,  without  Spanifli.  War.bur.to>?. 

*  Jcrvas's  fervant. 
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phaels,  Titians,  and  Guides,  as  are  lodged  in  your 
Cabinet.  Surely  the  fins  of  one  Poet  can  hardly  be 
fo  heavy,  as  to  bring  an  old  houfe  over  the  heads  of 
fo  many  painters.  In  a  word,  your  houfe  is  falling ; 
but  what  of  that  ?  I  am  only  a  lodger  \ 


LETTER    V. 
THE   PION.  MR.  CRAGGS   TO   MR.  POPE. 

Paris,  Sept.  2,  1716, 

-r  AST  poft  brought  me  the  favour  of  your  letter  of 
the  19th  Auguft,  O.  S.  It  would  be  taking 
too  much  upon  me  to  decide,  that  it  was  a  witty  one  ; 
I  never  pretend  to  more  judgment  than  to  know 
what  pleafes  me,  and  can  aflijre  you,  it  was  a  very 
agreeable  one.  The  proof  I  can  give  you  of  my  fin- 
cerity  in  this  opinion,  is,  that  I  hope  andMefire  you 
would  not  flop  at  this,  but  continue  more  of  them. 

I  am  in  a  place  where  pleafure  is  continually  flow- 
ing. The  Princes  fet  the  example,  and  the  fubjeds 
follow  at  a  diftance.  The  Ladies  are  of  all  parties '', 
by  which  means  the  converfation  of  the  men  is  very 
much  foftened*  and  faihioned  from  thofe  blunt  difputes 

on 

*  Alluding  to  the  ftory  of  the  Irifhman.  Warburton. 
•^  i.e.  In  all  companies.                                           Warburton. 

*  In  a  Letter  written  1774,  the  King  of  Pruflia  has  made  an 
obfervation  on  the  mariners  of  the  French  nation,  which  we  have 
lived  to  fee  fully  and  fadly  verified  ;  "  La  nation  Francaife,  quoi- 
que  tres-polie,  s'eft  quelquefois  emportee  a  des  ^irodtes  dignes 
dcs  nations  les  plus  barbares."  Warton. 
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on  Politics,  and  rough  jefts,  we  are  fo  guilty  of; 
while  the  freedom  of  the  women  takes  away  all  for- 
mality and  conftraint.  1  mufl  own,  at  the  fame  time, 
thefe  Beauties  are  a  little  too  artificial  for  my  tafle  : 
you  have  feen  a  French  pidlure,  the  Original  is  more 
painted,  and  fuch  a  crufl:  of  powder  and  eflence  in 
their  hair,  that  you  can  fee  no  difference  between 
black  and  red.  By  difufmg  llays,  and  indulging 
themfelves  at  table,  they  run  out  of  all  (hape ;  but  as 
to  that,  they  may  give  a  good  reafon,  they  prefer 
conveniency  to  parade,  and  are,  by  this  means,  as 
ready,  as  they  are  generally  willing,  to  be  charitable. 

I  am  furprized  to  find  I  have  wrote  fo  much  fcan- 
4al ;  1  fancy  I  am  either  fetting  up  for  a  wit,  or  ima- 
gine I  mull  write  in  this  flyle  to  a  wit ;  I  hope  you'll 
prove  a  good-natured  one,  and  not  only  let  me  hear 
from  you  fometimes,  but  forgive  the  fmall  encourage- 
ment you  meet  with.  I  won't  trouble  myfelf  to  finilh 
finely  ;  a  true  compUment  is  better  than  a  good  one  ; 
and  I  can  alTure  you,  without  any,  that  I  a:n  very 
fmcerely.  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER     VL 

TO   MR.  FENTON. 

S I R,  May  5* 

Tr  HAD  not  omitted  anfwering  yours  of  the  i8th  of 
lafl;  month,  but  out  of  a  defire  to  give  you  fome 
certain  and  fatisfaclory  account,  which  way,  and  at 
what  time,  you  might  take  your  journey.  I  am  now 
commiffioned  to  tell  you,  that  Mr.  Craggs  *  will  ex- 

pe6t 

*  Aftcrliis  fevere  difappointment  f ,  occafioned  by  the  death  of 
Mr.  Craggs,  he  brought  out  his  tragedy  of  Marlamne,  1723,  which 
was  afted  with  great  fuccefs  at  the  Lincoln^s  Inn  Fields  Theatre, 
after  C'tbler  had  rejedled  it  at  Drury  Lane,  with  equal  infolencc 
and  ill  tafte.  He  confulted  his  old  friend  Southerner  on  the  con- 
duft  of  this  drama  ;  <which.,  and  the  Siege  of  Damafcus,  Mr.  Wal- 
pole  thinks  the  two  laft  beft  of  modern  tragedies.  It  produced 
him  I  cool.  He  dedicated  it  to  Lord  Goiverf  to  whom  he  ad- 
drefled  one  of  the  fined  odes  in  our  language,  j^kenjlde  was  for 
ever  praifing  this  ode.  The  Mariamne  of  Voltaire  was  firft  played, 
and  mifcarried,  in  1722.  Thefe  two  pieces  had  not  the  leafl  re 
femblance  to  each  other.  The  affiftance  he  gave  to  Pope  in  tranf- 
lating  the  Odyflcy,  pubhihed  in  1724,  is  well  known.  In  1725  he 
publifhed  an  edition  of  Paradife  Lojl,  revifing  and  reftifying  the 
punfluation.  To  which  he  prefixed,  a  fhort,  but  very  elegant, 
account  of  Milton's  Life,  and  fpoke  of  our  great  poet's  political 
opinions,  with  a  candour  and  liberality  that  does  him  much  credit, 
confidering  they  were  fo  oppofite  to  his  own,  who  was  a  Nonjuror, 
and  a  firm  friend  to  the  i'/wflr/ yam//)'.  And,  1729,  Fenton  gave 
to  the  public  his  laft  work,  a  magnificent  edition  of  Waller.,  in 
quarto,  with  many  notes  and  illuftrations,  of  Poems,  which,  from 
their  nature,  being  perfonaly  required  many.     He  died  17J0,  at 

Eafthamftead, 

f  See  this  cxi)laiued  in  ihe  fjlbwing  Noie. 
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peQ:  you  on  the  rifing  of  the  Parliament,  which  will 
be  as  foon  as  he  can  receive  you  in  the  manner  he 
would  receive  a  man  dc  belles  lettres,  that  is,  in  tran- 
quillity and  full  leifure.  I  dare  fay  your  way  of  life 
(which,  in  my  tafte,  will  be  the  bell  in  the  world, 
and  with  one  of  the  beft  men  in  the  world)  mufl 
prove  highly  to  your  contentment.  And,  I  mufl:  add, 
it  will  be  fliill  the  more  a  joy  to  me,  as  I  ihall  reap  a 
particular  advantage  from  the  good  I  (hall  have  done 
in  bringing  you  together  %  by  feeing  it  in  my  own 
neighbourhood.     Mr.  Craggs  has  taken  a  houfe  clofe 

by 


Eafthamftead,  in  the  houfe  of  his  friend  the  Lady  Trumbul, 
whofe  family  he  had  for  fome  time  fuperintended,  and  who  treated 
him  with  much  tendernefs  and  attention.  Mr,  Harle^  who  knew 
many  particulars  of  his  life,  on^e  told  me  he  would  write  an  account 
of  it.  He  had  a  regard  for  Harte,  whofe  father  alfo  was  a  Non- 
juror, a  man  of  remarkable  piety  and  integrity.  When  Judge 
Jeffries  came  to  Taunton  Aflizcs,  i68j,  to  execute  his  commifiiofj 
on  the  rebels  that  had  joined  Monmouth ;  old  Mr.  Harte,  at  that 
time  miniftcr  of  St.  Mary's  Church  at  Taunton,  waited  on  him 
privately,  and  rcmonftrated  mnch  againft  the  feverities  which  he 
was  going  to  inflitt.  The  judge  liRened  to  him  calmly  and  atten- 
tively ;  and,  though  he  had  never  feen  him  before,  to  his  great 
furpvize,  advanced  him  in  a  few  months  to  a  Prebendal  Stall  in  the 
Cathedral  of  Briftol.  I  thought  the  reader  might  not  diHike  to 
hear  this  anecdote  of  Jeffries,  the  one  only  aftion  of  his  life  thut 
I  believe  does  him  any  credit.  Warton, 

•  Mf.  Craggs  had  had  no  learned  education  :  he  wanted  to  im- 
prove himfelf  in  letters,  and  defired  Mr.  Pope  to  chufe  him  out  a 
polite  fcholar,  by  whefe  converfation  and  inftruftion  he  might 
profit.  Mr.  Pope  recommended  Mr.  Fenton  ;  but  Mr.  Crag-gs's 
untimely  death  prevented  the  two  latter  from  receiving  the  mutual 
benefits  of  this  connexion.  Warburtom 
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by  mine,  whither  he  propofes  to  come  in  three  weeks: 
in  the  mean  time  I  heartily  invite  you  to  live  with  me; 
where  a  frugal  and  philofophical  diet,  for  a  time,  may 
give  you  a  higher  relifh  of  that  elegant  way  of  life 
you  will  enter  into  after.  I  defire  to  know  by  the  firft 
poft  how  foon  1  may  hope  for  you. 

I  am  a  little  fcandalized  at  your  complaint  that 
your  time  lies  heavy  on  your  hands,  when  the  Mufes 
have  put  fo  many  good  materials  into  your  head  to 
employ  them.  As  to  your  queftion,  What  I  am 
doing  ?  I  anfwer,  Juft  what  I  have  been  doing  fome 
years,  my  duty  ;  fecondly,  relieving  myfelf  with  ne- 
ceflary  amufements,  or  exercifes,  which  fhall  ferve 
me  inftead  of  phyfic  as  long  as  they  can ;  thirdly, 
reading  till  I  am  tired  ;  and,  laflly,  writing  when  I 
have  no  other  thing  in  the  world  to  do,  or  no  friend 
to  entertain  in  company. 

My  mother  is,  I  thank  God,  the  eafier,  if  not  the 
better,  for  my  cares ;  and  1  am  the  happier  in  that 
regard,  as  well  as  in  the  confcioufnefs  of  doing  my 
beft.  My  next  felicity  is  in  retaining  the  good  opi- 
nion of  honed  men,  who  think  me  not  quite  unde- 
ferving  of  it ;  and  in  finding  no  injuries  from  others 
hurt  me,  as  long  as  I  know  myfelf.  I  will  add  the 
fmcerity  with  which  I  a£t  towards  ingenious  and  un- 
defigning  men,  and  which  makes  me  always  Ceven 
by  a  natural  bond)  their  friend  j  therefore  believe  me 
very  affectionately 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    Vn. 
REV.   DEAN'    BERKLEY   TO    MR.  POPE. 

Naples,  Oft.  22,  N.  S.  1717. 
T  HAVE  long  had  it  in  my  thoughts  to  trouble  you 
with  a  letter,  but  was  difcouraged  for  want  of 
fomething  that  I  could  think  worth  fending  fifteen 
hundred  miles.  Italy  is  fuch  an  exhaufted  fubjeft, 
that,  I  dare  fay,  you'd  eafily  forgive  my  faying  nothing 
of  it ;  and  the  imagination  of  a  Poet  is  a  thing  fo  nice 
and  delicate,  that  it  is  no  eafy  matter  to  find  out 
images  capable  of  giving  pleafure  to  one  of  the  few 
who  (in  any  age)  have  come  up  to  that  charafter.  I 
am  neverthelefs  lately  returned  from  an  illand,  where 
I  pafTed  three  or  four  months  ;  which,  were  it  fet  out 
in  its  true  colours,  might,  methinks,  amufe  you 
agreeably  enough  for  a  minute  or  two.  The  illand 
Inarime  is  an  epitome  of  the  whole  earth,  containing, 
within  the  compafs  of  eighteen  miles,  a  wonderful  va- 
riety of  hills,  vales,  ragged  rocks,  fruitful  plains,  and 
barren  mountains,  all  thrown  together  in  a  mofl:  ro- 
mantic confufion.  The  air  is  in  the  hotted  feafon 
conftantly  refrefhed  by  cool  breezes  from  the  fea. 
The  vales  produce  excellent  wheat  and  Indian  corn, 

but 

Afterwards  Bilhop  of  Cloync  in  Ireland,  Author  of  the  Dia- 
logues of  Hylas  and  Philonous,  the  Minute  Philofopher,  etc. 

Warbuhto:*. 
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but  are  moftly  covered  with  vineyards  intermixed 
•with  fruit-trees.  Befides  the  common  kinds,  as  cher- 
ries, apricots,  peaches,  etc.  they  produce  oranges, 
limes,  almonds,  pomegranates,  figs,  water-melons, 
and  many  other  fruits  unknown  to  our  climates, 
which  lie  every-where  open  to  the  paflenger.  The 
hills  are  the  greater  part  covered  to  the  top  with  vines, 
fome  with  chefnut  groves,  and  others  with  thickets 
of  myrtle  and  lentifcus.  The  fields  in  the  northern 
fide  are  divided  by  hedge-rows  of  myrtle.  Several 
fountains  and  rivulets  add  to  the  beauty  of  this  land- 
feape,  which  is  likewife  fet  off  by  the  variety  of  fome 
barren  fpots,  and  naked  rocks.  But  that  which 
crowns  the  fcene  is  a  large  mountain,  rifing  out  of 
the  middle  of  the  iiland  (once  a  terrible  Volcano,  by 
the  ancients  called  Mons  Epomeus)  ;  its  lower  parts 
are  adorned  with  vines,  and  other  fruits  ;  the  middle 
affords  pafture  to  flocks  of  goats  and  flieep,  and  the 
top  is  a  fandy  pointed  rock,  from  which  you  have  the 
finefl  profpect  in  the  world,  furveying,  at  one  view, 
befides  feveral  pleafant  iflands  lying  at  your  feet,  a 
trad  of  Italy  about  three  hundred  miles  in  length, 
from  the  promontory  of  Antium  to  the  cape  of  Pali- 
nurus  ;  the  greater  part  of  which  hath  been  fung  by 
Homer  and  Virgil,  as  making  a  confiderable  part  of 
the  travels  and  adventures  of  their  two  heroes.  The 
iflands    Caprea,    Prochyta*,    and    Parthenope,    to. 

gether 

*  We  muft  lament  that  we  have  no  more  Letters  of  Bp.  Berlhy  ; 
who,  we  fee  by  this  before  us,  poffefTed  the  uncommon  talent  of 

$  defcribing 
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gether  with  Cajeta,  Cumas,  Monte  Mifeno,  the  habi- 
tations of  Circe*,  the  Syrens,  and  the  Laeftrigones,  the 
bay  of  Naples,  the  promontory  of  Minerva,  and  the 
whole  Campagnia  Felice,  make  but  a  part  of  this  no- 
ble landfcape ;  which  would  demand  an  imagination 
as  warm,  and  numbers  as  flowing  as  your  own,  to 
defcribe  it.  The  inhabitants  of  this  delicious  ifle,  as 
they  are  without  riches  and  honours,  fo  are  they  with- 
out the  vices  and  follies  that  attend  them ;  and  were 
they  but  as  much  flrangers  to  revenge,  as  they  are 
to  avarice  and  ambition,  they  might  in  fa£l  anfwer 
the  poetical  notions  of  the  golden  age.  But  they 
have  got,  as  an  alloy  to  their  happinefs,  an  ill  habit 
of  murdering  one  another  on  flight  offences.  We 
had  an  infl:ance  of  this  the  fecond  night  after  our  ar- 
rival, a  youth  of  eighteen  being  fliot  dead  by  our 
door :  and  yet  by  the  fole  fecret  of  minding  our  own 
bufmefs,  we  found  a  means  of  living  fecurely  among 
thofe  dangerous  people.  Would  you  know  how  we 
pafs  the  time  at  Naples  ?  Our  chief  entertainment  is 
the  devotion  of  cur  neighbours  :  befides  the  gaiety  of 
their  churches  (where  folks  go  to  fee  what  they  call 

2{na 


defcribing  places  in  the  inoft  lively  and  graphical  manner  ;  a  talent 
in  which  he  has  been  equalled  or  excelled  only  by  Mr.  Gmy,  in 
many  of  thofe  mod  lively  and  entertaininji^  Letters  puoliPaed  by 
Mr.  Mafon  ;  thofe  efpecially  written   during   his  travels, 

Wartok. 

*    All  this  defcription,  as  Tliomfon   nobly  calis   it,    is   "  the 

portrait-painting  of  Nature."     No  one  can  better  exemplify  hi> 

own  ideas  than  Dean  Berkley,  in  his  lively,  dillinft,  and  pit^jref^ue 

ilcfcriptiouB. 
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una  hella  Devotione  *,  i.  e.  a  fort  of  religious  opera) 
they  make  fireworks  almofl:  every  week,  out  of  devo- 
tion J  the  flreets  are  often  hung  with  arras,  out  of  de- 
votion ;  and  (what  is  ftill  more  flrange)  the  ladies  in- 
vite gentlemen  to  their  houfes,  and  treat  them  with 
mufic  and  fweetmeats,  out  of  devotion ;  in  a  word, 
were  it  not  for  this  devotion  of  its  inhabitants,  Naples 
would  have  little  elfe  to  recommend  it,  befide  the  air 
and  fituation.  Learning  is  in  no  very  thriving  ftate 
here,  as  indeed  no  where  elfe  in  Italy  ;  however, 
among  many  pretenders,  fome  men  of  tafte  are  to  be 
met  with.  A  friend  of  mine  told  me  not  long  fmce, 
that,  being  to  vifit  Salvini  at  Florence,  he  found  him 
reading  your  Homer :  he  liked  the  notes  extremely, 
and  could  find  no  other  fault  with  the  verfion,  but 
that  he  thought  it  approached  too  near  a  paraphrafe  ; 
which  fhews  him  not  to  be  fufficiently  acquainted  with 
our  language.  I  wifh  you  health  to  go  on  with  that 
noble  work,  and  w^hen  you  have  that,  I  need  not  wifh 
you  fuccefs.  You  will  do  me  the  juftice  to  believe, 
that   whatever    relates   to   your   welfare  is   fmcerely 

wifhed  by 

Your,  etc. 

♦  Milton's  idea, — 

*'  Gay  religions,  full  of  pomp  and  gold." 
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LETTER    VIIL 

MR.   POPE    TO    THE    REV.   MR.   BERKLEY. 

Dear  Sir,  Sunday. 

•%  j-Y  Lord  Bifliop  Atterbury  was  very  much  con- 
cerned at  miffing  you  yefterday :  he  defired 
me  to  engage  you  and  myfelf  to  dine  with  him  this 
day  ;  but  I  was  unluckily  pre-engaged.  And,  (upon 
my  telling  him  1  fhould  carry  you  out  of  town  to- 
morrow, and  hoped  to  keep  you  till  the  end  of  the 
week,)  he  has  defired  that  we  will  not  fail  to  dine 
with  him  the  next  Sunday,  when  he  will  have  no 
other  company. 

I  write  you  this  to  intreat  you  will  provide  yourfelf 
of  linen  and  other  neceflaries  fufficient  for  the  week ; 
for  as  I  take  you  to  be  almoft:  the  only  friend  I  have, 
that  is  above  the  little  vanities  of  the  town,  I  expeft 
you  may  be  able  to  renounce  it  for  one  week,  and  to 
make  trial  how  you  like  my  Tufculum,  becaufe,  1  af- 
fure  you,  it  is  no  lefs  yours,  and  hope  you  will  ufe  it 
as  your  own  country  villa  the  enfuing  feafon. 

1  am  yours,  etc. 
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LETTER    IX. 

MR.  POPE   TO    *  *  #  f. 

December  2r,  171 8. 

rj^HE  old  proje£l  of  a  window  in  the  bafom,  to 
render  the  foul  of  man  vifible,  is  what  every 
honeft  friend  has  manifold  reafon  to  wifli  for  ;  yet 
even  that  would  not  do  in  our  cafe,  while  you  are  fo 
far  feparated  from  me,  and  fo  long.  I  begin  to  fear 
you*ll  die  in  Ireland,  and  that  Denunciation  will  be 
fulfilled  upon  you,  Hibernus  es^  et  in  Hibeniiam  re- 
verteris.  I  fhould  be  apt  to  think  yo«  in  Sancho*s 
cafe  ;  fome  Duke  has  made  you  Governor  of  an  Ifland, 
or  wet  place,  and  you  are  adminiflering  laws  to  the 
wild  Iriih.  But  I  mud  own,  when  you  talk  of  Build- 
ing and  Planting,  you  touch  my  firing ;  and  1  am  as 
apt  to  pardon  you,  as  the  fellow  that  thought  himfelf 
Jupiter  would  have  pardoned  the  other  madman  who 
called  himfelf  his  brother  Neptune.  Alas,  Sir,  do 
you  know  whom  you  talk  to  ?  one  that  has  been  a 
Poet,  was  degraded  to  a  tranflator,  and,  at  laft, 
through  mere  dulnefs,  is  turned  an  Archited:.  Yon 
know  Martiars  cenfurc,  Fraconetn  facito  vel  Archi- 
icclum.  However,  I  have  one  way  left,  to  plan,  to 
elevate,  and  to  furprife  (as  Bays  fays)  ;  the  next  news 
you  may  expect  to  hear,  is  that  I  am  in  debt. 

The 

f  Jervas. 
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The  hiflory  of  my  Tranfplantation  and  fettlement 
which  you  defire,  would  require  a  volume,  were  I  to 
enumerate  the  many  projects,  difficulties,  viciffitudes, 
and  various  fates  attending  that  important  part  of  my 
life:  much  more,  (hould  I  defcribe  the  many  Draughts*, 
Elevations,  Profiles,  Perfpe£tives,  etc.  of  every  Palace 
and  Garden  propofed,  intended,  and  happily  raifed, 
by  the  flrength  of  that  faculty  wherein  all  great  Ge- 
nius's excel,  Imagination.  At  lafl,  the  Gods  and 
fate  have  fixed  me  on  the  borders  of  the  Thames,  in 
the  diftri£ls  of  Richmond  and  Twickenham  :  it  is  here 
I  have  pafTed  an  intire  year  of  my  life,  without  any 
fixed  abode  in  London,  or  more  than  cafting  a  tran- 
fitory  glance  (for  a  day  or  two  at  mofl  in  a  month) 
on  the  pomps  of  the  town.  It  is  here  I  hope  to  re- 
ceive you.  Sir,  returned  from  eternizing  the  Ireland 
.of  this  age.  For  you  my  (Iruftures  rife;  for  you  my 
Colonades  extend  their  wings ;  for  you  my  groves 
afpire,  and  rofes  bloom.  And,  to  fay  truth,  I  hope 
pofteriiy  (which,  no  doubt,  will  be  made  acquainted 
with  all  thefe  things)  will  look  upon  it  as  one  of  the 
principal  motives  of  my  Architecture,  that  it  was  a 
manfion  prepared  to  receive  you,  againft  your  own 
.fhould  fall  to  duft,  which  is  deftined  ro  be  the  tomb 
of  poor  Frank  t  and  Betty  f,  and  the  immortal  monu- 
ment of  the  Fidelity  of  two  fuch  Servants,  who  have 
excelled  in  conllancy  the  very  Rats  of  your  family. 

What 

♦  Thefe  in  liis  own  drawing,  at  the  back  of  various  Notes  and 
Letters,  are  in  the  Britifli  Mufciim. 

f  Jervas's  fevvants,  left  in  the  houfe  whilft  he  was  in  Ireland, 
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What  more  can  I  tell  you  of  myfelf?  fo  much,  and 
yet  all  put  together  fo  little,  that  I  fcarce  care  or  know 
how  to  do  it.  But  the  very  reafons  that  are  againft 
putting  it  upon  paper,  are  as  flrong  for  telling  it  yoa 
in  perfon  ;  and  I  am  uneafy  to  be  fo  long  denied  the 
fatisfadion  of  it. 

At  prefent  I  confider  you  bound  in  by  the  Irifh  fea, 
like  the  gholls  in  Virgil, 

TriftI  palus  inamabilis  unda 
Alligat,  et  novies  Styx  circumfufa  coercet ! 

and  I  can't  exprefs  how  I  long  to  renew  our  old  in*- 
tercourfe  and  converfation,  our  morning  conferences 
in  bed  in  the  fame  room,  our  evening  walks  in  the 
park,  our  amufmg  voyages  on  the  water,  our  philo- 
fophical  fuppers,  our  ledures,  our  differtations,  our 
gravities,  our  reveries,  our  fooleries,  or  what  not  ? — 
This  a^vakens  the  memory  of  fome  of  thofe  who  have 
made  a  part  in  all  thefe.  Poor  Parnelle,  Garth, 
Rowe  !  You  judly  reprove  me  for  not  fpeaking  of  the 
death  of  the  laft  :  Parnelle  was  too  much  in  my  mind, 
to  whofe  memory  I  am  erefting  the  bed  monument  1 
can.  What  he  gave  me  to  publifh,  was  but  a  fmall 
part  of  what  he  left  behind  him ;  but  it  was  the  beft:, 
and  I  will  not  make  it  worfe  by  enlarging  it.  Fd  fain 
know  if  he  be  buried  at  Chefler,  or  Dublin;  and 
what  care  has  been,  or  is  to  be  taken  for  his  monu- 
ment, etc.  Yet  I  have  not  negle£led  my  devoirs  to 
Mr.  Rowe ;  I  am  writing  this  very  day  his  Epitaph 
for  Weftminfter- Abbey. — After  thefe,  the  beft-natured. 

of 
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of  Men,  Sir  Samuel  Garth,  has  left  me  in  the  trueft 
concern  for  his  lofs.  His  death  was  very  heroical, 
and  yet  unafFefted  enough  to  have  made  a  faint  or  a 
Philofopher  famous.  But  ill  tongues,  and  worfe 
hearts,  have  branded  even  his  laft  moments,  as  wrong- 
fully as  they  did  his  life,  with  Irreligion.  You  muft 
have  heard  many  tales  on  this  fubje£t ;  but  if  ever 
there  was  a  good  Chriftian  without  knowing  himfelf 

to  be  fo,  it  was  Dr.  Garth  *. 

Your,  etc. 

*  Dr.  Garth  died  Jan.  17 1!',  and  was  buried  on  theazd  of  the 
fame  month,  in  the  church  of  Harrow-on-the-Hill,  in  a  vauh  built 
by  him.  Refpefting  Garth's  death,  fays  Ayre,  "  There  went  about 
the  town  a  great  many  idle  ftories  on  this  fubje6l.  Some  people* 
enemies  to  him  and  his  wit,  endeavoured  to  infinuate,  that  he  died 
without  faith,  and  confequently,  as  thofe  zealots  pretended,  with- 
out hope  ;  others  branded  him  with  irreligion,  and  expreflions 
againft  all  revelation,  as  they  did  in  his  life- time.  But  the 
truth  of  the  manner  of  his  death  was  thus  :  Several  gentlemen 
being  in  his  chamber,  all  forrowing,  fome  weeping  to  perceive  the 
agonies  of  death  coming  fail  upon  him,  feme  of  them  came  to  the 
bed-fide,  defirous  to  take  a  laft  farewel  of  him,  others  whifpering 
about  the  bed  fo  foftly  that  he  could  only  hear  the  whifpering  and 
not  what  was  faid  -y  but  perceiving  much  officioufnefs  in  every  body 
to  ferve  him,  and  fo  many  behind  thofe  near  the  bed  readv  to  come 
forward  to  take  leave  of  him,  he  fmiled  as  in  his  healthy  hours,  and 
faid,  *  Gentlemen,  I  wilh  the  ceremony  of  dtath  was  over  ;'  and 
U>y  finking  lower  into  the  bed,  died  with  very  htile  ftruggle." 


368  LETTERS    TO    AND 


LETTER    X. 

TO   MR.  ♦#**!. 

Septeml>er  i-J, 
rpHE  gaiety  of  your  letter  proves  you  not  fo  ftudious 
of  Wealth  as  many  of  your  profeffion  are,  fince 
you  can  derive  matter  of  mirth  from  want  of  bufmefs. 
You  are  none  of  thofe  Lawyers  who  deferve  the 
motto  of  the  devil,  Circuit  quarens  quern  devoret.  But 
your  Circuit  will  at  leafl  procure  you  one  of  the  greateft 
of  temporal  bleflings,  Health.  What  an  advantageous 
circumftance  is  it,  for  one  that  loves  rambling  fo  well, 
to  be  a  grave  and  reputable  rambler  ?  while  (like  your 
fellow  Circuiteer,  the  Sun)  you  travel  the  round  of 
the  earth,  and  behold  all  the  iniquities  under  the 
heavens  ?  You  are  much  a  fuperior  genius  to  me  in 
rambling  ;  you,  like  a  Pigeon,  (to  which  1  would 
fooner  compare  a  Lawyer  than  to  a  Hawk,)  can  fly 
fome  hundred  leagues  at  a  pitch ;  I,  like  a  poor  fquir- 
rel,  am  continually  in  motion  indeed,  but  it  is  about 
a  cage  of  three  foot ;  my  little  excurfions  are  but  like 
thofe  of  a  fhopkeeper,  who  walks  every  day  a  mile  or 
two  before  his  own  door,  but  minds  his  bufmefs  all 
the  while  }.   Your  letter  of  the  Caufe  lately  before  you, 

I  could 

f  Probably  Fortefcue,  going  the  circuit. 

:j:  Alluding  to  the  humourous  cafe  of  the  Pyc  bald  Horfes, 
■written  by  Fortefcue. 
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I  coiild  not  but  communicate  to  fome  ladies  of  your 
acquaintance.  I  am  of  opinion,  if  you  continued  a 
correfpondence  of  the  fame  fort  during  a  whole  Cir- 
cuit, it  could  not  fail  to  pleafe  the  fex,  better  than 
half  the  novels  they  read ;  there  would  be  in  them 
what  they  love  above  all  things,  a  mod  happy  union 
of  Truth  and  Scandal.  I  affiire  you  the  Bath  affords 
nothing  equal  to  it :  it  is  on  the  contrary  full  of 
grave  and  fad  men,  Mr.  Baron  S.  Lord  Chief  Juftice 
A.  Judge  P.  and  Counfellor  B.  who  has  a  large 
pimple  on  the  tip  of  his  nofe,  but  thinks  it  incon- 
fiftent  with  his  gravity  to  wear  a  patch,  notwithftand- 
ing  the  precedent  of  an  eminent  judge. 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XI. 

TO   THE   EARL    OF   BURLINGTON. 

My  Lord, 

T  F  your  Mare  could  fpeak*,  fhe  would  give  an  account 

of  what  extraordinary  company  fhe   had  on  the 

road  J  which  fmce  (he  cannot  do,  I  will. 

It 


*  The  account  of  this  journey  is  given  with  the  moil  exquifitc 
hiimour.     1  kdow  of  nothing  in  our  language  that  equals  it,  ex- 
cept, perhaps,  Mr.  Colman's  defcription,  in  a  Terra  Filius,  of  an 
expedition  of  his  bookfcller  and  his  wife  to  Oxford.       Wartok= 
VOL.  VII.  £  B 
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It  was  the  enterprizlng  Mr.  Lintot,  the  redoubtable 
rival  of  Mr.  Tonfon,  who,  mounted  on  a  flone-horfe, 
(no  difagreeable  companion  to  your  Lordftiip's  mare,) 
overtook  me  in  Windfor-foreft.  He  faid,  he  heard  I 
defigned  for  Oxford,  the  feat  of  the  Mufes,  and 
would,  as  my  bookfeller,  by  all  means,  accompany 
me  thither. 

I  afked  him  where  he  got  his  horfe  ?  He  anfwered 
he  got  it  of  his  Publifher :  "  For  that  rogue  my 
Printer  (faid  he)  difappointed  me  :  I  hoped  to  put 
him  in  good  humour  by  a  treat  at  the  tavern,  of  a 
brown  fricaflee  of  rabbits,  which  coft  two  fhillings, 
with  two  quarts  of  wine,  befides  my  converfation. 
I  thought  myfelf  cock-fure  of  his  horfe,  which  he 
readily  promifed  me,  but  faid  that  Mr.  Tonfon 
had  juft  fuch  another  defign  of  going  to  Cambridge, 
expeding  there  the  copy  of  a  new  kind  of  Horace 

from  Dr. ,  and  if  Mr.  Tonfon  went,  he  was 

pre-engaged  to  attend  him,  being  to  have  the  print- 
ing of  the  faid  copy. 

"  So  in  fhort,  I  borrowed  this  flone-horfe  of  my 
Publifher,  which  he  had  of  Mr.  Oldmixon  for  a 
debt  J  he  lent  me  too  the  pretty  boy  you  fee  after 
me :  he  was  a  fmutty  dog  yefterday,  and  coft  me 
near  two  hours  to  wafli  the  ink  off  his  face ;  but 
the  Devil  is  a  fair-conditioned  Devil,  and  very  for- 
ward in  his  catechife :  if  you  have  any  more  bags, 
he  fhall  carry  them." 

I  thought 
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I  thought  Mr.  Lintot's  civility  not  to  be  negle£led, 
fo  gave  the  boy  a  finall  bag,  containing  three  (hirts 
and  an  Elzevir  Virgil ;  and  mounting  in  an  inflant 
proceeded  on  the  road,  with  my  man  before,  my 
courteous  ftationer  befide,  and  the  aforefaid  devil 
behind. 

Mr.  Lintot  began  in  this  manner :  "  Now  damn 
**  them !  what  if  they  fliould  put  it  into  the  news- 
"  paper,  how  you  and  I  went  together  to  Oxford  ? 
"  what  would  I  care  ?  If  I  (hould  go  down  into  Suf- 
"  fex,  they  would  fay  I  was  gone  to  the  Speaker. 
"  But  what  of  that  ?  If  my  fon  were  but  big  enough 
"  to  go  on  with  the  bufmefs,  by  G — d  I  would  keep 
**  as  good  company  as  old  Jacob.'* 

Hereupon  I  enquired  of  his  fon.  "  The  lad  (fays 
"  he)  has  fine  parts,  but  is  fomewhat  fickly,  much 
*'  as  you  are. — I  fpare  for  nothing  in  his  Education 
"  at  Weftminfler.  Pray,  don't  you  think  Weft- 
"  minfter  to  be  the  beft  fchool  in  England  ?  mod  of 
"  the  late  Miniftry  came  out  of  it,  fo  did  many  of 
"  this  Miniftry.  I  hope  the  boy  will  make  iiis  for- 
"  tune." 

Don't  you  defign  to  let  him  pafs  a  year  at  Oxford  ? 
"  To  what  purpofe  ^  (faid  he)  the  Uiiiverfities  do 
"  but  make  Pedants,  and  I  intend  to  breed  him  a 
"  man  of  bufinefs." 

As  Mr.  Lintot  was  talking,  I  obferved  he  fat  un- 
eafy  on  his  faddle,  for  which  I  exprcfied  fome  foUci- 
lude :   Nothing,  fays  he,  I  can  bear  it  well  enough  ; 

B  B  2  but 
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but  fince  we  have  the  day  before  us,  methinks,  it 
would  be  very  pleafant  for  you  to  reft  a-while  under 
the  woods.  When  we  were  alighted,  "  See  here, 
*'  what  a  mighty  pretty  Horace  I  have  in  my  pocket  1 
*'  what  if  you  amufed  yourfelf  in  turning  an  ode,  till 
*'  we  mount  again  ?  Lord !  if  you  "pleafed,  what  a 
"  clever  Mifcellany  might  you  make  at  leifure  hours?** 
Perhaps  I  may,  faid  I,  if  we  ride  on ;  the  motion  is 
an  aid  to  my  fancy,  a  round  trot  very  much  awakens 
my  fpirits ;  then  jog  on  apace,  and  I'll  think  as  hard 
as  I  can. 

Silence  enfued  for  a  full  hour ;  after  which  Mr. 
Lintot  lugged  the  reins,  ftopped  fhort,  and  broke  out, 
*'  Well,  Sir,  how  far  have  you  gone  ?'*   I  anfwered. 

Seven  miles.     "  Z ds.  Sir,  faid  Lintot,  I  thought 

*'  you  had  done  feven  ftanzas.  Oldfworth,  in  a 
"  ramble  round  Wimbleton-hill,  would  tranflate  a 
**  whole  ode  in  half  this  time.  I'll  fay  that  for  Oldf- 
**  worth  (though  I  loft  by  his  Timothy's)  he  tranflates 
**  an  ode  of  Horace  the  quickeft  of  any  man  in  Eng- 
**  land.  I  remember  Dr.  King*  would  write  verfes 
**  in  a  tavern  three  hours  after  he  could  not  fpeak : 
"  and  there's  Sir  Richard,  in  that  rumbling  old 
"  chariot  of  his,  between  Fleet-ditch  and  St.  Giles's 
**  pound,  fhall  make  you  half  a  Job." 

Pray,  Mr.  Lintot,  (faid  I,)  now  you  talk  of  Tranf- 
lators,  what   is   your   method   of  managing   them  ? 

"  Sir, 

*  Of  the  Commons,  Author  of  the  Art  of  Cookery  and  other 
forgotten  Poetry.  Warton. 
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•*  Sir,  (replied  he,)  thofe  are  the  faddeft  pack  of 
"  rogues  in  the  world  :  in  a  hungry  fit,  they'll  fwear 
"  they  underlland  all  the  languages  in  the  univerfe: 
"  I  have  known  one  of  them  take  down  a  Greek 
"  book  upon  my  counter,  and  cry.  Ah,  this  is  He- 
"  brew,  I  mud  read  it  from  the  latter  end.  By 
"  G — d  I  can  never  be  fure  in  thefe  fellows,  for  I 
"  neither  underftand  Greek,  Latin,  French,  nor 
*'  Italian  myfelf.  But  this  is  my  way  ;  I  agree  with 
"  them  for  ten  fliil lings  per  Iheet,  with  a  provifo, 
"  that  I  will  have  their  doings  corrected  by  whom  I 
**  pleafe ;  fo  by  one  or  other  they  are  led  at  laft  to 
*'  the  true  fenfe  of  an  author ;  my  judgment  giving 
**  the  negative  to  all  my  tranflators."  But  how  are 
you  fecure  thofe  corre6:ors  may  not  impofe  upon  you  ? 
**  Why  I  get  any  civil  gentleman  (efpecially  any 
**  Scotchman)  that  comes  into  my  {hop,  to  read  the 
"  original  to  me  in  Englifh  ;  by  this  I  know  whether 
**  my  firfl  tranflator  be  deficient,  and  whether  my 
"  corredor  merits  his  money  or  not. 

*'  ril  tell  you  what  happened  to  me  laft  month :  I 
**  bargained  with  S*  for  a  new  verfion  of  Lucretius 
**  to  publifh  againft  Tonfon's  ;  agreeing  to  pay  the 
*'  author  fo  many  fliillings  at  his  producing  fo  many 
"  lines.  He  made  a  great  progrefs  in  a  very  (hort 
**  time,  and  I  gave  it  to  the  corrector  to  compare 
"  with  the  Latin  j  but  he  went  diredly  to  Creech's 
"  tranflation,  and  found  jt  the  fame  word  for  word, 
"  all  but  the  firft  page.     Now,  what  d*ye  think  I 

3  B  3  **  did  ? 
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**  did  ?  I  arrefted  the  tranflator  for  a  cheat ;  nay,  and 

"  I  ftopt  the  correftor's  pay  too,  upon  this  proof 

''  that  he   had  made  ufe  of  Creech  inftead  of  the 

^'  original.'* 

Pray  tell  me  next  how  you  deal  with  the  Critics  ? 

**  Sir,  faid  he,  nothing  more  eafy.     I  can  filence  the 

"  mofl  formidable  of  them  :  the  rich  ones  for  a  fheet 

"  apiece  of  the  blotted  manufcript,  which  coft  me 

*'  nothing ;  they'll  go  about  with  it  to  their  acquaint- 

*'  ance,  and  pretend  they  had  it  from  the  author, 

"  who  fubmitted  to  their  correction :  this  has  given 

■"  fome  of  them  fuch  an  air,  that  in  time  they  come 

*'  to  be  confulted  with,  and  dedicated  to,  as  the  top 

*'  Critics  of  the  town. As  for  the  poor  Critics, 

'*  I'll  give  you  one  inftance  of  my  management,  by 

*'  which  you  may  guefs  at  the  reft  :  A  lean  man, 

*'  that  looked  like  a  very  good  fcholar,  came  to  me 

*'  t'other  day  ;  he  turned  over  your  Homer,  fhook 

"  his  head,   ihrugg'd  up  his  (houlders,  and   pifii'd 

"  at  every  line  of  it :  One  would  wonder  (fays  he)  at 

*'  the  ftrange  prefumption  of  fome  men ;  Homer  is 

*'  no  fuch  eafy  talk,  that  every  ftripling,  every  verfi- 

"  fier — ^He  was  going  on,  when  my  wife  called  to 
*'  dinner  :  Sir,  faid  I,  will  you  pleafe  to  eat  a  piece  of 

"  beef  with  me  ?   Mr.  Lintot,  faid  he,  I  am  forry  you 

^'  fliould  be  at  the  expence  of  this  great  book,  I  am 

*'  really  concerned  on  your  account— ^-Sir,  I  am  much 

*'  obliged  to  you  :  if  you  can  dine  upon  a  piece  of 

*'  beef,  together  with  a  flice  of  pudding — Mr.  Lintot, 

"  I  do 
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"  I  do  not  fay  but  Mr.  Pope,  if  he  would  condefcend 
"  to  advife  with  men  of  learning — Sir,  the  pudding 
"  is  upon  the  table,  if  you  pleafe  to  go  in — My  Cri- 
"  tic  complies,  he  comes  to  a  tafle  of  your  poetry, 
**  and  tells  me  in  the  fame  breath,  that  the  book  is 
"  commendable,  and  the  pudding  excellent. 

'*  Now,  Sir,  (concluded  Mr.  Lintot,)  in  return  to 
*'  the  franknefs  I  have  fhewn,  pray  tell  me,  is  it  the 
*'  opinion  of  your  friends  at  court  that  my  Lord 
**  Lanfdown  will  be  brought  to  the  bar  or  not  ?"  I 
told  him  I  heard  he  would  not,  and  I  hoped  it,  my 
Lord  being  one  I  had  particular  obligations  to. 
"  That  may  be,  (replied  Mr.  Lintot,)  but  by  G — d  if 
"  he  is  not,  I  fhall  lofe  the  printing  of  a  very  good 
«  Trial." 

Thefe,  my  Lord,  are  a  few  traits  by  which  you 
difcern  the  genius  of  Mr.  Lintot,  which  I  have  chofen 
for  the  fubjeft  of  a  letter.  I  dropt  him  as  foon  as  I 
got  to  Oxford,  and  paid  a  vifit  to  my  Lord  Carleton 
atMiddleton. 

The  converfations  I  enjoy  here  are  not  to  be  pre- 
judiced by  my  pen,  and  the  pleafures  from  them  only 
to  be  equalled  when  I  meet  your  Lordfliip.  1  hope  in 
a  few  days  to  cafl  myfelf  from  your  horfe  at  your 
feet. 

I  am,  etc. 


BB  4 
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LETTER    XII. 

TO  THE   DUKE   OF   BUCKINGHAM. 

[In  anfwer  to  a  Letter  in  which  he  inclofed  the  Defcription 
of  Buckingham-Houfe,  written  by  him  to  the  D.  of 
Sh.] 


P 


LINY  was  one  of  thofe  few  authors  who  had  a  warm 
houfe  over  his  head,  nay  two  houfes,  as  appears 
by  two  of  his  epiflles.  I  believe,  if  any  of  his  con- 
temporary authors  durft  have  informed  the  public 
where  they  lodged,  we  fhould  have  found  the  garrets 
of  Rome  as  well  inhabited,  as  thofe  of  Fleet-ftreet : 
but  it  is  dangerous  to  let  creditors  into  fuch  a  fecret ; 
therefore  we  may  prefume  that  then,  as  well  as  now- 
a-days,  nobody  knew  where  they  lived  but  their 
bookfellers. 

It  feems  that  when  Virgil  came  to  Rome,  he  had 
no  lodging  at  all  *  :  he  firft  introduced  himfelf  to  Au- 

guftus 

♦  But  Virgil,  afterwards,  poflVfled  a  fine  houfe  at  Rome,  and 
a  villa  at  Naples.     And  Horace,  fays  Swift,  I  am  furc  kept  his 
coach.     Lucan  and   Silius   Italicus  dwelt  in  marble  palaces,  and 
had  their  gardens  adorned   with    the   mcft    exquifite  ftatues   of 
Greece.     Of  modern  poets,  Triffmo  and  Voltaire  feem  to  hayc 
had    the    mofl.    fupcrb  houfes.     The   former,  who  was  a   fkilful 
architeft  as  well  as  poet,  was  rich  enough  to  build  a  palace  from 
a  defign  of  his  own,  under  the  diredlion  of  the  celebrated  Palladio. 
And  the  chateau  of  Voltaire,  at  Ferney,  has  been  vifited  by  fo 
many   Englilhmen,  as  to  render  a   defcription  of  it  fuperfluous. 
Mr.  Harte  related  to  me,  that  Pope,  in  one  of  their  ufual  walks 
together,  defired  him  to  go  with  him  to  a  houfe  in  the  Hay- 
market, 
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guftus  by  an  epigram,  beginning  l<^oBe  pluit  iota 

an  obfervation  which  probably  he  had  not  made,  un- 
lefs  he  had  lain  all  night  in  the  ftreet. 

Where  Juvenal  lived  we  cannot  affirm  ;  but  in  one 
of  his  fatires  he  complains  of  the  exceffive  price  of 
lodgings ;  neither  do  I  believe  he  would  have  talked 
fo  feelingly  of  Codrus's  bed,  if  there  had  been  room 
for  a  bedfellow  in  it. 

1  believe,  with  all  the  oftentation  of  Pliny,  he 
would  have  been  glad  to  have  changed  both  his 
houfes  for  your  Grace's  one ;  w^hich  is  a  country- 
houfe  in  the  fummer,  and  a  town-houfe  in  the  win- 
ter, and  mud  be  owned  to  be  the  properefl:  habitation  * 
for  a  wife  man,  who  fees  all  the  world  change  every 
feafon,  without  ever  changing  himfelf. 

I  have  been  reading  the  defcription  of  Pliny's  houfe 
with  an  eye  to  yours,  but,  finding  they  will  bear  no 
comparifon,  will  try  if  it  can  be  matched  by  the  large 
country-feat  I  inhabit  at  prefent,  and  fee  what  figure 
it  m;iy  make  by  the  help  of  a  florid  defcription. 

You  muft  expedl  nothing  regular  in  my  defcription, 
any  more  than  in  the  houfe  ;  the  whole  vafl  edifice  is 
fo  disjointed,  and  the  feveral  parts  of  it  fo  detached 
one  from  the  other,  and  yet  fo  joining  again,  one 

cannot 


market,  where  he  would  {hew  him  a  curiofity.  On  being  admitted 
by  an  old  woman  who  kept  a  little  (hop,  and  going  up  three  pair 
of  flairs  into  a  fmall  room  ;  "  In  this  garret,"  f;iid  Vopc,  "  Addifon 
wrote  his  Campaign."  Wartos* 

*  Buckingham-Houle. 
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cannot  tell  how,  that,  in  one  of  my  poetical  fits,  I 
imagined  it  had  been  a  village  in  Amphion*s  time, 
where  the  cottages  having  taken  a  country  dance  to- 
gether, had  been  all  out,  and  flood  flone-ftill  with 
amazement  ever  fmce. 

You  muft  excufe  me,  if  I  fay  nothing  of  the  front ; 
indeed  I  don't  know  which  it  is.  A  ftranger  would 
be  grievoufly  difappointed,  who  endeavoured  to  get 
into  this  houfe  the  right  way.  One  would  reafonably 
expeft  after  the  entry  through  the  porch  to  be  let 
into  the  hall :  alas  1  nothing  lefs !  you  find  yourfelf  in 
the  houfe  of  office.  From  the  parlour  you  think  to 
ftep  into  the  drawing-room,  but  upon  opening  the 
iron-nailed  door,  you  are  convinced  by  a  flight  of 
birds  about  your  ears,  and  a  cloud  of  dufl  in  your 
eyes,  that  it  is  the  pigeon-houfe.  If  you  come  into 
the  chapel,  you  find  its  altars,  like  thofe  of  the 
ancients,  continually  fmoking,  but  it  is  with  the 
fleams  of  the  adjoining  kitchen. 

The  great  hall  within  is  high  and  fpacious,  flanked 
on  one  fide  with  a  very  long  table,  a  true  image  of 
ancient  hofpitality  :  the  walls  are  all  over  ornamented 
with  monflrous  horns  of  animals,  about  twenty 
broken  pikes,  ten  or  a  dozen  blunderbulTes,  and  a 
rufty  matchlock  mufquet  or  two,  which  we  were  in- 
formed had  ferved  in  the  civil  wars.  Here  is  one 
vaft  arched  window  *  beautifully  darkened  with  divers 

fcutcheons 

*  This  Letter  contains  a  moft  lively  and  pifturefque  account  of 

an  old  Gothic  feat  or  caflle. 

'J  In 
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fcutcheons  of  painted  glafs :  one  (hining  pane  in  par- 
ticular bears  date  1286,  which  alone  preferves  the 
memory  of  a  Knight  whofe  iron  armour  is  long  fince 
periftied  with  ruft,  and  whofe  alabafter  nofe  is  moul- 
dered from  his  monument.  The  face  of  dame  Eleanor 
in  another  piece  owes  more  to  that  fmgle  pane  than 
to  all  the  glafles  (he  ever  confulted  in  her  life.  After 
this,  who  can  fay  that  glafs  is  frail,  when  it  is  not  half 
fo  frail  as  human  beauty,  or  glory  ?  and  yet  I  can*t 
but  figh  to  think  that  the  moil  authentic  record  of  fo 
ancient  a  family  fhould  lie  at  the  mercy  of  every  in- 
fant who  flings  a  ftone.  In  former  days  there  have 
dined  in  this  hall  gartered  Knights,  and  courtly 
Dames,  attended  by  ufhers,  fewers,  and  fenefchals ; 
and  yet  it  was  but  laft  night,  that  an  owl  flew  hither, 
and  miftook  it  for  a  barn. 

This  hall  lets  you  (up  and  down)  over  a  very  high 
threfhold  into  the  great  parlour.  Its  contents  are  a 
broken-bellied  virginal,  a  couple  of  crippled  velvet 
chairs,  with  two  or  three  mildewed  pidures  of  moulJy 
ancefliors,  who  look  as  difmally  as  if  they  came  frefh 

from 


In  Britain's  ifle,  no  matter  where, 
An  ancient  pile  of  building  Hands  ; 
The  Huntingdons,   and  Hattons  there 
Employ'd  the  power  of  Fairy  Hands. 

To  raife  the  ceiling's  fretted  height, 

Each  panne]  in  achievements  cloathing, 

Rich  windows  that  exclude  the  light. 

And  palfages  that  lead  to  nothing.  Gray. 

Warton. 
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from  hell  with  all  their  brimflone  about  them  ;  thefe 
are  carefully  fet  at  the  further  corner,  for  the  windows 
being  every  where  broken,  make  it  fo  convenient  a 
place  to  dry  poppies  and  muftard  feed,  that  the  room 
is  appropriated  to  that  ufe. 

Next  this  parlour,  as  I  faid  before,  lies  the  pigeon- 
houfe,  by  the  fide  of  which  runs  an  entry,  which  lets 
you  on  one  hand  and  t'other  into  a  bed-chamber,  a 
buttery,  and  a  fmall  hole  called  the  chaplain's  fludy  : 
then  follow  a  brew-houfe,  a  little  green  and  gilt  par- 
lour, and  the  great  ftairs,  under  which  is  the  dairy ; 
a  little  further  on  the  right  the  fervants  hall,  and  by 
the  fide  of  it  up  fix  fteps,  the  old  lady's  clofet  for  her 
private  devotions ;  which  has  a  lattice  into  the  hall, 
intended  (as  we  imagine)  that  at  the  fame  time  as  fhe 
prayed,  fhe  might  have  an  eye  on  the  men  and  maids. 
There   are  upon   the  ground-floor  in  all  twenty-fix 
apartments,  among  which  I  muft;   not  forget  a  cham- 
ber which  has  in  it  a  large  antiquity  of  timber,  that 
feems  to  have  been  either  a  bed  (lead,  or  a  cyder-prefs. 
The  kitchen  is  built  in  form  of  the  Rotunda,  being 
one  vaft  vault  to  the  top  of  the  houfe ;  where  one 
aperture  ferves  to  let  out  the  fmoke,  and  let  in  the 
light.     By  the  blacknefs  of  the  walls,  the  circular 
fires,  vaft  cauldrons,  yav^ning  mouths  of  ovens  and 
furnaces,    you    would    think    it    either    the    forge 
of  Vulcan,    the   cave   of  Polypheme,    or   the   tem- 
ple of  Moloch.     The  horror  of  this  place  has  made 
fuch  an  imprellion  on  the  country  people,  that  they 

8  believe 
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believe  the  Witches  keep  their  Sabbath  here,  and  that 
once  a  year  the  Devil  treats  them  with  infernal  veni- 
fon,  a  roafted  Tiger  fluffed  with  ten-penny  nails. 

i\bove  flairs  We  have  a  number  of  rooms  :  you 
never  pafs  out  of  one"  into  another  but  by  the  afcent 
or  defcent  of  two  or  three  flairs.  Our  befl  room  is 
very  long  and  low,  of  the  exad  proportion  of  a 
Band-box.  In  moft  of  thefe  rooms  there  are  hang* 
ings  of  the  finefl  work  in  the  world,  that  is  to  fay, 
thofe  which  Arachne  fpins  from  her  own  bowels. 
Were  it  not  for  this  only  furniture,  the  whole  would 
be  a  miferablc  fcene  of  naked  walls,  flawed  ceilings, 
broken  windows,  and  rufly  locks.  The  roof  is  fo 
decayed,  that  after  a  favourable  fhower  we  may  ex- 
pe£l:  a  crop  of  mufhrooms  between  the  chinks  of  our 
floors.  All  the  doors  are  as  little  and  low  as  thofe  to 
the  cabbins  of  Packet-boats.  Thefe  rooms  have  for 
many  years  had  no  other  inhabitants  than  certain  rats, 
whofe  very  age  renders  them  worthy  of  this  Seat,  for 
the  very  rats  of  this  venerable  houfe  are  grey :  fince 
thefe  have  not  yet  quitted  it,  we  hope  at  leafl  that 
this  ancient  manfion  may  not  fall  during  the  fmall 
remnant  thefe  poor  animals  have  to  live,  who  are  now 
too  infirm  to  remove  to  another.  There  is  yet  a 
fmali  fubfiflence  left  them  in  the  few  remaining  books 
of  the  Library. 

We  had  never  feen  half  what  I  have  defcribed,  but 
for  a  flarched  grey-headed  fie  ward  *,  who  is  as  much 

an 

*  Old  FeUum,  fo  naturally  painted  by  Addifon,  always  painted 
naturally.  W  a  r  t  y  n  . 
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an  antiquity  as  any  in  this  place,  and  looks  like 
an  old  family  pidure  walked  out  of  its  frame.  He 
entertained  us  as  we  pafTed  from  room  to  room  with 
feveral  relations  of  the  family ;  but  his  obfervations 
were  particularly  curious  when  he  came  to  the  cellar  : 
he  informed  us  where  flood  the  triple  rows  of  butts  of 
fack,  and  where  were  ranged  the  bottles  of  tent,  for 
toafts  in  a  morning ;  he  pointed  to  the  ftands  that 
fupported  the  iron-hooped  hogftiead  of  ftrong  beer ; 
then  ftepping  to  a  corner,  he  lugged  out  the  tattered 
fragments  of  an  unframed  picture :  "  This  (fays  he, 
*'  with  tears)  was  poor  Sir  Thomas !  once  mafter  * 
*'  of  all  this  drink.  He  had  two  fons,  poor  young 
*'  mafters !  who  never  arrived  to  the  age  of  his  beer  ; 
"  they  both  fell  ill  in  this  very  room,  and  never  went 
"  out  on  their  own  legs.*'  He  could  not  pafs  by  a 
heap  of  broken  bottles  without  taking  up  a  piece,  to 
Ihew  us  the  Arms  of  the  family  upon  it.  He  then 
led  us  up  the  tower  by  dark  winding  ftone  fteps, 
which  landed  us  into  feveral  little  rooms  one  above 
another.  One  of  thefe  was  nailed  up,  and  our  guide 
whifpered  to  us  as  a  fecret  the  occafion  of  it :  it  feems 
the  courfe  of  this  noble  blood  was  a  little  interrupted 
about  two  centuries  ago,  by  a  freak  of  the  Lady 
Frances,  who  was  here  taken  in  the  fa6t  with  a 
neighbouring  Prior,  ever  fmce  which  the  room  has 

been 

*  Not  mafter  of  this  manfion,  but  of  all  this  drink  !  The  ftone 
ft^eps,  and  the  haunted  chamber,  and  arms  on  the  bottles,  are  ad- 
mirable. Warton. 
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been  nailed  up,  and  branded  with  the  name  of  the 
Adultery'-Chamber.  The  ghofl:  of  Lady  Frances  is 
fuppofed  to  walk  there,  and  fome  prying  maids  of  the 
family  report  that  they  have  feen  a  lady  in  a  fardingale 
through  the  key-hole ;  but  this  matter  is  huflied  up, 
and  the  fervants  are  forbid  to  talk  of  it. 

I  muft  needs  have  tired  you  by  this  long  defcription: 
but  what  engaged  me  in  it,  was  a  generous  principle 
to  preferve  the  memory  of  that,  which  itfelf  muft  foon 
fall  into  dufl,  nay  perhaps  part  of  it  before  this  letter 
reaches  your  hands. 

Indeed  we  owe  this  old  houfe  the  fame  kind  of 
gratitude  that  we  do  to  an  old  friend,  who  harbours 
us  in  his  declining  condition,  nay  even  in  his  laft  ex- 
tremities. How  fit  is  this  retreat  for  uninterrupted 
ftudy,  where  no  one  that  pafies  by  can  dream  there 
is  an  inhabitant,  and  even  thofe  who  would  dine  with 
us  dare  not  ftay  under  our  roof!  Any  one  that  fees  it 
will  own  I  could  not  have  chofen  a  more  likely  place 
to  converfe  with  the  dead  in.  I  had  been  mad  indeed 
if  I  had  left  your  Grace  for  any  one  but  Homer.  But 
when  I  return  to  the  living,  I  ftiall  have  the  fenfe  to 
endeavour  to  converfe  with  the  beft  of  them,  and 
fhall  therefore  as  foon  as  poflible  tell  you  in  perfon 
how  much  1  am,  etc. 
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LETTER     XIII. 
THE  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM  TO  MR.  POPE. 

XT'OU  defire  my  opinion  as  to  the  late  difpute  in 

France  coficerning  Homer  *  :  and  I  think  it  ex- 

cufable  (at  an  age,  alas !  of  not  much  pleafure)  to 

amufe  myfelf  a  little  in  taking  notice  of  a  controverfy, 

than 

*  The  mildnefs,  civility,  and  politenefs  with  which  La  Motte 
wrote  agaiiift  the  opinions  of  Mad.  D'Acier,  make  his  Difcourfe 
on   Homer  a  model  of  controverfy.     The  lady  replied   to   him 
with  acrimony  and  vehemence.     If  he  had  infinuated  that  fhe  had 
wrinkles,  or  that  flie  had  weakened  her  eyes  by  poring  over  y//- 
dus*s  Ariftophanes,  fhe  could  not  have  been  more  exafperatcd.     La 
Motte,  not  underllaiiding  Greek,  was  certainly   an   incompetent 
judge  ;  and  his  chief  objedlions  arife  from  the  manners  of  Homer 
not  being  like  the  French  manners.     The  profe  of  La  Motte  is  far 
fuperior  to  his  vcrfe.      His  Abridgment  of  Homer  is  impcrfcd:  and 
uninterefting.     He  was  one  of  the  chief  combatants  in  the  great 
controverfy  concerning  the  refpeftive  merits  of  the  ancients  and 
moderns.      He  was  honoured   with  the    friendfhip    of  Fenclon  ; 
whofe  letters  to  him  abound  in  good  fterling  judgment,  and  exqui- 
fite  tafte  ;   particularly  one,  in  which  Fenelon  makes  objedtions  to 
rhyme,  that  appear  unanfwerable.     *'  La  rime  gene  plus  qu'elle 
n'orne  les  vers.     EUe  Its  charge  d'epithetes  ;  elle   rend  fouvent 
la  didlion  forcee,  &  pleine  d'une  vaine  pai-ure  ;  en  allongant  les  dif- 
cours,  elle.  les  afFoiblit.     Souvent  on  a  rccours  a  un  vers  inutile, 
pour  en  amcner  un  bon."     La  Motte  was  fo  great  an  enemy  to 
rhyme,  that  he  addrcffed  an  Ode   to   Cardinal  Fleury,  in  blank 
vcrfe  ;  in  which  meafure  alfo  he  wrote  the  Tragedy  of  CEdipus, 
and  defended  iiis  practice  in  a  fpirited  preface  againft  fome  ftrong 
objeftions  of  Voltaire.     His  other  tragedies  "in  rhyme  were,  Ro- 
mulus, the  Maccabees,  and   Ines  de   Caftro  ;  a  flory  on  which 
the  Elvira  of  Mallet  is  founded.  Warton. 
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than  which  nothing  is  at  prefent  more  remarkable^ 
(even  in  a  nation  who  value  themfelves  fo  much  upon 
the  Belles  Lettres,)  both  on  account  of  the  illuftrious 
fubje£l  of  it,  and  of  the  two  perfons  engaged  in  the 
quarrel. 

The  one  is  extraordinary  in  all  the  Lyric  kind  of 
Poetry,  even  in  the  opinion  of  his  very  adverfary. 
The  other  a  lady  (and  of  more  value  for  being .  fo) 
not  only  of  great  Learning,  but  with  a  Genius  admir- 
ably turned  to  that  fort  of  it  which  mod  becomes  her 
Sex  for  foftnefs,  gentlenefs,  and  promoting  of  virtue  ; 
and  fuch  as  (one  would  think)  is  not  fo  liable  as  other 
parts  of  fcholarfhip,  to  rough  difputes,  or  violent  ani- 
mofity. 

Yet  it  has  fo  happened,  that  no  writers,  even  about 
Divinity  itfelf,  have  been  more  outrageous  or  un- 
charitable than  thefe  two  polite  authors ;  by  fuffering 
their  judgments  to  be  a  little  warped  (if  I  may  ufe 
that  expreffion)  by  the  heat  of  their  eager  inclinations, 
to  attack  or  defend  fo  great  an  Author  under  debate. 
I  wiih  for  the  fake  of  the  public,  which  is  now  fo  well 
entertained  by  their  quarrel,  it  may  not  end  at  lafl  in 
their  agreeing  to  blame  a  third  man  who  is  fo  pre- 
fumptuous  as  to  cenfure  both,  if  they  Ihould  chance 
to  hear  of  it. 

To  begin  with  matter  of  fad.  M.  D'Acier  has 
well  judged,  that  the  bed  of  all  Poets  certainly  de- 
ferved  a  better  tranllation,  at  leafl:  into  French  profe, 
becaufe  to  fee  it  done  in  verfe  was  defpaired  of :  I  be- 

voL.  VII.  c  Q  lieve 
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lieve  indeed,  from  a  defed  in  that  language,  incapable 
of  mounting  to  any  degree  of  excellence  fuitable  to  fo 
very  great  an  undertaking. 

She  has  not  only  performed  this  tafk  as  well  as 
profe  can  do  it,  (which  is  indeed  but  as  the  wrong 
fide  of  tapeftry  is  able  to  reprefent  the  right '',)  fhe  has 
added  to  it  alfo  many  learned  and  ufefui  annota- 
tions. With  all  which  fhe  mofl  obligingly  delighted 
not  only  her  own  fex,  but  mofl  of  ours,  ignorant  of 
the  Greek,  and  confequently  her  adverfary  himfelf, 
who  frankly  acknowledges  that  ignorance. 

*Tis  no  wonder  therefore,  if,  in  doing  this,  fhe  is 
grown  fo  enamoured  of  that  unfpeakably-ch arming 
Author,  as  to  have  a  kind  of  horror  at  the  leail  men- 
tion of  a  man  bold  enough  to  blame  him. 

Now  as  to  M.  de  la  Motte,  he  being  already  de- 
fervedly  famous  for  all  forts  of  Lyric  Poetry,  was  fo 
far  introduced  by  her  into  thofe  beauties  of  the  Epic 
kind  (though  but  in  that  way  of  tranflation)  as  not  to 
refill  the  pleafure  and  hope  of  reputation,  by  attempt- 
ing that  in  veife,  which  had  been  applauded  fo  much 
for  the  difficulty  of  doing  it  even  in  profe  ;  knowing 
how  this,  well  executed,  mufl  extremely  tranfcend 
the  other. 

But,  as  great  Poets  are  a  little  apt  to  think  they 
have  an  ancient  right  of  being  excufed  for  vanity  on 
all  occafions,  he  was  not  content  to  out-do  M.  D'Acier, 

but 

'•  A  thought  of  Cervantes.  Warburtos, 
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but  endeavoured  to  out-do  Homer  himfelf,  and  all 
that  ever  in  any  age  or  nation  went  before  him  in  the 
fame  enterprize ;  by  leaving  out,  altering,  or  adding 
whatever  he  thought  beft. 

Againft  this  prefumptuous  attempt,  Homer  hag 
been  in  all  times  fo  well  defended,  as  not  to  need  my 
fmall  afliflance ;  yet,  I  muft  need  fay,  his  excellencies 
are  fuch,  that  for  their  fakes  he  deferves  a  much 
gentler  touch  for  his  feeming  errors.  Thefe  if  M.  de 
la  Motte  had  tranflated  as  well  as  the  reft,  with  aa 
apology  for  having  retained  them  only  out  of  mere 
veneration ;  his  judgment,  in  my  opinion,  would  have 
appeared  much  greater  than  by  the  beft  of  his  altera- 
tions, though  I  admit  them  to  be  written  very  finely, 
I  join  with  M.  de  la  Motte  in  wondering  at  fome  odd 
things  in  Homer,  but  it  is  chiefly  becaufe  of  his  fub- 
lime  ones,  I  was  about  to  fay  his  divine  ones,  which 
almoft  furprize  me  at  finding  them  any  where  in  the 
fallible  condition  of  human  nature. 

And  now  we  are  wondering,  I  am  in  a  difficulty  to 
guefs  what  can  be  the  reafon  of  thefe  exceptions 
againft  Homer,  from  one  who  has  himfelf  tranflated 
him,  contrary  to  the  general  cuftom  of  tranflators. 
Is  there  not  a  little  of  that  in  it  ?  I  mean  to  be  fingu- 
lar,  in  getting  above  the  title  of  a  Tranflator,  though 
fufficiently  honourable  in  this  cafe.  For  fuch  an  am- 
bition nobody  has  lefs  occafion,  than  one  who  is  fo 
fine  a  Poet  in  other  kinds ;  and  who  muft  have  too 

c  c  2  much 
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much  wit  to  believe,  any  alteration  of  another  can 
entitle  him  to  the  denomination  of  an  Epic  Poet  him- 
felf ;  though  no  man  in  this  age  feems  more  capable 
of  being  a  good  one,  if  the  French  tongue  would  bear 
it.  Yet  in  his  tranflation  he  has  done  too  well,  to 
leave  any  doubt  (with  all  his  faults)  that  her*s  can  be 
ever  paralleled  with  it. 

Befides,  he  could  not  be  ignorant  that  finding 
faults  is  the  mofl  eafy  and  vulgar  part  of  a  critic  ; 
whereas  nothing  fliows  fo  much  fkill  and  tafle  both) 
as  the  being  thoroughly  fenfible  of  the  fublimeft  ex- 
cellenciesw 

What  can  Vv^e  fay  in  excufe  of  all  this  ?  Humamtm 
efi  errare :  fmce  as  good  a  Poet  as,  I  beheve,  the 
French  language  is  capable  of,  and  as>  fliarp  a  Critic 
as  any  nation  can  produce,  haSj  by  too  much  cen-^ 
Turing  Homer,  fubjecled  a  tranflation  to  cenfure,  that 
Would  have  otherwife  flood  the  tcfl*  of  the  fevercfl 
adverfary. 

But  fmce  he  would  needs  chufe  that  wrong  way  of 
criticifm,  I  wonder  he  miffed  a  flone  fo  eafy  to  be 
thrown  againfl  Homer,  not  for  his  falling  the  Iliad 
with  fo  much  flaughter,  (for  that  is  to  be  excufed, 
-fince  a  war  is  not  capable  of  being  defcribed  without 
it,)  but  with  fo  many  various  particulars  of  wounds 
and  horror,  as  fiiew  the  writer  (I  am  afraid)  fo  de- 
lighted 

*  It  is  impoffible  and  abfurd  to  afTcat  to  this  enxomium  on  the 
Frrrir/jtJuJ Homer  of  La  Mottc.  Warton. 
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lighted  that/ way  himfelf  *,  as  not  the  leaft  to  doubt 
his  reader  being  fo  alfo.  Like  Spanioletta,  whofe  dif- 
mal  pictures  are  the  more  difagreeable  for  being  al- 
ways fo  very  movingly  painted.  Even  Hedor's  lafl 
parting  from  his  fon  and  Andromache  hardly  makes 
us  amends  for  his  body's  being  dragged  thrice  round 
the  town.  M.  dc  la  Motte,  in  his  flrongcfl:  objedion 
about  that  difmal  combat,  has  fufficient  caufe  to 
blame  his  enraged  adverfary  ;  who  here  gives  an  in- 
(lance  that  it  is  impoffible  to  be  violent  without  com- 
mitting fome  miflake  ;  her  paflion  for  Homer  blind- 
ing her  too  much  to  perceive  the  very  groflefl  of  his 
failings.  By  which  warning  I  am  become  a  little  more 
capable  of  impartiality,  though  in  a  difpute  about  that 
very  Poet  for  whom  I  have  the  greateft  veneration. 

M.  D' Acier  f  might  have  confidered  a  little,  that 
whatever  were  the  motives  of  M.  de  la  Motte  to  fo 

bold 

*  An  infufferable  calumny  againft  oar  divine  old  Bard.  There 
are  more  llrokes  of  humanity  than  cruvlty  in  the  Iliad,  notwith- 
ftanding  thefe  paffagcs  hinted  at.  The  interview  of  Priam  with 
Achilles,  when  he  comes  to  beg  the  body  of  his  fon,  is,  in  my 
appr^hen{ion,thc  fined  dcfcription  in  any  poet,  aucieni  or  modern, 
whatever.  W/irto.v. 

f  Menage  wrote  this  Greek  Dilliqne  on  her  cclcbratid  tranlla- 
tion : 

KDx  Tln\xla,lfji  juv;vt»  an<Tt  6s*. 
But  the  Abbe  Cartaud,  in  his  Eflfay  on  Tade,  has  gjivcn  a  ridicu- 
lous reprefentation  of  this  learned  Lady,  in  the  a6l  of  reciting  the 
parting  fcene  of  Hc6lor  and  Andromache :  and  adds,  th^t  it 
were  to  be  wifhed  that  (lie  had  confined  her  occ!i::)at!ons  to  fuch 
as  employed  the  mind  and  hands  of  the  ami.ible  wife  of  He£t(r. 

Wartom. 
CC  3 
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bold  a  proceeding,  it  could  not  darken  that  fame 
which  I  am  fure  flie  thinks  fliines  fecurely  even  after 
the  vain  attempts  of  Plato  himfelf  againft  it :  caufed 
only  perhaps  by  a  like  reafon  with  that  of  Madam 
D'Acier's  anger  againft:  M.  de  la  Motte,  namely,  the 
finding  that  in  profe  his  genius  (great  as  it  was)  could 
not  be  capable  of  the  fublime  heights  of  poetry,  which 
therefore  he  banifhed  out  of  his  commonwealth. 

Nor  were  thefe  objeftions  to  Homer  any  more  lef- 
fening  of  her  merit  in  tranflating  him  as  well  as  that 
way  is  capable  of,  viz.  fully,  plainly,  and  elegantly, 
than  the  mofl:  admirable  verfes  can  be  any  difparage- 
pient  to  as  excellent  profe. 

Thebeft:  excufe  for  all  this  violence  is,  its  being  in 
a  caufe  which  gives  a  kind  of  reputation  even  to  fuf- 
fering,  notwithft:anding  ever  fo  ill  a  management 
of  it. 

The  worfl:  of  defending  even  Homer  in  fuch  a  paf- 
fionate  manner,  is  its  being  more  a  proof  of  her  weak- 
nefs,  than  of  his  being  liable  to  none.  For  what  is  it 
can  excufe  Homer  any  more  than  He6lor,  for  flying 
at  the  firfl:  fight  of  Achilles?  whofe  terrible  afpedt 
fure  needed  not  fuch  an  inexcufable  fright  to  fet  it 
off ;  and  methinks  all  that  account  of  Minerva's  re- 
ftoring  his  dart  to  Achilles,  comes  a  little  too  late, 
for  excufmg  Hector's  fo  terrible  apprehenfion  at  the 
very  firft. 
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LETTER     XIV. 
TO   THE   DUKE    OF   BUCKINGHAM. 

September  i,  1718- 

T  AM  much  honoured  by  your  Grace's  compliance 
with   my  requefl:,   in  giving  me  your  opinion  of 
the  French  difpute  concerning  Homer.     And  I  fhall 
keep  my  word,  in  fairly  telling  wherein  I  difagree 
from  you.     It  is  but  in  two  or  three  very  fmall  points, 
not  fo  much  of  the  difpute,  as  of  the  parties  concerned 
in  it.     I  cannot  think  quite  fo  highly  of  the  Lady's 
learning,  though  I  refpedt  it  very  much.     It  is  great 
complaifance  in  that  polite  nation,  to  allow  her  to  be 
a  Critic  of  equal  rank  with  her  hufband.    To  inftance 
no  further,  his  remarks  on  Horace  fhow  more  good 
Senfe,  Penetration,  and  a  better  Tafte  of  his  author, 
and  thofe  upon  Ariftotle's  Art  of  Poetry  more  Skill 
and  Science,  than  any  of  her's  on  any  author  what- 
ever'.    In  truth,  they  are  much  more  flight,  dwell 
more  in  generals,  and  are,  befides,  for  the  mofl  part, 
lefs  her  own  ;  of  which  her  Remarks  upon  Homer 
are  an  example,  where  Euftathius  is  tranfcribed  ten 
times  for  once  that  he  is  quoted.     Nor  is  there  at  all 

more 

'  This  is  ajuft  charafter  of  that  excellent  Critic's  writings; 
who  fecms  not  to  have  juftice  done  him,  either  at  home  or  abroad. 

Warburto.v. 
C  C  4 
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more  depth  of  learning  in  thofe  upon  Terence,  Plautus, 
or  (where  they  were  moft  wanted)  upon  Ariftophanes, 
only  the  Greek  fcholia  upon  the  latter  are  fome  of 
the  befl:  extant. 

Your  Grace  will  believe  me,  thar  I  did  not  fearch 
to  find  defects  in  a  lady ;  my  employment  upon  the 
Iliad  forced  nie  to  fee  them ;  yet  I  have  had  fo  much 
of  the  French  complaifance  as  to  conceal  her  thefts  ; 
for  wherever  I  have  found  her  notes  to  be  wholly 
another's  (which  is  the  cafe  in  fome  hundreds)  I  have 
barely  quoted  the  true  Proprietor  without  obferving 
upon  it.  If  Madam  D*Acier  has  ever  feen  my  obfer- 
yations,  fhe  will  be  fenfible  of  this  condu£l,  but  what 
effect  it  may  have  upon  a  lady,  I  will  not  anfwer 
for. 

In  the  next  place,  as  to  M.  de  la  Motte,  I  think 
your  Grace  hardly  does  him  right,  in  fuppofing  he 
could  have  no  Idea  of  the  beauties  of  Homer's  Epic 
Poetry,  but  what  he  learned  from  Madam  D'Acier's 
Profe-tranflation,  There  had  been  a  very  elegant 
Profe-tranflation  before,  that  of  Monfieur  de  la  Val- 
terie  *  ;  fo  elegant,  that  the  ftyle  of  it  was  evidently 
the  original  and  model  of  the  famous  Telemaquef. 

Your 

*  To  which  ttanflation  Pope  himfelf  was  not  a  little  obliged. 

Warton. 
■j-  That  vain  and  haughty  defpot,  Louis  XIV.  would  never 
forgive  Fentlon  for  the  many  farcafms  fcattercd  up  and  dywn  in 
this  Telcmachus,  on  pride,  profiifion,  Iiixtuy,  and  arbitrary  powtr. 
For  thefe,  much  more  than  for  the  *'  Maxims  of  the  Saints,"  was 
this  virtuous  and  exemplary  prelate  banifhcd  from  the  court  to  his 

diocefe. 
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Your  Grace  very  juftly  animadverts  againft  the  too 
great  difpofition  of  finding  faults,  in  the  one,  and 
of  confcfling  none  in  the  oiher :  but  doubtlefs,  as  to 
violence,  the  lady  has  infinitely  the  better  of  the  gen- 
tleman. Nothing  can  be  more  polite,  difpallionate, 
or  fenfible^  than  M.  de  la  Motte*s  manner  of  managing 
the  difpute :  and  fo  much  as  I  fee  your  Grace  admires 
the  beauty  of  his  verfe,  (in  which  you  have  the  fuf- 
frage  too  of  the  Archbifliop  of  Cambray,)  1  will  ven- 
ture to  fay,  his  profe  is  full  as  good.  I  think  there- 
fore when  you  fay,  no  difputants  even  ill  Divinity 
could  be  more  outrageous  and  uncharitable  than  thefe 
two  authors,  you  are  a  little  too  hard  upon  M.  de  la 
Motte.  Not  but  that  (with  your  Grace)  I  doubt  as 
Ijttle  of  the  zeal  of  Commentators  as  of  the  zeal  of 

Divines, 


;(]iocefe.  And  Cardinal  Fleiiry  would  not  fuffer  Louis  XV.  to  read 
Telemachus.  As  to  LaMottc,  in  addition  to  what  has  been  faid 
of  bis  Odes  being  more  philofophical  than  poetical,  it  may  alfo 
be  obfcrycd,  that  fo  wtre  his  Fablps.  Iji  the  latter  alfo  were  in- 
troduced too  many  new  and  improper  pcrfonificatibns  ;  and  Dom 
Jugemcnt,  Dame  Memoire,  and  Demoifelle  Imagination,  Talent, 
and  Reputation,  feem  to  be  ftrange  aflors  in  a  fable.  See  Fable XIII. 
His  Difcourfcs  on  Fable,  on  Lyric  Poetry,  and  on  Homer,  (though 
fo  vehemently  profcribed  by  Mad.  D'Acier,)  contain  many  acute 
and  original  remarks.  The  cheerfulnrfs  and  equanimity  with 
which  he  endured  the  calamity  of  blindntfs,  for  many  years, 
does  him  more  real  honour  than  could  be  acquired  by  the  bcft 
c<»:npolitions  of  profe  or  verfe.  To  the  lame  good  temper  may  be 
afcnbed  his  cordial  reconciliation  with  M  id.  D'Acier,  after  their 
fcvere  combat,  to  whom  he  addreffv-d  an  Ode  full  of  del  cate  com- 
pliments. Warton. 
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Divines,  and  am  as  ready  to  believe  of  the  paflions 
and  pride  of  mankind  in  general,  that  (did  but  the 
fame  interefls  go  along  with  them)  they  would  carry 
the  learned  world  to  as  violent  extremes,  animofities, 
and  even  perfecutions,  about  variety  of  opinions  in 
Criticifm,  as  ever  they  did  about  Religion  :  and  that, 
in  defed  of  Scripture  to  quarrel  upon,  we  fhould  have 
the  French,  Italian,  and  Dutch  Commentators  ready 
to  burn  one  another  *  about  Homer,  Virgil,  Terence, 
and  Horace. 

1  do  not  wonder  your  Grace  is  (hocked  at  the  flight 
of  Hedor  upon  the  firfl  appearance  of  Achilles  in  the 
twenty-fecorid  Iliad.     However  (to  fhew  myfelf  a  true 
Commentator,  if  not  a  true  Critic),  I  will  endeavour 
to  excufe,  if  not  to  defend  it,  in  my  Notes  on  that 
book.    And  to  fave  myfelf  what  trouble  I  can,  inftead 
of  doing  it  in  this  letter,  I  will  draw  up  the  fubflance 
of  what  I  have  to  fay  for  it  in  a  feparate  paper,  which 
I  will  fhew  your  Grace  when  next  we  meet.     I  will 
only  defire  3'ou  to  allow  me,  that  Hecloj  was  in  an 
abfolute  certainty  of  death,  and  depreffed  over  and 
above  with  the  confcience  of  being  in  an  ill  caufe.     If 
your  heart  be  fo  gi'eat,  as  not  to  grant  the  firfl  of 
thefe  will  fink  the  fpirit  of  a  Hero,  you'll  at  leafl  be 
fo  good,  as  to  allow  the  fecond  may.     But,  I  can  tell 
your  Grace,  no  lefs  a  Hero  than  my  Lord  Pcterborovv, 
when  a  perfon  complimented  him   for  never  being 
afraid,  made  this   anfwer,  "  Sir,  fhew  me  a  danger 

7  "  that 


FROM    SEVERAL   PERSONS.       395 

*•  that  I  think  an  imminent  and  real  one,  and  I  pro- 
*'  mife  you  I'll  be  as  much  afraid  as  any  of  you.'* 

I  am  your  Grace's,  etc. 


LETTER    XV. 
FROM    DR.    ARBUTHNOT. 

London,  Sept.  7,  1714- 

j  AM  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  taking  notice  of 
a  poor  old  diftreffed  courtier,  commonly  the  moft 
defpifeable  thing  in  the  world.  This  blow  has  fo 
roufed  Scribkrus,  that  he  has  recovered  his  fenfes,  and 
thinks  and  talks  like  other  men.  From  being  frolick- 
fome  and  gay  he  is  turned  grave  and  morofe.  His 
lucubrations  lie  negletled  among  old  newfpapers, 
cafes,  petitions,  and  abundance  of  unanfwerable  let- 
ters. I  wilh  to  God  they  had  been  among  the  papers  * 
of  a  noble  Lord  fealed  up.  Then  might  Scriblerus 
have  pafTed  for  the  Pretender,  and  it  would  have  been 
a  mod  excellent  and  laborious  work  for  the  Flying 
Poft,  or  feme  fuch  author,  to  have  allegorized  all  his 
adventures  into  a  plot,  and  found  out  myfteries  fome- 
what  like  the  Key  to  the  Lock.     Martin's  office  is 

now 

*  Lord   Bolingbrokc,  whofe  papers  were    fcalcd   up,    on    the 
accefiion  of  Gcurj/c  the  Firll,  at  this  time. 
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now  the  fecond  door  on  the  left  hand  in  Dover,  ftreet, 
whei  e  he  will  be  glad  to  fee  Dr.  Parnelle,  Mr.  Pope, 
and  his  old  friends,  to  whom  he  can  ftiil  afford  a  half 
pint  of  claret.  It  is  with  fome  pleafure  that  he  con- 
templates the  world  flill  bufy,  and  all  mankind  at 
work  for  him.  I  have  feen  a  letter  from  Dean  Swift ; 
he  keeps  up  his  noble  fpirit,  and  though  like  a  man 
knocked  down,  you  may  behold  him  flill  with  a  flern 
countenance,  and  aiming  a  blow  at  his  adverfaries. 
I  will  add  no  more,  being  in  hafle,  only  that  I  will 
never  forgive  you  if  you  can't  ufe  my  aforefaid  houfe 
in  Dover-flreet  with  the  fame  freedom  as  you  did  that 
in  St.  James's  ;  for  as  our  friendfhip  was  not  begun 
upon  the  relation  of  a  courtier,  fo  I  hope  it  will  not 
end  with  it.  I  will  always  be  proud  to  be  reckoned 
amongfl  the  number  of  your  friends  and  humble  ferr 
vants. 
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LETTER    XVL 
TO    DR.   ARBUTHNOT. 

September  id. 
T  AM  glad  your  travels  delighted  you  ;  improve  you, 

I  am  fure,  they  could  not ;  you  are  not  fo  much 
a  youth  as  that,  though  you  run  about  with  a  King 
of  fixteen,  and  (what  makes  him  flill  more  a  child) 
a  King  of  Frenchmen.  My  owii  time  has  been  more 
melancholy,  fpent  in  attendance  Upon  death,  which 
has  feized  one  of  our  family  :  my  mother  is  fomething 
tetter,  though  at  her  advanced  age  every  day  is  a  cli- 
macteric. There  was  joined  to  this  an  indifpofitlon 
of  my  own,  which  I  ought  to  look  upon  as  a  flight 
one  compared  with  my  mother's,  becaufe  my  life  i's 
tiot  of  half  the  confequence  to  any  body  that  her's  is 
to  me.  AU  thefe  incidents  have  hindered  my  more 
fpeedy  reply  to  your  obliging  letter. 

The  article  you  enquire  of,  is  of  as  little  concern 
to  me  as  you  defire  it  fliould  ;  namely,  the  railing 
papers  about  the  Odyffey.  If  the  book  has  merit,  it 
will  extinguifh  all  fuch  nady  fcandal ;  as  the  Sun  puts 
an  end  to  flinks,  merely  by  coming  out. 

I  wifh  I  had  nothing  to  trouble  me  more  j  an  ho- 
ned mind  is  not  in  the  power  of  any  diflionefl  one. 
To  break  its  peace,  there  mud  be  feme  guilt  or  con- 
fcioufnefs,  which  is  inconfident  with  its  own  prin- 
ciples. 
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ciples.  Not  but  malice  and  injuftice  have  their  day, 
like  fome  poor  fliort-lived  vermin  that  die  in  fhooting 
their  own  flings.  Falfehood  is  Folly,  (fays  Homer,) 
and  liars  and  calumniators  at  laft  hurt  none  but  them- 
felves,  even  in  this  world :  in  the  next,  'tis  charity 
to  fay,  God  have  mercy  on  them !  they  were  the  de- 
vil's vicegerents  upon  earth,  who  is  the  father  of  lies, 
and,  I  fear,  has  a  right  to  difpofe  of  his  children. 

I  have  had  an  occafion  to  make  thefe  reflections  of 
late  more  juftly  than  from  any  thing  that  concerns  my 
writings,  for  it  is  one  that  concerns  my  morals,  and 
(which  I  ought  to  be  as  tender  of  as  my  own)  the 
good  character  of  another  very  innocent  perfon  *,  who 
1  am  fure  {hares  your  friendfhip  no  lefs  than  I  do. 
No  creature  has  better  natural  difpofitions,  or  would 
ad  more  rightly  or  reafonably  in  every  duty,  did  fhe 
a£l  by  herfelf,  or  from  herfelf ;  but  you  know  it  is 
the  misfortune  of  that  family  to  be  governed  Hke  a 
fhip,  I  mean  the  Head  guided  by  the  Tail,  and  that 
by  every  wind  that  blows  in  it. 

*  Probably   Martha  Blount,  refpe&ing  whofe  intimacy  with 
Pope  there  were  fome  infinuations  to  her  difad vantage. 
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LETTER    XVIL 
MR.   POPE  TO  THE   EARL  OF  OXFORD*. 

My  Lord,  Ocloberii,  1721. 

XT^OUR  Lordfliip  may  be  furprlzed  at  the  liberty  I 
take  in  writing  to  you ;  though  you  will  allow 
me  always  to  remember,  that  you  once  permitted  iiie 
that  honour,  in  conjunction  with  feme  others  who 
better  deferved  it.  1  hope  you  will  not  wonder  I  am 
ftill  defirous  to  have  you  think  me  your  grateful  and 
faithful  fervant,  but  I  own  I  have  an  ambition  yet 
farther,  to  have  others  think  me  fo,  which  is  the  oc- 
cafion  I  give  your  Lordfliip  the  trouble  of  this.  Poor 
Parnelle,  before  he  died,  left  me  the  charge  of  pub- 
lifhing  thefc  few  remains  of  his  :  I  have  a  flrong  de- 
fne  to  make  them,  their  author,  and  their  publiflier, 
more  confiderable,  by  addrelTmg  and  dedicating  them 
all  to  you.  There  is  a  pleafure  in  bearing  tellimony 
to  truth,  and  a  vanity,  perhaps,  which  at  lead  is  as 
excufable  as  any  vanity  can  be.  I  beg  you,  my 
Lord,  to  allow  me  to  gratify  it  in  prefixing  this  paper 

of 

*  If  he  had  not  been  relcafcd  from  his  imprifonment  In  tlic 
Tower,  and  had  been  brought  to  a  trial,  he  would  have  prodiictd 
ftrong  and  undeniable  proofs,  that  many  of  his  pcrfecutors,  parti- 
cularly the   D.  of  M h,  were  engaged  in  intrigues  with  the 

Pretender  and  his  party.  His  friends  had  in  their  cullody  a  Iccttr 
that  irrefragably  would  have  proved  this  fact,  which  they  ilrnvtd 
to  the  Duchcfs.  Lord  Oxford  was  relcafcd  foon  after  this  Ltler 
had  been  flitwn  to  her.  W.vrtov. 
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of  honefl:  verfes  to  the  book.  I  fend  the  book  itfelf, 
which,  I  dare  fay,  you'll  receive  more  fatisfaftion  in 
peruling,  than  you  can  from  any  thing  written  upon 
the  fubjeQ:  of  yourfelf.  Therefore  I  am  a  good  deal 
in  doubt,  whether  you  will  care  for  fuch  an  addition 
to  it.  All  I  fhall  fay  for  it  is,  that  it  is  the  only  de- 
dication I  ever  writ,  and  fhall  be  the  only  one,  whc" 
ther  you  accept  of  it  or  not :  for  I  will  not  bow  the 
knee  to  a  lefs  man  than  my  Lord  Oxford,  and  I  ex- 
pert to  fee  no  greater  in  my  time*. 

After  all,  if  your  Lordihip  will  tell  my  Lord  Har- 
ley  that  I  muft  not  do  this,  you  may  depend  upon  a 
fuppreffion  of  thefe  verfes  (the  only  copy  whereof  I 
fend  you)  j  but  you  never  fhall  fupprefs  that  great, 
lincere,  and  entire  refped,  with  which  I  am  always. 

My  Lord, 

Your,  etc. 

*  BoUnglroke  had  a  very  different,  and  indeed  unjuft,  opiniort 
of  Lord  Oxford,  whom  he  calls,  "  a  man  of  v/hom  Nature  meant 
to  make  ^fpyt  or,  at  moft,  a  captain  of  miners  ;  and  whom  For- 
tune, in  one  of  her  whimfical  moods,  made  a  General."  This  was 
written  in  a  letter  to  Swifts  17 19.  And  the  words  mud  have 
been  mortifying  to  Swift,  who  thought  highly  of  Lord  Oxford's 
abilities.  Warton. 
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LETTER   XVm. 
THE   EARL    OF   OXFORD   TO   MR.  POPE. 

SIR,  Brampton-Caftle,  Nov.  6,  1 721. 

T  RECEIVED  your  packet,  which  could  not  but  give 
me  great  pleafure,  to  fee  you  preferve  an  old  friend 
in  your  memory  ;  for  it  mufl:  needs  be  very  agreeable 
to  be  remembered  by  thofe  we  highly  value.  But 
then  how  much  fhame  did  it  caufe  me,  when  I  read 
your  very  fipe  verfes  enclofed  ?  My  mind  reproached 
me  how  far  (hort  I  came  of  what  your  great  friendfhip 
and  delicate  pen  would  partially  defcribe  me.  You  aflc 
my  confent  to  publifli  it :  to  what  flraits  doth  this  re- 
duce me  ?  I  look  back  indeed  to  thofe  evenings*  I  have 
ufefully  and  pldafantly  fpent,  with  Mr.  Pope,  Mr. 
Parnelle,  Dean  Swift,  the  Dodor,  etc.  I  fhould  be 
glad  the  world  knew  You  admitted  me  to  your  friend- 
fhip, and  fmce  your  affeftion  is  too  hard  for  your 
Judgment,  I  am  contented  to  let  the  world  know. how 
well  Mr.  Pope  can  writfe  upon  a  barren  fubjeft.  I 
return  you  an  exact  copy  of  the  verfes,  that  I  may 
keep  the  original,  ss  a  teflimony  of  the  only  error 
you  have  been  guilty  of.  I  hope  very  fpeedily  to  em- 
brace you  in  London,  and  to  affure  you  of  the  parti- 
cular efteem  and  friendfhip  wherewith  I  am 

Your,  etc. 

*  "   Recall  the  evenings  of  thy  toilfome  days. 
Still  hear  thy  Parnelle  in  his  living  lays." 

VOL.  VII.  D  D 
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LETTER    XIX. 

TO   MR.    HOLDS  WORTH*. 

SIR,  Twitenham,  Dec.  17.37. 

A  s  I  am  not  lb  happy  (though  I  have  long  defired 
it)  to  be  known  to  you  othervvife  than  in  my 
poetical  capacity,  fo  you  will  fee,  it  is  in  the  merit  of 
that  only  that  1  take  the  liberty  of  applying  to  you, 
in  what  I  think  the  caufe  of  poetry.  I  underftand 
that  the  Poetry-Profefibrfhip  in  Oxford  will  be  vacant, 
and  that  Mr.  Harte,  of  St.  Mary  Hall,  is  willing  to 
fucceed  in  it.  1  think  it  a  condefcenfion  in  one  who 
praftifes  the  art  of  poetry  fo  well,  to  ftoop  to  be  a 
critick,  and  hope  the  Univerfity  will  do  itfelf  the  cre- 
dit to  accept  of  him.  Your  interell  is  what  I  would 
beg  for  him  as  a  favour  to  myfelf.  You,  who  have 
ufed  the  Mufes  fo  ill  as  to  caft  them  off  when  they 
were  fo  kind  to  you,  ought  fome  way  to  atone,  by 
promoting  fuch  good  and  faithful  fervants  to  them  in 
your  (lead.  .  But  if  Mr.  Harte  were  not  as  virtuous 
and  as  blamelefs,  as  he  is  capable  and  learned,  I  (hould 
recommend  him  with  an  ill  grace  to  one  whofe  morals 
only  have  hindered  his  fortune,  and  whofe  modefty 
only  prevented  his  fame.  If  ever  you  vifit  thefe  feats 
of  corruption  in  and  about  London,  I  hope  you  would 
favour  me  with  a  day  or  two's  retirement  hither,  where 
I  might  try  to  ihow  you,  with  what  regard  I  truly 

am.  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 

*  Author  of  Mufcipule. 
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LETTER    XX. 

MR.  POPE   TO    MR.    HUGHES. 

SIR,  April  19,  1714. 

T  MAKE  ufe  of  the  freedom  you  fo  obligingly  allowed 
me,  of  fending  you  a  paper  of  propofals  for 
"  Homer,"  and  of  intreating  your  affiftance  in  pro- 
moting the  fubfcription.  1  have  added  another  for 
Mr,  Pate,  if  he  thinks  fit  to  oblige  m6  fo  far,  as  you 
feemed  inclined  to  believe  he  might* 

I  have  left  receipts  (Igned  with  Mr.  Jervas,  who 
will  give  them  for  any  fubfcriptions  you  may  procure, 
and  be  (I  am  fure)  very  glad  to  be  better  acquainted 
with  you,  or  entertain  you  with  what  paintings  or 
drawings  he  has.  He  charges  me  to  give  you  his 
moll  humble  fervice ;  and  1  beg  you  to  think  no  man 
is,  with  a  truer  efteem  than  I,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 

Pray  make  my  moft  humble  fervice  acceptable  to 
Sir  Richard  Blackmore  *. 

♦  It  appears  from  the  above,  that  Mr.  Pope  and  this  poet'cal 
Knight  were  then  upon  terms  of  friendship,  which  were  firft 
"broken  by  Sir  Richard's  accufing  Mr.  Pope  of  profanenefs  and 
immorahty,  (fee  his  "  EfTays,"  vol.  ii.  p.  27.)  on  a  report  from 
Curl  that  he  was  author  of  a  "  Traveilie  on  the  firfl  Pfalm." 
Had  it  not  been  for  this,  all  the  Knight's  bad  poetry  would 
fcarcely  have  procured  him  a  place  in  the  "  Dunciad,  "  as  in  that 
poem  the  author  "  profefled  to  attack  no  man  living  who  had  not 
before  printed  or  publifhed  againft  him  ;"  and,  on  this  principle, 
having:  ridiculed  "  Dr.  Watts's  Pfalms,"  in  the  firft  edition  of 
that  fatire,  thofe  lines  were,  at  the  inftance  of  Mr.  Richardfon, 
the  painter,  a  friend  to  both,  in  all  the  fubfcquent  editions, 
emitted.  Warton. 

DD  2 
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LETTER    XXL 
TO   THE   SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  Binfield,  oa.  7,  17 15. 

T^VER  fince  I  had  the  pleafure  to  know  you,  I  have 

believed  you  one  of  that  uncommon  rank  of 
authors,  who  are  undefigning  men  and  fmcere  friends; 
and  who,  when  they  commend  another,  have  not  any 
Yiew  of  being  praifed  themfelves.  1  fhould  be  there- 
fore afliamed  to  offer  at  faying  any  of  thofe  civil  things 
m  return  to  your  obliging  compliments  in  regard  to 
my  tranflations  of  "  Homer,"  only  I  have  too  great 
a  value  for  you,  not  to  be  pleafed  with  them ;  and 
yet,  I  afTure  you,  I  receive  praifes  from  you  with  lefs 
pleafure  than  I  have  often  paid  them  to  your  merit 
before,  and  fiiall  (I  doubt  not)  have  frequent  occafions 
of  doing  again,  from  thofe  ufeful  pieces  you  are  ftill 
obliging  us  with.  If  you  was  pleafed  with  my  pre- 
face, you  have  paid  me  for  that  pleafure,  in  the  fame 
kind,  by  your  entertaining  and  judicious  effays*  oi> 
Spencer.  The  prefent  you  make  me  is  of  the  moft 
agreeable  nature  imaginable,  for  Spencer  has  been 
ever  a  favorite  poet  to  me  :  he  is  like  a  miflrefs,  whofe 
faults  we  fee,  but  Jove  her  with  them  all. 

What 

*  "  An  EITay  on  allegorical  Poetry,"  "  Remarks  on  the  Fair)- 
Qiiecn,"  "  On  the  Shepherd's  Calendar,"  &c.  prefixed  to  Mr. 
Hughes's  edition  of  Spencer's  Works,  171J.  Wartok. 
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What  has  deferred  my  thanks  till  now,  was  a  ram- 
ble I  have  been  taking  about  the  country,  from  which 
I  returned  home  and  found  your  kind  letter  but  yef- 
terday.  A  teftimony  of  that  kind,  from  a  man  of 
your  turn,  is  to  be  valued  at  a  better  rate  than  the 
ordinary  eftimate  of  letters  will  amount  to.  I  {hall 
rejoice  in  all  opportunities  of  cultivating  a  friendfliip  I 
fo  truly  efteem,  and  hope  very  fhortly  to  tell  you  in 
town,  how  much  I  am.  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 

Since  you  defire  to  hear  of  my  progrefs  in  the 
tranflation,  I  mult  tell  you  that  I  have  gone  through 
four  more  books,  which  (with  the  remarks)  will 
make  the  fecond  volume. 


LETTER    XXIL 

TO    THE    SAME. 

Dear  Sir, 
T  RETURN  you  the  play  *  fooner  than  I  am  willing 
to  part  with  what  I  like  fo  extremely  well,  becaufe 
you  prefs  it.     Upon  my  word,  I  think  it  every  way 

worthy 

*  Siege  of  Damafcus. — Thefe  Letters  are  not  at  all  iiitercfliiig  ; 
but  I  have  prtfcrvcd  them,  as  they  relate  to  literary  occurrences, 
with  the  cxce[)tion  ol  ouc  Letter. 

^^3 
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worthy  of  you,  and  make  not  the  leaft  doubt  but  the 
"^^orld  will  do  you  the  juftice  you  deferve  in  the  ac- 
ceptation of  it :  I  continue  very  much  out  of  order, 
but  mufl  be  forced  to  be  in  town  (well  or  ill)  fome 
days  this  week,  upon  indifpenfable  affairs  ;  when  I 
will  wait  upon  you  and  tell  you  my  fmcere  thoughts, 
none  of  wjiich  is  more  fmcere  than  that  I  am  truly. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXIII. 
TO   THE    SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  Twickenham,  Feb.  i8*,   1719-20. 

T  HAVE  been  much  concerned  not  to  have  waited 
upon  you  as  I  defigned,  fince  you  obliged  me 
with  your  play.  I  am  fmce  much  more  troubled  to 
hear  of  the  continuance  of  your  illnefs.  Would  to 
God  you  might  live  as  long,  as,  I  am  fure,  the  repu- 
tation of  your  tragedy  mufl !  I  am  a  fellow-fufferer 
■with  you,  in  not  being  able  to  fee  it  played,  having 
been,  and  ftill  being,  too  much  indifpofed  to  go  to 
any  public  place.  But  I  could  be  extremely  glad 
fome  particular  friends  of  mine  had  that  pleafure  1 
pannot  enjoy  :  you  would  highly  favour  me  in  letting 

three 

•  Mr.  Hughes  died  the  night  before  this  Letter  was  written, 
aged  42  ;  and,  what  is  more  remarkable,  on  the  very  night  his 
Play  was  atled. 
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three  or  four  ladies  have  a  fide-box,  who  have  fent 
into  the  country  to  me,  upon  information  that  the 
boxes  are  difpofed  of  by  you.  I  am  forry  to  give  you 
this  trouble,  when  perhaps,  for  your  heahh's  fake, 
you  fiiould  not  have  a  poment*s  difturbance,  and  1 
could  not  fend  fooner  at  this  diilance. 

Pray  think.  I  wifli  you  all  the  fuccefs  you  deferve, 
and  all  the  health  you  want.     I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXIV. 

MR.  POPE    TO   MR.  JABEZ    HUGHES*. 
SIR,  February '26,  1719-20. 

T  CANNOT  omit  the  acknowledgment  I  really  think 
I  owe  your  great  civility,  efpecially  at  fo  melan- 
choly and  affefting  a  moment,  as  that  of  your  worthy 

brother's 

♦  Younger  brother  of  Mr.  John  Hughes,  and,  like  him,  a  vo- 
tary of  the  Mufes,  and  an  excellt-Mit  fcholar.  He  publifhed,  in 
1714,  a  tranflation  of  "The  Rape  of  Proferpine,"  from  Clau- 
dian  ;  and  the  Story  of  Sexttis  and  Eridlho,  from  Lucan's  Phar- 
faiia,  b.  vi.  in  8vo.  Thcrfe  tranilations,  with  notes,  were  reprinted 
in  !2mo.  in  172,3.  He  alfo  pnblilhed,  in  1717,  a  tranlbtion  of 
Suetonius's  "  Lives  of  the  twelve  Cttfars."  at.d  tranflatcd  fevcral 
Novels  "  from  the  Spaniih  of  Cervantes,"  which  are  infertcd  in 
*•  The  fck<Sl  Collection  of  Novels  and    Plillones,''    printed   for 

D  D  4  VVaiii, 
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brother's  death  mufl  have  been  to  you.  Indeed,  even 
his  common  acquaintance  muft  have  known  enough 
of  him  to  regret  his  lofs ;  and  I  moft  heartily  condole 
with  you  upon  it.  I  bejieve  I  am  further  obhged  to 
you  for  his  play ;  which  I  re.ceived  yeflerday,  and  read 
over  again  with  more  concern  and  forrow  than  I  ever 
felt  at  reading  any  tragedy.  The  real  lofs  of  a  good 
man  may  be  called  a  diftrefs  to  the  world,  and  ought 
to  affed  us  more  than  any  feigned  or  ancient  diftrefs, 
how  finely  drawn  foever.  I  am  glad  of  an  occafion 
to  give  you,  under  my  hand,  this  teftimony,  both 
how  excellent  I  think  this  work  to  be,  and  how  ex- 
cellent I  thought  the  author.  I  am,  with  my  hearty 
thanks  to  you.  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


Watts,  1729.  He  died  January  17,  1731,  in  the  46th  year  of 
bis  age  :  a  volume  of  his  Mifcelianics,  in  profe  and  veife,  was 
publilhed  in  1737*  His  widow  accompanied  the  Lady  of  Gover- 
nor Byng  to  Madras,  and  died  there.  -        Warton. 
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LETTER    XXV. 
MR.  POPE   TO   MR.  BUNCOMBE. 
SIR,  Twickenham,  Oil.  20,  1734. 

T  AM  obliged  for  the  favour  of  yours.    I  have  looked 

for  the  letter  Mr.  Hughes  fent  me,   but  cannot 

find  it.     I  had  a  great  regard  for  his  merit,  modefly, 

and  foftnefs  of  manners.     He  writ  to  me  a  few  days 

before  his  death,  concerning  his  play  of  the  "  Siege 

*'  of  Damafcus,"  which  is  the  only  letter  I  can  meet 

with. 

I  thank  you  for  the  part  you  are  pleafed  to  take, 

both  in  regard  to  my  health  (which  has,  I  thank  God, 

been  as  good  as  ufual)  and  to  my  reputation,  my 

poetical  welfare,  which  I  refign  as  much  to  Providence 

as  the  other.     But  truly  1  had  not  the  leaft  thought 

of  ftealing  applaufe,  by  fupprefling  my  name  to  that 

Eflay  *  :  I  wanted  only  to  hear  truth,  and  was  more 

afraid  of  my  partial  friends  than  enemies.     Befides,  I 

really  was  humble  and  diffident  enough  to  diftruft  my 

own  performance.     All  I  can  fay  of  it  is,  that  I  know 

it  to  be  an  honefl  one.     I  am,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 

♦  Effay  on  Man,  publiflied  without  a  name. 
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LETTER    XXVL 

TO    THE    SAME. 
SIR,  Twickenham,  May  6,  1 735. 

-*  ,rANY  thanks  for  your  kind  prefent,  in  which  I 
find  feveral  plcafing  and  very  corre£t  pieces  of 
his  (Mr.  Hughes's),  which  were  new  to  me.  I  beg 
you  to  accept  of  the  new  volume  of  my  things,  jufl: 
printed,  which  will  be  delivered  you  by  Mr.  Dodfley, 
the  author  of  the  Toy-fiop,  who  has  juft  fet  up  (as)  a 
bookfeller ;  and  1  doubt  not,  as  he  has  more  fenfe, 
fo  will  have  more  honefty,  than  moffc  of  his  pro- 
feflion.     I  am,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XXVII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
SIR,  Twickenliatn,  Nov.  5,  1734. 

T  AM  extremely  willing  to  bear  any  teftimony  of  my 
real  regard  for  Mr.  Hughes,  and  therefore  what 
you  mention  of  my  letter  to  his  brother,  after  his 
death,  will  be  a  greater  inftance  of  the  fmcerity  with 
which  it  was  given :  it  is  perfedly  at  your  fervice.  I 
thank  you  for  the  tendemefs  with  which  you  deal  in 

this 
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this  matter  toward  me,  and  I  efleem  you  for  that 
which  you  fhew  to  the  memory  of  your  kinfman,  I 
doubt  not  but  you  will  difcharge  it  in  a  becoming 
manner ;  and  am.  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXVIIL 

TO    THE    SAME. 

SIR,  Saturday,  Nov.  23,  1734. 

TiyfY  abfence  from  home  prevented  my  receiving 
your  two  letters  till  this  day.  1  would  elfe 
have  read  your  tragedy  willingly  ;  and  I  beg  you  not 
to  take  amifs  that  I  return  your  prefents  of  the  tickets, 
fince  it  is  not  in  my  power  to  be  there  next  week, 
through  indifpenfible  obligations  in  the  country  at 
fome  diftance.  I  think  your  prologue  *  a  good  one ; 
and  1  think  of  players  as  I  always  thought  of  players, 
and  of  the  fon  as  I  thought  of  the  fiuher*  I  fmcerely 
wilh  you  fuccefs,  and  am.  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 

•  This  prologue  (which  was  afterwards  fpokrn  by  Mr.  Milward 
with  applaiife)  had  been  jufl  returned  to  the  awtiior,  'A'ith  great 
contempt,  by  Mr.  Thcophilus  Cibber.  Wartom, 
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LETTER     XXIX. 
TO    MR.   PITT, 

TRANSLATOR    OF    VIDA    AND    VIRGIL. 

Twickenham,  near  Hampton- Court, 
SIR,  July  2,3,  1726. 

T  RECEIVED  a  letter  from  you  with  fatisfadion, 
having  long  been  defirous  of  any  occafion  of  tef- 
tifying  my  regard  for  you,  and  particularly  of  ac- 
knowledging the  pleafure  your  Verfion  of  Vida*s 
Poetick  had  afforded  me.  I  had  it  not  indeed  from 
your  bookfeller,  but  read  it  with  eagernefs,  and  think 
it  both  a  correfl  and  a  fpirited  tranflation.  I  am 
pleafed  to  have  been  (as  you  tell  me)  the  occafion  of 
your  undertaking  that  work :  that  is  fome  fort  ot 
merit  j  and,  if  I  have  any  in  me,  it  really  confifts  in 
an  earned  defire  to  promote  and  produce,  as  far  as  I 
can,  that  of  others.  But  as  to  my  being  the  pub- 
lifher,  or  any  way  concerned  in  reviewing  or  recom- 
mending of  Lintot*s  Mifcellany,  it  is  what  I  never 
did  in  my  life,  though  he  (like  the  reft  of  his  tribe) 
makes  a  very  free  ufe  of  my  name.  He  has  often  re- 
printed my  things,  and  fo  fcurvily,  that,  finding  he 
was  doing  fo  again,  I  corrected  the  fheets  as  far  as 
they  went,  of  my  own  only.  And,  being  told  by 
him  that  he  had  two  or  three  copies  of  yours,  (which 
you  alfo  had  formerly  fent  me  (as  he  faid)  through 
his  hands,)  I  obliged  him  to  write  for  your  confent, 

before 
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before  he  made  ufe  of  them.  This  was  all :  your  fe- 
cond  book  he  has  jufl  now  delivered  to  me,  the  in- 
fcription  of  which  to  myfelf  I  will  take  care  he  (hall 
leave  out ;  and  either  return  the  reft  of  your  verfes 
to  him,  or  not,  as  you  fliall  like  beft. 

I  am  obliged  to  you.  Sir,  for  exprefling  a  much 
higher  opinion  of  me  than  I  know  1  derer\'e :  the 
freedom  with  which  you  write  is  yet  what  obliges  and 
pleafes  me  more  ;  and  it  is  with  fmcerity  that  1  fay,  I 
would  rather  be  thought  by  every  ingenuous  man  in 
the  world,  his  fervant,  than  his  rival. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     XXX. 

TO    THE    REV.   MR.    PITT, 

HECTOR    OF    PIMPERNE,    NEAR    BLANDFORD,   DORSETSHIRE. 

Twickenham,  Aug.  2,  1728. 

T  AM  here,  my  dear  Rector,  in  as  delightful  a  fitua- 
tion  for  the  world  about  mej  and  books,  and  con- 
verfation,  as  mortal  man  can  wifh  to  be.  I  can  think 
of  nothing  at  prefent  that  could  add  to  it,  except  the 
hearing  that  you  are  very  well,  and  entirely  free  from 
your  old  enemy  the  gout.  I  fhould  not  know  how 
to  leave  this  place,  had  not  I  the  hopes  of  waiting 
upon  you  in  a  few  weeks  ;  but  firft  I  can  alTure  you, 
I  have  a  world  of  drudgery  to  go  through.     I  had 

7  almoflr 
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almofl  forgot  one  particular:  when  I  was  with  our 
old  friend,  Mr.  Pefcod,  the  other  day,  he  confirmed 
me  in  a  thought  I  had,  that  the  verfes  on  an  Old 
Beauty  (ffie,  you  know,  "  who  blooms  in  the  winter 
of  her  days  like  Glaflenbury  Thorn")  were  written  by 
you  at  New  College.  If  they  are  yours,  as  I  am  very 
much  perfuaded  they  are,  I  beg  you  would  be  fo  good 
as  to  fend  me  a  copy  of  them  in  your  anfwer :  which 
I  beg  may  be  as  foon  as  poffible,  becaufe,  as  you  may 
eafily  imagine,  I  don't  love  to  be  many  days  without 
hearing  from  you.  I  defire  this  copy  the  rather,  be- 
caufe I  have  been  aiked  for  it  fmce  I  have  been  in 
town,  and  have  none  but  a  very  incorrect  copy  at 
prefent.  If  you  have  any  commands  here,  I  beg  you 
would  favour  me  wiih  them,  as  your  mod  affedionate 
friend  and  fervant, 

JO.SPENCE. 

SIR, 
I  take  this  opportunity  of  alTuring  you,  you  have, 
at  the  place  from  whence  this  letter  is  dated,  a  friend 
and  fervant, 

A.  POPE. 

N.  B.  In  a  Letter  from  Mr.  Spence  to  Mr.  Pitt, 
dated  New  College,  November  12,  1728,  are  the 
following  words,  containing  Mr.  Pope's  opinion  of 
Pitt's  Virgil. 

'*  Before  this  I  gave  you  Mr.  Pope's  real  fentiment 
'*  on  your  firft  book ;  I  dare  fay  it  was  his  real  fen- 

"  timent. 
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*'  timent,  becaufe,  as  I  told  you,  I  took  care  to  afk 
"  him  the  queftion  before  I  had  mentioned  my  being 
"  acquainted  with  you ;  and  it  was  literally  what  I 
"  told  you." 


LETTER    XXXI. 

MR.   POPE*S    OPINION    OF    BATH. 

TO  MR.  RICHARDSON,  QUEEN's   SQUARE. 

Dear  Sir,  November  21. 

T^VERY  thing  was  welcome  to  me  in  your  kind  let- 
ter, except  the  occafion  of  it,  the  confinement 
you  are  under.  I  am  glad  you  count  the  days  when 
I  do  not  fee  you :  but  it  was  but  half  an  one  that  I 
was  in  town  upon  bufmefs  with  Dr.  Mead,  and  re- 
turned to  render  an  account  of  it. 

I  (liall  in  the  courfe  of  the  winter  probably  be  an 
evening  vifitant  to  you,  if  you  fit  at  home,  though  I 
hope  it  will  not  be  by  compulfion  or  lamenefs.  We 
may  take  a  cup  of  fack  together,  and  chatter  Hke  two 
parrots,  which  are  at  leaft  more  reputable  and  manlike 
animals  than  the  grafshoppers,  to  which  Homer  likens 
old  men. 

I  am  glad  you  flcep  better.  I  lleep  in  company, 
and  wake  at  night,  which  is  vexatious :  if  you  did  fo, 

you. 
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you,  at  your  age,  would  make  verfes.  As  to  my 
health,  it  will  never  mend ;  but  I  will  complain  lefs 
of  it,  when  I  find  it  incorrigible. 

But  for  the  news  of  my  quitting  Twitnam  for  Bath, 
enquire  into  my  years,  if  they  are  paft  the  bounds  of 
dotage  ?  Afk  my  eyes,  if  they  can  fee,  and  my  noftrils, 
if  they  can  fmell?  to  prefer  rocks  and  dirt  to  flowery 
meads  and  lilver  Thames,  and  brimftone  and  fogs  to 
rofes  and  fun-fliine.  When  I  arrive  at  thefe  fenfa- 
tions,  I  may  fettle  at  Bath,  of  which  I  never  yet 
dreamt,  further  than  to  live  out  of  the  fulphurous 
pit,  and  at  the  edge  of  the  fogs  at  Mr.  Allen's,  for  a 
month  or  fo.  I  like  the  place  fo  little,  that  health  it- 
felf  fhould  not  draw  me  thither,  though  friendfhip  has 
twice  or  thrice. 

Having  anfwered  your  queftions,  I  defire  to  hear  if 
you  have  any  commands ;  if  the  firfl  be  to  come  to 
you,  it  is  probable  I  fhall  before  you  can  fend  them 
fo  round  about  as  to  Twitnam,  for  I  have  lived  of 
late  at  Batterfea.     Adieu ! 

Yours,  etc. 
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LETTER    XXXIL 

[Among  Dr.  Birch's  papers  in  the  Britifh  Mufeum,  is  the 
following  Letter  of  Bifliop  Warburton,  on  Mallet's  pub- 
iiftiing  the  Works  of  Bolingbroke.  It  is  addrefled  to  Mr. 
Andrew  Millar,  the  bookfeller.  Together  with  fome 
Fragments  relating  to  a  former  quarrel  betwixt  the  Bifhop 
and  Mallet.] 

SIR,  Gloucefter,  March  20,  1757. 

T  FIND  by  the  newfpapers,  accufations  to  ftir  up  the 

public  refentment  againft  the  Editor  of  Lord  Bo- 
lingbroke*s  Works.  This  I  think  ridiculous  and  un- 
fair ;  he  is  not  accountable  to  any  particulars  in  what 
concerns  his  own  confcience  only  :  and  it  is  perfedly 
ridiculous  to  fuppofe  that  Lord  Bolingbroke  left  him 
the  property  of -his  writings  with  defign  they  fhould 
be  fupprefTed.  The  very  contrary  purpofe  is  evident 
to  the  common  fenfe  of  mankind.  But  there  is  a 
contradi6lion  between  this  and  the  declaration  in  the 
prefatory  letter  to  Mr.  Pope.  Why  ?  His  whole  book 
is  full  of  contradidions,  as  well  as  weak  reafonings, 
and  pernicious  principles.  I  perhaps  may  have  occa- 
fion,  in  due  time,  to  Ihew  all  this.  But  what  is  this 
to  the  Editor  ?  Let  the  Author  anfwer  for  it ;  and  he 
will  have  a  hundred  writers,  I  make  no  doubt,  to  call 
him  to  account.  But  if  the  Editor  grows  jealous  (as 
he  did  in  the  cafe  of  the  Patriot  King)  of  one  who 
neither  thought  nor  faid  a  word  of  him,  but  addrefled 
all  he  had  to  fay  to  Lord  Bolingbroke,  and  yet  was 

VOL.  VII.  E  B  viilanoufly 
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villanoufly  abufed  by  fomebody  or  other  on  that  ac- 
count, he  will  find  himfelf  bufinefs.  The  worfl  I 
wifh  him  is  the  beft  his  friends  can  wifli ;  that  if  he 
hath  not  publilhed  thefe  Works  with  a  perfedly  fatisfied 
confcience,  he  may  make  his  peace,  not  with  particu- 
lars or  the  public,  which  are  nothing,  but  with  him 
only  who  can  heal  a  wounded  confcience,  or  enlighten 
an  erroneous  one. 


FRAGMENT. 


-  "  With  regard  to  Mr.  Mallet's  declaration,  there 
"  is  only  one  way  to  convince  me,  he  is  not  the 
"  Author  of  that  infamous  libel,  which  is,  by  taking 
'^  an  opportunity  of  difowning  it  publicly.  I  think 
"  my  honour  is  concerned,  that  it  be  publicly  known 
"  I  had  no  hand  in  the  letter  to  Lord  Bolingbroke, 
"  merely  on  account  of  the  Apollo  ftory,  and  1  fhall 
'*  do  it  on  the  firft  occafion.  If  Mr.  Mallet  does  not 
"  do  the  fame  with  regard  to  this  libel,  I  fliall  confi- 
"  der  him  as  the  Author  of  it,  and  acl  in  confequence 
"  of  that  belief.  This  I  defire  you  would  let  Millar 
**  know,  and  if  he  choofes,  let  him  have  a  tranfcnpt 
"  of  what  I  here  fay." 
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The  following  Account  of  the  Family  of  Mrs. 
Thomas,  the  Miftrefs  of  Cromwell,  who  fold 
PoPE*s  Letters  which  were  firft  publifhed, 
was  traiifcribed  by  D.  P.  Okeden,  Efq.  from  a 
Manufcript  in  the  leaf  of  a  book  in  Trinity 
College  Library,  Cambridge.  As  it  is  curious, 
it  is  prefented  to  the  Reader  in  its  native 
fimplicity.  This  account  is  literally  as  follows. 
■ — Of  the  truth  of  it  I  can  fay  nothing,  or  of 
the  time  or  perfon  when,  and  by  whom,  it  was 
written. 


A  FRS.  THOMAS,  the  mother  of  Corinna,  was  born  in 
the  year  1(575.  ^^^  fadier  died  when  flie  was  two 
years  old  j  and  her  mother,  not  finding  her  pecuniary  cir- 
cumftances  fuch  as  flie  had  reafon  to  expecfb,  fold  herhoufe» 
and  retired  with  her  daughter  to  country-lodgings.  In  the 
fame  town  lived  Dr.  Glyflbn,  at  that  time  (1683)  ""^  ^^"*' 
dred  yars  of  agCy  with  a  found  judgment ^  and  a  clear  and 
retentive  memory.  The  Dociilor  frequently  vifited  Mrs. 
ThomaSy  and  once  in  her  prefence  drew  on,  with  great 
rtppearance    of    refpeEl,     a     pair     of    rich     Spanifh     leather 

B  n  3  glovesi 
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gloves^  fringed  and  emhojfcd  ivith  gold.  Mrs.  T.  could  not 
help  exprefllng  her  curiofity  to  know  the  hiflory  of  thefe 
gloves.  He  anfwered,  "  Madam,  I  venerate  thefe  gloves ; 
for  the  laft  time  I  had  the  honour  of  approaching  my  Royal 
Miftrefs,  Queen  Elizabeth,  Ihe  pulled  them  from  her  ovi^n 
Royal  hands,  faying,  *  Here,  Glyflun,  vp-ear  them  for  my 
fake.'  I  have  done  fo,  and  never  drew  tlicm  on  but  when 
I  had  a  mind  to  honour  thofe  J  vifited ;  and  fmce  you  love 
the  memory  of  my  Royal  Miftrefs,  take  them,  and  preferve 
them  carefully,  when  I  am  gone."  The  Dodtor  then  pre- 
fented  the  gloves  to  Mrs.  Thomas,  and  died  in  a  few  da^s. 

Deprived  of  this  friend,  Mrs.  Thomas  was  without  a  com- 
panion 5  and  having  formed  an  intimacy  with  a  phyfician, 
was  by  him  cheated  out  of  300I.  on  pretence  of  profecuting 
the  difcovery  of  the  philofopher's  ftone.  Afhamed  of 
having  reduced  her  fortune,  and  impoverifhed  her  children, 
by  this  wild  fcheme,  Mrs.  T.  returned  to  London,  and,  by 
the  advice  of  the  Duke  of  Montague,  took  a  houfe,  and  let 
a  part  of  it  as  lodgings. 

Tired  of  this  line  of  life,  ftie  applied  to  the  Duke,  and 
ftated  that  her  mind  was  above  the  dealings  with  occafional 
tenants,  and  that  unlefs  fhe  could  let  her  houfe  to  one 
family,  fhe  Ihould  refign  it,  "  I  take  you  at  your  word," 
faid  his  Grace,  "  and  I  will  become  your  folc,  tenant :  nay, 
don't  fmile,  for  I  am  in  earneit  j  I  love  a  little  more  free- 
dom than  I  can  enjoy  at  home,  and  may  come  fometimes  and 
eat  a  bit  of  mutton,  with  four  or  five  honeft  fellows  whofe 
company  I  delight  in."  The  bargain  was  ftruck,  and  his 
Grace  was  to  pafs  for  a  Mr.  Freeman  of  Hertfordlhire. 

In  a  few  days  he  ordered  a  dinner  for  his  friends  Jack^  Tom^ 
Will,  and  Ned^  as  his  Grace  called  them.  They  came  at  the 
time  appointed ;  but  how  furprifed  was  the  widow  when  flie 
faw  the  Duke  of  Devonfhire,  the  Lords  Buckingham  and  Dor- 
fet,  and  Sir  William  Dutton  Colt,  under  thofe  feigned  names. 

After 
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After  feveral  meetings  at  this  Lady's  houfe, -the  noble  per- 
fqixs,  having  a  high  idea  of  her  integrity,  intrufted  her  with 
the  grand  fecret,  which  was  nothing  lefs  than  the  p'ojeB- 
for  the  Revolution. 

The  Revolution  being  efFe<9:ed,  the  Noblemen  quitted 
Mrs.  Thomas's  houfe  with  great  promifcs  of  providing 
for  her :  but,  alas  !  courtly  promifes  have  no  foundation, 
and  they  thought  no  more  of  their  zealous  landlady. 
The  Duke  of  Montague,  indeed,  made  offers  of  fervice, 
and  being  Captain  of  the  Band  of  Penfioners,  promifed  to 
provide  for  a  Mr.'Gwynnetj  who  at  that  time  paid  his 
addreffes  to  Mrs.  Thomas's  daughter,  on  condition  that  (lie 
facrificed  her  honour;  but  this  infult  was  reje£ted  with  difdain. 
This  daughter  of  Mrs.  Thomas  was  the  Corimia  of  Pope  ; 
a  name  originally  given  her  by  Dryden.  She  was  courted 
in  marriage  by  Mr.  Gwynnet  of  the  Middle  Temple,  and 
had  the  magnanimity  to  refufe  his  firft  propofal,  on  the 
fcore  of  her  impoveriflied  and  perplexed  circumftances. 
Mr.  Gwynnet,  however,  having  obtained  a  part  of  his 
paternal  eftate,  renewed  his'  addrefles ;  but  her  mother 
being  then  in  a  weak  ftate  of  health,  Corinna  declared  (he 
could  not  leave  her,  and  begged  a  delay  of  fix  months  ; 
adding,  that  as  fhe  had  waited  fixteen  years  for  Mr.  Gwyn- 
net, he  could  not  think  fix  months  long  to  wait  for  her. 
lie  replied  with  a  deep  figh,  "  Six  months,  my  Corinna  !  is 
more  now,  than  fixteen  years  have  been.  You  put  it  off 
now,  and  God  will  put  it  off  for  ever  !"  It  proved  as  he 
had  foretold  :  he  next  day  went  into  the  country,  ficktncd, 
made  his  ivilly  and  died  April  1 6,  1711  ;  leaving  his 
Corinna  a  bequeft  of  600I. 

After  the  death  of  her  lover,  (lie  was  bnrbaroujly  ufcd : 
his  brother  Jlifled  the  will,  which  compelled  her  to 
have  recourfe  to  law.  After  much  dclav,  (lie  agreed  to 
a  compofition,  and  confented  to  receive  200I.  inftantly, 
and  200I.   at  the  end  of  a  year.     The  firft  payment  was 
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made  i  but  when  the  fecond  became  due,  Mr.  G.  the 
elder  refufed  to  comply.  She  again  had  recourfe  to  law  j 
and  after  paying  the  expences  attending  her  law-fuit,  fhe  only 
cleared  from  her  fecond  200I.  the  fum  of  13I.  i6s.  Her 
creditors  now  became  clamorous,  and  Corinna  was  hurried 
to  gaol  by  the  treachery  of  a  falfe  friend.  Amongft  her 
other  misfortunes,  (he  laboui*ed  under  the  difpleafure  of 
Mr.  Pope,  who  placed  her  in  his  Dunciad,  as  CurlPi 
Corinna  *.  Mr.  Pope  once  paid  her  a  vifit,  in  company  with 
Henry  Cromwell,  Efq.  wliofe  Letters  by  accident  fell  into 
her  hands,  with  fome  of  Pope's  Anfwers.  After  Mr.  Crom- 
well's death,  Curll  found  means  to  wheedle  them  from  her, 
and  printed  them  :  this  fo  enraged  Pope,  that  he  never  for- 
gave her.  Some  few  months  after  her  releafe  from  prifonj 
Corinna  took  a  fmall  lodging  in  Fleet-ftreet,  where  fhe  died, 
Feb.  3,  1730,  aged  56;  and  was  two  days  after  buried  in 
St.  Bride's  church.  Some  Poems,  written  by  her,  were 
publiflied  after  her  death  by  Curll ;  and  two  volumes  of 
Letters,  that  pafled  between  her  and  Mr.  Gwynnet. 

*  Pope,  fo  far  from  paying  her  a  vifit  otuct  was  very  intimate 
■with  her  ;  as  appears  from  one  of  his  Letters,  where  he  fpcaks  of 
being  at  Bath  with  her,  by  the  name  of  Mrs.  T. 

The  idea  of  the  Revolution  being  fettled  in  Mrs.  Thomases 
lodging  is  ridiculous  ;  but  the  perfons  mentioned,  the  Duke  of 
Devonfhire,  Lord  Dorfet,  the  Duke  of  Montague  (evidently 
meant  for  Mofttagu  Duke  of  Manchefter),  were  deeply  concerned. 
Sir  William  Colt  was  appointed  Envoy  by  WiHiam  to  Hanover. 
See  Letters  to  him,  in  Tindal's  Continuation.  Lord  Buckings 
ham  means  Sheffield  Earl  of  Mulgrave,  created  afterwards  Duke 
of  Buckingham  in  1703.  He  had  moft  likely  confiderable  /hare 
in  the  Revolution,  as  he  was  made  Privy  Counfellor  immediately 
on  the  acctflion  of  William.  Mrs.  Thomas,  fpeaking  of  him 
vyhtn  he  was  Duke  of  Buckingham,  naturally  calls  him  by  his 
then  title.  It  is  likewife  remarkable,  and  a  corroboration  of  the 
above,  that  Mrs.  Thomas  calls  the  Duke  of  Devonfhire  by  that 
title,  though  he  was,  at  the  time  alluded  to,  only  Earl  of  Devpn- 
fhire,  and  not  created  Duke  till  1694. 
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Method  by  which  Mr.  Pope's  Private  Letters  were 
procured    and    publiflied  by    Edmund   Curll, 
"  3ookfeller» 


To  the  Letters  publifhed  1735,  2.^  furreptitionsy  a  curious 
**  Narrative^*  was  added.  Johnfon  hints  more  than  zfufpi' 
cioriy  that  Pope  was  beft  acquainted  with  the  means  by 
which  his  Letters  came  before  the  Public.  Some  Extra<^s 
from  this  Narrative  may  perhaps  ferve  to  confirm  Johnfon's 
fufpicion. 
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iT  has  been  judged,  that  to  clear  an  afFair  which  feemed 
at  firfl;  fight  a  little  myflerious,  and  which,  though  it 
concerned  only  one  Gentleman,  is  of  fuch  a  confequence,  as 
juftly  to  alarm  every  perfon  in  the  nation,  would  not  only 
be  acceptal^le  as  a  curio/ity,  but  ufeful  as  a  warnings  and 
perhaps  flaj.'rant  enough  as  an  example^  to  induce  the  Legif- 
lature  to  prevent  for  the  future  an  enormity  fo  prejudicial  to 
every  private  fubje£t,  and  fo  deflrudlive  of  fociety  itfelf. 

This  will  be  made  fo  plain  by  the  enfuing  papers,  that  it 
will  fcarce  be  needful  to  attend  them  with  any  refle£l:ions, 
more  than  what  every  reader  may  make. 

In  the  year  1727,  Edmund  Curll,  bookfeller,  publiflied  a 
collection  ox  feveral  private  Letters  of  Mr.  Pope  to  Henry 
Cromwell,  Efq.  which  he  obtained  in  this  manner : 

Mr.  Cromwell  was  acquainted  with  one  Mrs.  Thomas,  to 
whom  he  had  the  indifcretlon  to  lend  thtfe  IjCttcrs  *,  and 
who  falling  into  misfortunes,  feven  years  after,  fold  them  to 
Mr.  Curll,  without  the  confent  either  of  Mr.  Pope  or  IMr. 
Cromwell,  as  appears  from  tlie  following  Letters. 

*  Tlie  IjCtters  referred  to  are  at  the  beginning  of  tliij 
Volume. 
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It  would  be  trifling  with  the  Reader's  patience  to  carry 
him  through  all  the  Correfpondence  •,  but  the  following 
Letter  is  too  fingular  to  be  omitted : 

Mr.  Curll,  Oftober  the  iitn,  1733. 

Understanding  you  propofe  to  write  the  Life  of  Mr, 
Pope,  this  is  only  to  inform  you,    I   can   fend   you  divert 
Memoirs  which  may  be  ferviceable,  if  your  defign  be  really 
to  do  him  neither  injuftice,  nor  Ihew  him  favour.     I  wa* 
well  acquainted  with  his  father,  and  with  the  firft  part  of 
his  own  life,  though  fmce  he  has  treated  me  as  a  ftranger. 
It  is  certain,  fome  late  pamphlets  are  not  fair  in  refpe£t  to 
his  father  *,  who  was  of  the  younger  branch  of  a  family  in 
good   repxtte  in    Ireland^    and    related   to    the   Lords    Doiune^ 
formerly  of  the  fame  name.     He  was  (as  he  hath  told  me 
himfelf,  and  he  was  {very  different  from  his  fon~\  a  modeft  and 
plain  honeft  man)  a  pofthumous  fon,  and  left  little  provided 
for,    his  elder  brother  having  what  fmall  efate  there   was, 
who. afterwards  Jludied  and  died  at  Oxford.     He  was  put  to 
2  merchant  in  Flanders,  and  acquired  a  moderate  fortune  by 
merchandize,  which  he  quitted  at  the   Revolution  in  very 
good  circumftances,  and  retired  to  Windfor  Foreft,  where 
he  purchafed  a  fmall  eftate,  and  took  great  delight  in  huf- 
bandry  and    gardens.     His   mother  was  one  of  feventeen 
children  of  W.  Tumor,  Efq.  formerly  of  Burfit  Hall  in  the 
—  Riding  of  Yorkfhire.     Two  of  her  brothers  were  killed 
in  the  civil  wars.     This-  is  a   true  account  of  Mr.  Pope's 
family  and  parentage.      Of  his  manners  I  cannot  give  fo 
good   an  one ;    yet  as  I.  would  not  wrong  any  man,  both 
ought  to  be  true  •,  and  if  fuch  be  your  defign,  I  may  fervc 
you  in  it,  not  entering  into  any  thing  in  anywife  libellous. 
You  may  pleafe  to  direct  an  anfwer  in  the  Daily  Advertifer 
this  day   fe'nnight,   in   thefe   terms — E.  C.  hath  received  a 
Letter^  and  will  comply  with  P.  T,  Yours. 

*  Alluding  to  his  having  been  called  a  "hatter,"  and  bankrupt* 
It  appears,  that  throughout  this  "Letter  f  If  is  uppernnoft,  though 
it  is  endeavoured  to  be  concealed:  the  account  looks  Ul^e  ajlraiagem 
of  his  own» 
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On  the  backfide  of  this  Letter  is  indorfed,  ia'Curll's  hand, 
Notice  was  accordingly  given j  as  de/ircdj  in  the  Daily  Adver* 
tifer,  uJ>on  which  was  fent  the  following  Letter. 

Sir,  Nov.  15,  1733I. 

,  1  TROUBLED  you  witli  a  line  fome  time  fmce,  concerning 
your  defign  of  the  Life  of  Mr.  Pope^  to  which  I  defired  your" 
anfwer  in  the  Daily  Advertifer  of  Thurfday  the  loth  inftant 
Oiftober.  I  do  not  intend  myfelf  any  other  profit  in  it,  than 
that  of  doing  juflice  to  and  on  that  perfon,  upon  whom. 
Sir,  you  have  conferred  fome  care  as  well  as  pains  in  the 
courfe  of  your  life  ;  and  I  intend  him  the  like  for  his  condu£t 
towards  me.  A  propos  to  his  Life,  there  have  lately  fallen 
into  my  hands  a  large  colle<Sl:ion  of  his  Letters,  from  the 
former  part  of  his  days  to  the  year  1727  •,  which  being 
more  confiderable  than  any  yet  feen,  and  opening  very  many 
fcenes  new  to  the  world,  will  alone  make  a  perfect  and  the 
moft  authentic  Life  and  Memoirs  of  him  that  could  be.  To 
ihew  you  my  fincerity  and  determinate  refolution  of  afllfting 
you  herein,  I  will  give  you  an  advertifement,  which  you 
may  publifh  forthwith  if  you  pleafe,  and  on  your  fo  doing 
the  Letters  fhall  be  fent  you.  They  will  make  a  four  or  five 
iheet  book,  yet  I  expc£t  no  more  than  what  will  barely  pay 
a  tranfcriber,  that  the  originals  may  be  preferved  in  mine  or 
your  hands  to  vouch  the  truth  of  them.  I  am  of  opinion 
thefe  alone  will  contain  his  whole  hiftory,  if  you  add  to  , 
them  what  you  formerly  printed  of  thofe  to  Henry  Crom- 
well, Efq.  \_Here  a  part  of  the  Letter  is  cut  off y  and  the  follow- 
ing Words  indorfed  by  Curll — But  you  mult  put  out  an  adver- 
tifement for  — ]  otherwlfe  I  Ihall  not  be  juftified  to  fome 
people  who  have  influence^  and  on  whom  I  have  fome 
dependance ;  unlefs  it  feem  to  the  public  eye  as  no  entire  nek 
of  mine  j  but  I  may  be  juftified  ami  cxcufed,  if,  after  they 
fee  fuch  a  colle6lion  is  made  by  you,  I  acknowledge  I  fent 
fome  Letters  to  contribute  thereto.  They  who  know  wliat 
hath  pafled  betwixt  Mr.  Pope  and  me  formerly,  may  other- 
wife  think  it  diflionourable  I  (hould  fet  fuch  a  thing  a-foot. 
Therefore  prhit  the  advertifement  I  fent  you,  and  you  (hall 
inftantly  hear  from  or  fee  me.     Adieu.  T.  P. 

{Here  a  Fojlfcript  is  cut  off.^ 
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MR.  CURLL's  ANSWERS. 

Sir,  29th  April,  1735. 

I  HAVE  not  ever  met  with  any  thing  more  inconfiftent,  than 
the  feveral  propofais  of  your  Letters.  The  firft  bearing 
date  0£t.  nth,  1733,  gives  fome  particulars  of  Mr.  Pope's 
Life,  which  I  {hall  ftiortly  make  a  public  ufe  of,  in  his  Life 
now  going  to  the  prefs. 

The  fecond  of  your  Letters,  of  Nov.  15th,  1733,  informs 
me,  that  if  I  would  publifli  an  advertifement  of  a  collection 
of  Mr.  Pope's  Letters  in  your  cuftody,  the  originals  fhould 
be  forthwith  fent  me,  and  for  which  you  would  expeft  no 
more  than  what  would  pay  for  a  tranfcript  of  'em. 

In  your  third  Letter,  of  the  4th  inftant,  you  groundlefsly 
imagine  I  have  attempted  to  betray  you  to  Mr.  Pope  ;  fay 
you  have  printed  thefe  Letters  yourfelf,  and  now  want  to 
be  handfomely  allowed  for  the  copy,  viz.  3I.  a  fcore,  which 
is  2I.  more  than  they  coft  printing  ;  appoint  a  meeting  at  the 
Rofe  on  the  2  2d  inllant,  where  I  was  to  fee  the  fheets  j  deal- 
ing thus,  as  you  truly  call  it,  in  the  dark. 

April  21,  you  put  ofFthis  meeting,  fearing  a  furprize  from 
Mr,  Pope.  How  (hould  he  know  of  this  appointment,  unlefs 
you  gave  him  notice  .''  I  fear  no  fuch  befettings,  either  of 
him  or  his  agents.  That  the  paying  of  feventy-five  pounds 
would  bring  you  to  town  in  a  fortnight,  would  I  be  fo  filly 
as  to  declare  it.  By  your  laft  Letter,  of  laft  night,  a  gen- 
tleman is  to  be  at  my  door  at  eight  this  evening,  who  has 
full  commiffion  from  you. 

You  want  feventy-five  pounds  for  a  perfon  you  would 
ferve :  that  fum  I  can  eafily  pay,  if  I  think  the  purchafe 
would  be  of  any  fervice  to  me.  But  in  one  word.  Sir,  I 
am  engaged  all  this  evening,  and  fhall  not  give  myfelf  any 
further  trouble  about  fuch  jealous,  groundless,  and  dark 
negotiations.  An  honourable  and  open  dealing  is  what 
I  have  been  always  ufed  to  -,  and  if  you  will  come  into  fuch 
%  method,  I  will  meet  you  anywhere,  or  (hall  be  glad  to  fee 

7  you 
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you  at  my  own  houfe;    otherwife  apply  to   whom  you 
pleafe. 

Yours,  E.  C. 

For  P.  T.  or  the  Gentleman  who  comes  from  him  at  eight  this 

evening. 

This  appears  to  be  the  firft  time  Gurll  had  any  perfonal 
conference  with  R.  Smith,  the  Clergyman. 

To  the  Reverend  Mr.  ***. 

Sir, 

I  AM  ready  to  difcharge  the  expence  of  paper,  print,  and 

copy  money,  and  make   the   copy  my  own,  if  we   agree. 

But  if  I  am  to  be  your  agent,  then  I  infift  to  be  wholly  fo, 

and  will  pundlually  pay  every  week  for  what  I  fell  to  you  *. 

*  Johnfon's   account   is,    that   the  Letters  were   brought  to 
Curll,  in  the  evening,  by  a  perfon  in  the  habit  of  a  Clergyman. 
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